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PREFACE. 


Nearly  thirteen  years  ago  the  Editor  of 
this  book  began  it  as  a  pastime  amidst  much  hard 
work,  and  now  he  has  the  honour  to  lay  it  before 
the  public. 

The  volume  may  be  termed  unique  without  any 
assumption  of  egotism,  simply  for  this  reason : 
no  other  collection  draws  together  so  much  of 
the  poetry  of  the  affections  so  well  prepared 
for  instantaneous  reference. 

English  poetical  literature,  in  particular,  has 
always  been  famous  for  exquisite  compositions 
dealing  with  the  tender  passion.  The  whole  range 
of  that  literature  has  been  swept  in  the  compila- 
tion of  this  selection ;  whilst  the  poetry  of  America 
and  various  European  tongues  have  been  laid 
under  contribution.  So  varied  a  tissue  of  '  love- 
thoughts  '  will  be  found  to  present  many  attractive 
aspects.  Few  or  none  of  the  hopes,  fears,  con- 
ditions, or  contingencies  of  *  mighty  love '  will  be 
found  without  their  appropriate  strain.     Many  of 
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these  lyric  leaves  are  matchless  in  their  beauty; 
full  of  playfulness,  of  fancy,  and  poetic  feeling. 

Nothing  has  been  admitted  into  these  pages 
which  can  wound  the  many  pure,  bright  eyes  which 
the  Editor  trusts  will  read  them. 

Not  only  have  the  works  of  standard  authors 
been  examined,  but  from  many  rare  and  ancient 
collections  of  fugitive  pieces  flowers  have  been 
culled  which  it  were  a  shame  to  let  wither  or  die 
in  such  little-frequented  nooks  as  are  haunted  by, 
or  are  only  accessible  to,  the  enthusiastic  biblio- 
grapher. As  an  Album  derives  a  charm  from 
the  easy  mingling  of  its  contents,  no  formal  classi- 
fication of  the  Authors  cited  in  this  one  has  been 
made;  but  (i)  The  Index  of  Contents,  (2)  The 
Index  of  First  Lines,  and  (3)  The  Index  of  Authors, 
afford  ample  facilities  for  ready  reference. 

The  *  Dictionary*  is  a  feature  which  the 
Editor  trusts  will  speak  for  itself.  It  is  novel  and 
copious^  and  he  hopes  it  will  prove  useful  to  all  the 
readers  who  come  to  con  the  book  whilst  medi- 
tating some  *  love-thought,  fancy,  address,  or 
dilemma.' 

Although  there  is  great  wealth  in  the  special 
field  where  he  has  been  working,  the  Editor  cannot 
too  strongly  express  his  acknowledgments  to  all 
the  Authors  and  Publishers  who  (during  the  years 
in  which  at  intervals  he  has  pursued  his  task)  have 


allowed  him,  by  the  kind  grant  of  '  permissions  * 
in  Modem  Poetry,  to  make  use  of  such  pieces  as 
he  wished.  Some  of  the  *  Sweet  Singers '  have 
passed  from  earth  since  they  wrote  him  in  kindly, 
cordial  words  these  permissions,  and  now  all  we 
have  left  of  them  is  the  heritage  of  *  immortal 
song.* 

It  would  make  a  long  list  to  catalogue  names ; 
but  amongst  Publishers  who  have  allowed  the 
Editor  (sometimes  under  special  circumstances 
which  they  would  wish  to  have  noted  make 
this  case  no  precedent)^  he  has  specially  to  thank 
Messrs.  Longman  and  Co.,  Richard  Bcntley,  Esq;, 
Messrs.  Blackie  and  Son,  Messrs.  Chapman  and 
Hall,  Messrs.  Moxon  and  Co.  by  (the  late)  Edward 
Moxon,  Esq.,  and  (the  late)  John  Taylor,  Esq. 


J.  H. 
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THE 

LOVERS'   DICTIONARY. 


1.    CATHARINA. 

ADDKISSBD  TO  MISS  STAMJCTOM. 

SHE  came — she  is  gone— we  have  met— 
And  meet  perhaps  never  again  ; 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  set, 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain  ; 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream, 

So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas  ! 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  esteem 
That  will  not  so  suddenly  pass. 

The  last  evening  ramble  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  progress  was  often  delayed 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  nigh. 
We  paused  under  many  a  tree, 

And  much  she  was  charmed  with  a  tone 
Lcs«?  sweet  to  Maria  and  me. 

Who  so  lately  had  witnessed  her  own. 

My  numbers  that  day  she  had  sung. 

And  gave  them  a  grace  so  divine. 
As  only  her  musical  tongue 

Could  infuse  into  numbers  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  esteemed 

The  work  of  my  fancy  the  more, 
And  even  to  myself  never  seemed 

So  tuneful  a  poet  before. 

I 


Though  the  pleasures  of  London  exceed 
In  number  Ihe  days  of  the  year, 

Catharina,  did  nothing  impede, 
Would  ieel  herself  happier  here  ; 

For  the  close-woven  arches  of  limes 
On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know, 


So  it  is  when  the  mind  is  imbued 

With  a  well-judging  taste  from  above, 
Then,  whether  embellished  or  rude, 

'Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  art  may  amuse, 

May  even  our  wonder  excite, 
But  groves,  hills,  and  valleys  diffuse 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight 

Since  then  in  Ihc  rural  recess 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  It  still  be  her  lot  to  possess 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice  t 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-pacing  steeds 
And  by  Philomel's  annual  note 

e  the  life  that  she  leads ! 


With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre. 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home. 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspirt, 

As  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam. 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  prefers. 

With  little  to  hope  or  to  fear. 
And  ours  would  be  pleasant  as  hers, 

Might  we  view  her  enjoying  it  here. 

Co'wpi:r. 
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2.     KNOW  YE  THE   FAIR  ONE. 

KNOW  ye  the  fair  one  whom  I  love? 
High  is  her  white  and  holy  brow ; 
Her  looks  so  saintly,  sweet,  and  pure, 
Make  men  adore  who  come  to  woo  ; 
Her  neck,  o'er  which  her  tresses  hing, 
Is  snow  beneath  a  raven's  wing. 

Her  lips  are  like  the  red-rose  bud. 

Dew-parted  in  a  mom  of  June  ; 
Her  voice  is  gentler  than  the  sound 

Of  some  far  heard  and  heavenly  tune  ; 
Her  little  finger,  white  and  round, 
Can  make  a  hundred  hearts  to  bound. 

My  love's  two  eyes  are  bonnie  stars, 

Born  to  adorn  the  summer  skies  ; 
And  I  will  by  our  tryste-thom  sit. 

To  watch  them  at  their  evening  rise  : 
That  when  they  shine  on  tower  and  tree. 
Their  heavenly  light  may  fall  on  me. 

Come,  starry  Eve,  demure  and  gray, 
Now  is  the  hour  when  maidens  woo ; 

Come  shake  o'er  wood,  and  bank,  and  brae 
Thy  tresses  moist  with  balmy  dew : 

Thy  dew  ne'er  dropt  on  flower  or  tree. 

So  lovely  or  so  sweet  as  she. 

The  laverock's  bosom  shone  with  dew, 

Beside  us  on  the  lilied  lea  ; 
She  sung  her  mate  down  from  the  cloud 

To  warble  by  my  love  and  me  ; 
Nor  from  her  young  ones  sought  to  move, 
For  well  she  saw  our  looks  were  love. 

Allan  Cunningham. 


3.    SONG:    TO   CEUA. 

DRINK  to  me,  only  with  tbioe  eyes. 
And     ivijl  pledge  with  mine ; 
Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup. 

And  III  not  look  for  wine. 
The  thirst  ihat  from  ihe  soul  doth  rise, 

Doth  ask  a  iltiiik  divine 
But  might  I  oCJove's  nectar  sup, 
1  would  not  change  for  thine. 

I  sent  thee  late  a  rosy  wreath. 

Not  so  much  honouring  tbi^:, 
As  giving  it  a  hope,  that  there 

It  could  not  withered  be 
But  thou  thereon  didst  only  breathe, 

And  scni'st  it  back  to  me  : 
Since  when  it  grows,  and  smells,  I  swear. 

Not  of  itself,  but  thee. 

BtH  JOttIO 


w; 


4.    THE   SPANISH   LADY'S   LOVE. 

^ILL  you  hear  a  Spanish  lady 
)low  she  wooied  an  English  man 
Garments  gay  as  rich  as  may  be 

Decked  with  jewels  she  bad  on. 
Of  a  comely  countenance  and  grace  was  she, 
And  by  birth  and  parentage  of  high  degree. 

As  his  prisoner  there  he  kept  her, 
In  his  hands  her  hfe  did  lie  ; 

Cupid's  tands  did  tie  them  faster 

By  the  liking  of  an  eye. 
In  his  courteous  company  was  all  her  joy, 
To  favour  him  in  anything  she  was  not  coy. 


Diciumarf. 

But  at  last  there  came  commandment 

For  to  set  the  ladies  free^ 
With  their  jewds  sdll  adonied, 

None  to  do  them  injnrf. 
Then  said  this  lady  mild| '  Full  woe  is  me  I 
0  let  me  still  sustain  this  kind  captivtty  I 


*  Gallant  captain,  show  some  pity 

To  a  lady  in  distress ; 
Leave  me  not  within  this  city. 

For  to  die  in  heaviness : 
Thou  hast  set  this  present  day  my  body  free. 
But  my  heart  in  prison  still  remains  with  tluBs.' 

'  How  sbouldst  thouy  £cur  lady,  love  me. 
Whom  thou  know'st  thy  country's  foe  ?  i 

Thy  fair  words  make  me  suspect  thee  : 
Serpents  lie  where  flowers  grow.' 

'  All  the  hann  I  wish  to  thee,  most  courteous  knight, 

God  grant  the  same  upon  my  head  may  fully  light. 

'  Blessed  be  the  time  and  season 

That  you  came  to  Spanish  ground ; 
If  our  foes  you  may  be  termed. 

Gentle  foes  we  have  you  found : 
With  our  city  you  have  won  our  hearts  each  one ; 
Then  to  your  country  bear  away  that  is  your  own.' 

'  Rest  you  still,  most  gallant  lady ; 

Rest  you  still,  and  weep  no  more ; 
Of  fair  lovers  there  is  plenty, 

Spain  doth  yield  a  wondrous  store.' 
'  Spaniards  fraught  with  jealousy  we  often  find, 
But  Englishmen  through  all  the  world  are  counted  kind. 

*  Leave  me  not  unto  a  Spaniard ; 

You  alone  enjoy  my  heart ; 
I  am  lovely,  young,  and  tender. 

Love  is  likewise  my  desert : 
Still  to  serve  thee,  day  and  night,  my  mind  is  prest ; 
The  wife  of  every  Englishman  is  counted  blest' 


<  It  would  be  a  shame,  fair  lady. 

For  to  bear  a  woman  hence ; 
English  soldiers  never  carry 

Any  such  without  offence.' 
'  111  quickly  change  myself,  if  it  be  so, 
And  like  a  page  Til  foUow  thee  where'er  thou  goJ 

*  1  have  neither  gold  or  silver 

To  maintain  thee  in  this  case ; 
And  to  travel  is  great  charges, 
As  you  know,  in  every  place.' 

*  My  chains  and  jewels  every  one  shall  be  thy  own. 
And  eke  five  hundred  pounds  in  gold  that  lies  unknown. 

*  On  the  seas  are  many  dangers. 

Many  storms  do  there  arise, 
Which  will  be  to  ladies  dreadjful, 
And  force  tears  from  watery  eyes.' 

*  Well,  in  troth,  I  shall  endure  extremity. 

For  I  could  find  in  heart  to  lose  my  life  for  thee.' 

*  Courteous  lady,  leave  this  fancy; 

Here  comes  all  that  breeds  the  strife ; 
I  in  England  have  already 

A  sweet  woman  to  my  wife  : 
I  will  not  falsify  my  vow  for  gold  or  gain. 
Nor  yet  for  all  the  fairest  dames  that  live  in  Spain.' 

*  Oh  !  how  happy  is  that  woman 

That  enjoys  so  true  a  friend  ! 
Many  happy  days  God  send  her  ! 

Of  my  suit  I  make  an  end  : 
On  my  knees  I  pardon  crave  for  my  offence. 
Which  did  from  love  and  true  affection  first  commence. 

'  Commend  me  to  thy  lovely  lady. 

Bear  to  her  this  chain  of  gold ; 
And  these  bracelets  for  a  token. 

Grieving  that  I  was  so  bold:    '  \ 

All  my  jewels,  in  like  sort,  take  thou  with  thee. 
For  they  are  fitting  for  thy  wife,  and  not  for  me. 
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*  I  will  spend  my  days  in  prayer, 

Love  and  all  her  laws  defy ; 
In  a  nunnery  will  I  shroud  me 

Far  from  any  company ; 
But,  ere  my  prayers  have  an  end,  be  sure  of  this, 
To  pfay  for  thee,  and  for  thy  love,  I  will  not  miss. 

*  Thus  farewell,  most  gallant  captain, 

Farewell  too  my  heart's  content  I 
Count  not  Spanish  ladies  wanton. 

Though  to  thee  my  love  was  bent : 
Joy  and  true  prosperity  go  still  with  thee  1 ' 
'The  like  £iil  ever  to  thy  shaie^  most  fair  ladie.' 

Percys  Reliques. 


5.    TO  ALTHEA. 

VXOM  PIUSON. 

WHEN  Love  with  unconfincd  wings 
Hovers  within  my  gates ; 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 
To  whisper  at  the  grates : 
^lien  I  lie  tangled  in  her  hair. 

And  fettered  to  her  eye  ; 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 
Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  flowing  cups  run  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying  Thames,  j 

Our  careless  heads  with  roses  bound,  i 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames  ;  - 

WTien  thirsty  grief  in  wine  we  steep,  ' 

When  healths  and  draughts  go  free, 
Fishes  that  tipple  in  the  deep 

Know  no  such  liberty.  I 

When  (like  conunitted  linnets)  I 

With  shriller  throat  shall  sing 
The  sweetness,  mercy,  majesty. 

And  glories  of  my  king ; 

1 
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And  wild  roses,  and  ivy  serpentine, 

With  its  dark  buds  and  leaves,  wandering  astray ; 
And  flowers  azure,  black,  and  streaked  with  gold, 
Fairer  than  any  wakened  eyes  behold. 

And  nearer  to  the  river's  trembling  edge 

There  grew  broad  flag-flowers,  purple  prankt  with  white. 
And  starry  river-buds  among  the  sedge. 

And  floating  water-lilies,  broad  and  bright, 
Which  lit  the  oak  that  overhung  the  hedge 

With  moonlight  beams  of  their  own  watery  light ; 
And  bulrushes,  and  reeds  of  such  deep  green 
As  soothed  the  dazzled  eye  with  sober  sheen. 

Methought  that  of  these  visionary  flowers 

I  made  a  nosegay,  bound  in  such  a  way 
That  the  same  hues,  which  in  their  natural  bowers 

Were  mingled  or  opposed,  the  like  array 
Kept  these  imprisoned  children  of  the  Hours 

Within  my  hand, — and  then,  elate  and  gay, 
1  hastened  to  the  spot  whence  1  had  come, 
That  1  might  there  present  it  I — oh !  to  whom  ? 

Shdley, 

7.    AN  ANGEL  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

HOW  sweet  it  were,  if  without  feeble  fright, 
Or  dying  of  the  dreadful  beauteous  sight. 
An  angel  came  to  us,  and  we  could  bear 
To  see  him  issue  from  the  silent  air 
At  evening  in  our  room,  and  bend  on  ours 
His  divine  eyes,  and  bring  us  from  his  bowers 
News  of  dear  friends,  and  children  who  have  never 
l>ecn  dead  indeed, — as  we  shall  know  for  ever. 
Alas  !  we  think  not  what  we  daily  see 
About  our  hearths, — angels,  that  are  to  be, 
Or  may  be  if  they  will,  and  we  prepare 
Their  souls  and  ours  to  meet  in  happy  air, — 
A  child,  a  friend,  a  wife  whose  soft  heart  sings 
In  unison  with  ours,  breedino;  its  future  wings. 

Leigh  Hunt. 
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GET  up,  get  up,  for  shame  !  the  bloomii 
Upon  licr  wings  presents  the  God  un 
See  how  Aurora  throws  her  fair 
Fresh  quilted  colours  through  the  air : 
Get  up,  sweet  slug-a-bed,  and  see 
The  dew  bespangling  herb  and  tree  : 
Each  flower  has  wept,  and  bowed  toward  the 
Above  an  hour  since  ;  yet  you  not  drest ; 
Nay  not  so  much  as  out  of  bed ; 
When  all  the  birds  have  matins  said. 
And  simg  their  thankful  hymns  :  'tis  sin, 
Nay,  profanation,  to  keep  in ; 
When  as  a  thousand  virgins  on  this  day 
Spring  sooner  than  the  lark  to  fetch  in  May. 

Rise,  and  put  on  your  foliage,  and  be  seen 
To  come  forth  like  the  spring-time,  fresh  and  gi 
And  sweet  as  Flora.    Take  no  care 
.  For  jewels  for  yotnr  gown,  or  hair : 
Fear  not,  the  leaves  will  strew 
Gems  in  abundance  upon  you  : 
'Besides,  the  childhood  of  the  day  has  kept, 
Against  you  come,  some  orient  pearls  unwept  : 
Come,  and  receive  them,  while  the  light 
Hangs  on  the  dew-locks  of  the  night, 
And  Titan  on  the  eastern  hill 
Retires  himself,  or  else  stands  still 
Till  you  come  forth.    Wash,  dress,  be  brief  in  j 
Few  beads  are  best,  when  once  we  go  a-Mavin* 

Come,  mv  Cr»»^*«*-  - 
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Can  such  ddiglits  be  in  the  street. 

And  open  fields,  and  we  not  see^  ? 

Come,  well  abroad,  and  let's  obey 

The  prodamation  made  for  May, 
And  sin  no  more,  as  we  have  done  by  staying ; 
But,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a-Maying  I 

There's  not  a  budding  boy  or  girl  this  day 
But  is  got  up  and  gone  to  bring  in  May  : 

A  deal  of  youth,  ere  this,  is  come 

Back,  and  with  whitethorn  laden  home : 

Some  have  dispatched  their  cakes  and  cream, 

Before  that  we  have  left  to  dream. 
And  some  have  wept,  and  wooed,  and  plighted  troth, 
And  chose  their  pnest,  ere  we  can  cast  off  sloth  : 

Many  a  green  gown  has  been  given ; 

Many  a  kiss,  both  odd  and  even ; 

Many  a  glance,  too,  has  been  sent 

From  out  the  eye,  love's  firmament ; 
Many  a  jest  told  of  the  keys  betraying 
This  night,  and  locks  picked;  yet  we're  not  a-Maying! 

Come,  let  us  go,  while  we  are  in  our  prime, 
And  take  the  harmless  folly  of  the  time  : 

We  shaU  grow  old  apace,  and  die 

Before  we  know  our  liberty: 

Our  life  is  short,  and  our  days  run 

As  fast  away  as  does  the  sun. : 
And  as  a  vapour,  or  a  drop  of  rain 
Once  lo^t,  can  ne'er  be  found  again ; 

So  when  or  you  or  I  are  made 

A  fable,  song,  or  fleeting  shade  ; 

All  love,  all  liking,  all  delight 

Lies  drowned  with  us  in  endless  night 
Then,  while  time  serves,  and  we  are  but  decaying, 
Come,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a-Maying  ! 

Herrick, 
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9.    PHYLLIS. 

N  petticoat  of  green, 
Her  hair  about  her  een ; 
Phyllis  beneath  an  oak 
Sat  milking  her  fair  flock : 
'Mongst  that  sweet-strained  moisture,  (rare  delight,) 
Her  hand  seemed  milk,  in  milk  it  was  so  white. 

Drummond  of  Hawihornden, 


10.    EPITAPH 

ON  THB  COUNTESS  OP  FBMBROKB,  SISTBX  TO  Silt  PHILIP  SIDNKY. 

UNDERNEATH  this  marble  hearse 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother. 
Death,  ere  thou  hast  slain  another. 
Learned  and  fair,  and  good  as  she, 
Time  shall  throw  his  dart  at  thee. 

Ben  Jonson. 


II.    TO   CONSTANTIA 

SINGING. 

THUS  to  be  lost,  and  thus  to  sink  and  die. 
Perchance  were  death  indeed  h — Constantia,  turn  ! 
In  thy  dark  eyes  a  power  like  light  doth  lie. 

Even  though  the  sounds  which  were  thy  voice,  which  bur 
Between  thy  lips,  are  laid  to  sleep ; 

Within  thy  breath,  and  on  thy  hair,  like  odour  it  is  yet. 
And  from  thy  touch  like  fire  doth  leap. 

Even  while  1  write,  my  burning  cheeks  are  wet, 
Alas,  that  the  torn  heart  can  bleed,  but  not  forget ! 

A  breathless  awe,  like  the  swift  change 
Unseen  but  felt  in  youthful  slumbers, 
Wild,  sweet,  but  uncommunicably  strange. 
Thou  breathest  now  in  fast  ascending  numbers. 
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The  cqpe  of  heaven  seems  rent  and  cloven 

By  the  enchantment  of  thy  strain, 
And  on  my  shotdders  wings  are  woven. 

To  follow  its  sublime  career, 
Beyond  the  mighty  moons  that  wane 

Upon  the  verge  of  nature's  utmost  sphere, 
Till  the  world's  shadowy  walls  are  past  and  disappear, 

Her  voice  is  hovering  o^er  my  soul — ^it  lingers, 

(yershadowing  it  with  soft  and  lulling  wings, 
The  blood  and  Ufe  within  those  snowy  fingers 

Teach  witchcraft  to  the  instrumental  strings. 
My  brain  is  wild,  my  breath  comes  quick 

The  blood  is  listening  in  my  frame. 
And  thronging  shadows,  fast  and  thick. 

Fall  on  my  overflowing  eyes  ; 
My  heart  is  quivering  like  a  flame  ; 

As  morning  dew,  that  in  the  sunbeam  dies, 
I  am  dissolved  in  these  consuming  ecstasies. 

I  have  no  life,  Constantia,  now,  but  thee  ; 

Wliilst,  like  the  world-surrounding  air,  thy  song 
Flows  on,  and  fills  all  things  with  melody. — 

Now  is  thy  voice  a  tempest  swift  and  strong, 
On  which,  like  one  in  trance  upborne. 

Secure  o'er  rocks  and  waves  I  sweep. 
Rejoicing  like  a  cloud  of  mom  ; 

Now  'tis  the  breath  of  sununer  night, 
Wliich,  when  the  starry  waters  sleep, 

Round  western  isles,  with  inccnsc-blossoms  bright. 
Lingering,  suspends  my  soul  in  its  voluptuous  flight. 

Shcllty, 


12.    BRIDAL  SONG.  I 

I 


ROSES,  their  sharp  spines  being  gone, 
Not  royal  in  their  smells  alone. 
But  in  their  hue ; 
Maiden  pinks,  of  odour  faint, 
Daisies  smell-less,  yet  most  quaint. 
And  sweet  thyme  true ; 


j 

i 
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vviin  ncr  bells  dim  ; 
Oxlips  in  their  cradles  growinr^. 
Marigolds  on  death-beds  blowing, 

Lark-heels  trim  ; 

All,  dear  Nature's  children  sweet, 
Lie  Yore  bride  and  bridegroom's  feet, 

Blessing  their  sense  I 
Not  an  angel  of  the  air, 
Bird  melodious  or  bird  fair, 

Be  absent  hence! 

The  crow,  the  slanderous  cuckoo,  nor 
The  boding  raven,  nor  chough  hoar. 

Nor  chattering  pie, 
May  on  our  bridehouse  perch  or  sing. 
Or  with  them  any  discord  bring. 

But  from  it  fly ! 

Beaumont  and  Fletc 


13,    THE  BRIDE. 

HER  finger  was  so  small,  the  ring 
Would  not  stay  on  which  they  did  br 
It  was  too  wide  a  peck : 
And  to  say  truth  (for  out  it  must) 
It  looked  like  the  great  collar  ( i««e*^ 
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Her  dwdu  so  rare  a  white  was  on. 
No  daisy  makes  comparison^ 

(Who  sees  them  is  undone,) 
For  streaks  of  red  were  mingled  there, 
Such  as  are  on  a  Katherine  pear 

The  side  that's  next  the  sun. 

Her  lips  were  red,  and  one  was  thin 
Compared  to  that  was  next  her  chin, 

Some  bee  had  stung  it  newly. 
Bat  (Dick)  her  eyes  so  guard  her  face, 
I  durst  no  more  upon  them  gaze. 

Than  on  the  sun  in  July. 

Suckling,    [From  *  A  Ballad  upon  a  Wedding  J 
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14.    THE  LOST  WIFE. 

ONE,  by  my  solitary  hearth, 
Whence  peace  hath  fled. 
And  home-like  joys  and  innocent  mirth 

Are  banished ; 
Silent  and  sad,  I  linger  to  recall 

The  memory  of  all 
In  thee,  dear  partner  of  my  cares,  I  lost ; 
Cares,  shared  with  thee,  more  sweet  than  joys  the  world 

can  boast 

My  home — why  did  I  say  py  home  I 

Now  have  I  none, 
Unless  thou  from  the  grave  again  couldst  come. 

Beloved  one ! 
My  home  was  in  thy  trusting  heart. 

Wherever  thou  wert ; 
My  happy  home  in  thy  confiding  breast, 
Where  my  worn  spirit  refuge  found  and  rest 


I 
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I  know  not  if  thou  wast  most  fair 

And  best  of  womankind  ; 
Or  whether  earth  yet  beareth  fruits  more  rare 

Of  heart  and  mind  ; 
To  ME,  I  know,  thou  wert  the  fairest, 

Kindest,  dearest. 
That  heaven  to  man  in  mercy  ever  gave, 
And  more  than  man  from  heaven  deserved  to  have. 


Never  from  thee,  sweet  wife, 

Came  word  or  look  a\iTy, 
Nor  peacock  pride,  nor  sullen  fit,  nor  strife 

For  mastery  : 
Calm  and  controlled  thy  spirit  was,  and  sure 

So  to  endure ; 
My  friend,  protectress,  guide,  whose  gentle  will 
Compelled  my  good,  withholding  from  me  ilL 

No  art  of  selfishness 

Thy  generous  nature  knew  ; 
Thy  life  all  love,  thy  bliss  the  power  to  bless  ; 

Constant  and  true. 
Content,  if  to  thy  lot  the  world  should  bring 

Enduring  suffering ; 
Unhappy,  if  permitted  but  to  share 
Part  of  my  griefs,  wouldst  both  our  burthens  bear. 

My  joy,  my  solace,  and  my  pride 

I  found  thee  still  : 
Whatever  change  our  fortunes  might  betide 

Of  good  or  ill. 
Worthier  I  was  life's  blessing  to  receive 

While  thou  didst  live  ; 
All  that  I  had  of  good  in  others'  sight, 
Retlected  shone  thy  virtue's  borrowed  light 

The  lute  unstrung — the  meals  in  silence  ate 

We  wont  to  share  ; 
The  widowed  bed — the  chamber  desolate, 

Thou  art  not  there  ; 
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The  tear  at  paxting,  and  the  greeting  kiss, 
Who  would  not  miss  ? 
Endearments  fond,  and  solaced  hours,  and  all 
The  ifloportant  trivial  things  men  comfort  call 

Oh !  mayst  thou,  if  permitted,  from  above 

The  starry  sphere, 
Encompass  me  with  ever-during  love, 

As  thou  didst  here  : 
Still  be  my  guardian  spirit,  lest  I  be 

Unworthy  thee ; 
Still,  as  on  earth,  thy  grace  celestial  give, 

So  GUIDE  MY  UFE  AS  THOU  WOULDST  HAVE  ME  LIVE. 

John  Fisher  Murray* 
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15.    IF  I   HAD  THOUGHT  THOU  COULDST 

HAVE  DIED. 

I 

IF  I  had  thought  thou  couldst  have  died, 
I  might  not  weep  for  thee  ; 
But  I  forgot,  when  by  thy  side, 
That  thou  couldst  mortal  be. 
It  never  through  my  mind  had  past 

The  time  would  e'er  be  o*er. 
And  1  on  thee  should  look  my  last, 
And  thou  shouldst  smile  no  more. 

And  still  upon  that  face  I  look. 

And  think  'twdl  smile  again ; 
Aiid  still  the  thought  I  will  not  brook 

That  I  must  look  in  vain.  ' 

But,  when  I  speak,  thou  dost  not  say  I 

What  thou  ne'er  leftst  unsaid, 
And  now  I  feel,  as  well  I  may, 

Sweet  Mary !  thou  art  dead. 

2 
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If  thou  wouldst  stay  e'en  as  thou  art, 

All  cold,  and  all  serene, 
I  still  might  press  thy  silent  heart. 

And  where  thy  smiles  have  been ! 
While  e'en  thy  chill  bleak  corse  I  have, 

Thou  seemest  still  mine  own,   ' 
But  there  I  lay  thee  in  thy  grave — 

And  I  am  now  alone. 

I  do  not  think,  where'er  thou  art. 

Though  hast  forgotten  me  ; 
And  I,  perhaps,  may  soothe  this  heart 

In  thinking  too  of  thee  ; 
Yet  there  was  round  thee  such  a  dawn 

Of  light  ne'er  seen  before, 
As  fancy  never  could  have  drawn, 

And  never  can  restore.  Rev,  Chas.  Wolfe, 


Id.    AE   FOND   KISS. 

A£  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever  ; 
Ae  farewell,  alas  !  for  ever  I 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  111  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieves  him, 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  ? 
Me,  nae  cheerfu'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 

Ill  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy : 
But  to  see  her  was  to  love  her  ; 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  kindly, 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  blindly. 
Never  met— or  never  parted. 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted. 
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Fare  thee  wed,  thou  first  and  fairest ! 
Fare  thee  wed,  thou  best  and  dearest ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure, 
Peace,  enjoyment,  love,  and  pleasure  ! 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever; 
Ae Carewdl, alas !  forever! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  111  pledge  thee, 
Warring  si^  and  groans  111  wage  thee. 

Bums. 


■o« 


17.    WHAT  THE  VOICE  SAID. 

MADDENED  by  Earth's  wrong  and  evil, 
*  Lord  ! '  I  cried  in  sudden  ire, 

*  From  thy  right  hand^  clothed  with  thunder, 

Shake  the  bolted  fire  ! 

*  Love  is  lost,  and  Faith  is  dying  : 

With  the  brute  the  man  is  sold ; 
And  the  dropping  blood  of  labour 
Hardens  into  gold. 

*  Here  the  dying  wail  of  Famine, 

There  the  Battle's  groan  of  pain  ; 
And.  in  silence,  smooth-faced  Manunon 
Reaping  men  like  grain. 

'  **  \\Tierc  is  God,  that  we  should  fear  Him  ?" 
Thus  the  earth-bom  Titans  say ; 

"  God  !  if  thou  art  living,  hear  us  !  " 
Thus  the  weak  ones  pray.' 

'  Thou,  the  patient  Heaven  upbraiding, 
Spake  a  solemn  Voice  within ; 

*  Weary  of  our  Lord's  forbearance, 

Art  thou  free  from  sin  ? 


^.^liiiure  mcy  fall  ? 

*  Know'st  thou  not  all  ircrms  of  c\'il 

In  thy  heart  await  their  time  ? 
Not  thyself,  but  God's  restraining, 
Stays  their  growth  of  crime. 

*  CoUldst  thou  boast,  oh  child  of  weakness 

O'er  the  sons  of  w^rong  and  strife, 
Were  their  strong  temptations  planted  . 
In  thy  path  of  life? 

*  Thou  hast  seen  two  streamlets  gushing 

From  one  fountain,  clear  and  free, 
But  by  widely  varying,  channels 
Searching  for  the  sea. 

*  Glideth  one  through  greenest  valleys, 

Kissing  them  with  lips  still  sweet  ; 
One,  mad  roaring  down  the  mountains, 
Stagnates  at  their  feet.  ' 

*  Is  it  choice  whereby  the  Parsee 

Kneels  before  his  mother's  fire  ? 
In  his  black  tent  did  the  Tartar 
Choose  his  wandering  sire  ? 

'  He  alone,  whose  hand  is  bounding 

Human  power  and  human  will. 

Looking  through  each  sonPc  e»-~.- 


»■ 
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'  Earnest  words  must  needs  be  spoken, 

When  the  warm  heart  bleeds,  or  bunis. 

With  its  scorn  of  wrong,  or  pity  ' 

For  the  wronged,  by  turns. 

i 

*  But  by  all  thy  nature's  weakness,  | 

Hidden  faults  and  follies  known. 
Be  thou,  in  rebuking  evil,  ^ 

Conscious  of  thine  own.  1 


I 


*  Not  the  less  shall  stem-eyed  Duty 

To  thy  lips  her  trumpet  set. 
But  with  harsher  blasts  shall  mingle 

Wailings  of  regret' 

Cease  not,  Voice  of  holy  speaking, 

Teacher  sent  of  God,  be  near ; 
Whispering  through  the  day's  cool  silence. 

Let  my  spirit  hear ! 

So,  when  thoughts  of  evildoers 

Waken  scorn,  or  hatred  move. 
Shall  a  mournful  fellow-feeling 

Temper  all  with  love. 

IVhitiier. 


18.    SONG. 

TELL  me  you  love  me ;  I  know  it  full  well. 
Though  of  truths  so  delightful  one  can't  be  too  sure  : 
Doubts  will  arise  that  a  breath  may  dispel, 
Kcors  that  alone  such  avowals  can  cure. 
When  were  those  syllables  murmured  in  vain  ? 
Tell  me  >'ou  love  me  again  and  again. 
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Tell  me  you  love  me,  though  often  before 
You  have  told  me  the  tale  I  now  bid  you  repeat; 

Outpourings  like  these  from  the  hps  we  adore 
In  their  fond  iteration  grow  daily  more  sweet; 

Why  from  the  tender  confession  refrain  ? 

Tell  me  you  love  me  again  and  again. 

Tell  me  yon  love  me,  though  bent  to  deceive, 

Such  delusion  were  dearer  than  every-day  truth, 
We  in  time  learn  to  look  on  and  cherish  as  sooth. 
Repeat  those  sweet  words,  though  their  fondness  you  feign, 
And  tell  me  you  love  me  again  and  again. 

Tell  me  you  love  me ;  no  sceptic  am  I, 

Who  would  question  the 'faith  of  the  heart  of  his  choice  ; 
When  did  Falsehood  look  forth  from  so  truthful  an  eye, 

Or  Deception  assume  less  untrustful  a  voice  ? 
'Twere  treason  to  doubt  thee,  so  welcome  my  chain ! 
But  tell  me  you  love  me  again  and  again. 

Alaric  A,  Watts, 


19.    THREE   LOVES   IN  A  LIFE. 

*  T  LOVE'— 'And  I  love'— 'And  I  love,  too'— 
A  They  all  loved  well,  and  they  loved  but  one. 

Each  heart  was  hers,  and  each  heart  was  true — 
By  which  shall  she,  the  beloved,  be  won  i 

Strong  on  each  was  her  gentle  thrall ; 

Oh  !  how  dear  was  she  held  by  all ! 

The  first  was  a  youth  in  opening  life ; 

And  he  was  charmed  with  her  beauty  rare, 
With  the  face  and  form  of  his  fair  young  wife. 

With  her  sweet  blue  eye  and  her  silken  hair. 
Gazing  then  on  her  charms  with  pride, 
Oh  !  how  dear  was  his  lovely  bride  ! 
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The  next  had  lived  to  his  manhood's  prime  ; 

And  he  admired  all  her  thoughts  so  wise ; 
How  gracefully,  at  fit  place  and  time^ 

GMinsels  sage  to  her  lips  would  rise. 
Her  woman's  wit  would  silence  strife- 
Ob  !  how  dear  was  his  prudent  wife  ! 

The  last  is  an  older,  life-worn  man ; 

And  he  delights  in  her  tender  heart. 
Which  loveth-as  only  woman's  can, 

And  cheers  him  with  woman's  heaven-taught  art. 
This  loving  heart  is  all  his  own— 
Oh !  how  dear  has  his  fond  wife  grown ! 

In  youth  I  saw  but  a  maiden  fair ; 

And  finding  beauty  I  sought  no  more, 
Hut  loved  and  wedded  as  youth  will  dare, 

And  litdc  knew  of  the  prize  I  bore. 
Proud  was  1  'midst  my  fellow-men, 
Dear  to  me  was  my  young  wife  then. 

Lut  as  life  advanced  and  cares  came  thick — 

On  evcr>'  side  came  pressing  round,  { 

Till  my  wearied  heart  grew  faint  and  sick — 

Ever  her  at  my  side  I  found, 
With  words  of  counsel  wise  and  free  ; 
Dearer  still  was  she  then  to  me. 

HtT  hair  is  grey,  and  her  sweet  blue  eyes, 

Though  loving  still,  are  no  longer  bright ; 
And  1  list  not  now  for  her  thoughts  so  wise ; 

But  far  stronger  ties  our  hearts  unite. 
Dear  through  life  has  she  ever  been ; 
Dearest  now  at  its  close  serene. 


^    X  X. 
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n  scvcri!  old  tunes,  because  composed  in  a  hcrxted  ball-ro 

could  not  ,L;ct  any  fresh  air.) 

*  C*  HE  wore  a  wreath  of  roses 

v3  The  first  time  that  we  met ' — 
(Her  handsome  Roman  nose  is 

Most  beautifully  set). 
When  I  was  introduced  to  her, 

She  sweetly  smiled,  and  bowed : 
Oh  I  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking 

For  the  lovely  Miss  O^Dowd. 

*  She's  all  my  fancy  painted  her, 

She's  lovely,  she's  divine  I  * — 
(The  lobster-salad  wasn't  bad, 

But  I  couldn't  stand  the  wine). 
What  with  the  pace  she  went  at. 

And  what  with  the  heat  and  crowd  ; 
Oh  !  my  head,  my  head  was  reeling. 

As  I  danced  with  Miss  O'Dowd. 

'  Let  other  lips  and  other  hearts 

Their  tale  of  sorrow  tell ' — 
(That  stuff  for  cleaning  gloves  imparts 

A  most  unpleasant  smell) — 
I'd  gladly  dance  a  thousand  times 

With  her,  were  I  allowed. 
Oh  !  my  heart,  my  heart  is  aching — 

Oh  !  that  eldest  Miss  O'Dowd. 

•  Her  m/v*^^—  ' 


MaxwcUtan  bfacs  are  bonny, 

And  Chrisbnas  bills  fa'  due ' — 
(I  wonder  has  she  money  ? 

Is  her  governor  a  screw  ?) 
Of  her  beauty  and  accomplishments 

She's  not  the  leasl  bit  proud— 
Oh.  Biy  hean  is  shivered  to  hitle  bits 

By  Mary  Jane  O'Dowd  I 


31.    SWEETER  THAN  TRUTH. 

AS  I  stood  by  the  lakelet  of  bve.  to  my  view, 
*Mid  the  moon's  fairy  glow  shone  a  soul-charming  scene; 
TV  doudf  were  all  silver,  the  skies  were  ail  blue, 

Anil  the  (bores  were  all  waving  with  woodlands  of  grven. 
la  a  boat-shell  of  pearl  sailed  a  maid  and  a  youth. 
And  the  wng  that  she  sang  sounded  sweeter  than  truth; 
Bat  the  youth  sat  all  silent ;  and  soon  from  my  sight, 
Ther  sped  through  ihc  gathering  shadows  of  night 

While  I  MTotched  them  departing,  the  naves  seemed  to  sigh. 

And  the  faintest  of  balos  encircled  the  moon ; 
And  tbooifh  love-light  the  gale,  ever  feigning  to  die. 

There  were  signs  of  a  change  coming  sudden  and  soon. 
But  the  skies  were  still  beaming,  the  stars  wcreslQl  bright, 
.\iid  the  lovers  still  steering  their  course  of  delight ; 
Wben  the  sound  of  the  song  on  mine  ear  died  away. 
Am)  rtte  teal  of  sweet  silence  concluded  the  day. 

When  the  sun  to  its  woes  lirst  awakened  the  world. 

WbM  a  scene  I  the  tall  forests  lay  prostrate  and  bare. 
While  ifac  love-freighted  bark  into  fragments  was  hurled. 

And  the  youth  and  the  maiden,  alas  !  they  were — where  i 
'(Uinfl  ihr  tempest  th^t  nged  they  had  struggled  in  vain, 
AmI  the  lake  rolling  wrolh  as  the  storm-stricken  main ; 
Then  the  voice  thai  was  silent  had  shrieked  round  the  shore, 
Aad  the  long  that  seemed  sweeter  than  truth  was  no  more. 
PAi/ip  Jamn  Baily. 
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22.     HOW  SHE  WAS   DRESSED  FOR  THE   BALL. 

SHE  stood  in  her  touching  loveliness, 
All  dressed  for  the  coming  ball, 
With  her  pure  white  dress  and  pure  white  face, 
Waiting  for  us  in  the  halL 

A  diamond  star  on  her  bosom  lay, 

And  starry  gems  were  her  eyes ; 
Eyes  knowing  no  shade  of  thought  or  care, 

Winsomcly,  sweetly  unwise. 

Roses  glowed  ardent  red  on  her  dress. 

Glowed  ardent  red  on  her  lips ; 
Roses  fainted  and  drooped  on  her  hair. 

And  died  on  her  finger-tips. 

Gold  clasped  the  marble  curve  of  her  arms, 

It  wound  round  her  throat  so  fair ; 
It  coaxing  drooped  from  her  pearly  ears, 

And  rippling  gold  was  her  hair. 

I  spoke  to  a  friend  who  gazed  with  me, 
I  uttered  my  rising  fears  : 

*  Oh  !  woe,  that  Grief  should  iYidX  flower-face  fade^ 

And  those  star-eyes  cloud  in  tears.' 

*  Your  words  are  men*s  words,'  the  lady  said  ; 

*  You  know  not  that  Pain  and  Pride 
Are  stronger  than  Joy,  or  Bloom,  or  Youth, 
Or  Reason,  or  aught  beside. 

*  She  will  look  up,  when  here  peace  is  fled, 

As  peacefully  sweet  as  now ; 
Sobs  in  the  heart  send  smiles  to  the  lips  * 
Oh  I  women  alone  know  how. 

*  Pain  shines  like  joy  in  the  weary  eyes. 

More  brilliant  than  joy  perchance ; 
And  it  dyes  the  cheek,  and  sharply  spurs 
The  tired  feet  in  the  dance.' 
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TlieB  I  cried,  *  lAj  darliog,  must  she  bear 

The  wearisome  weight  df  care? 
If  my  anns  are  roond  her  heart  for  aye, 

WiU  sofiow  li!^  enter  there  ?  * 

She  amsi  bear  her  heartbieak  all  akme : 

But,  oh  1  lor  thy  darUng's  sake. 
Check  the  harsh  thought— the  word  which,  though  light. 

Yet  may  a  breaking  heart  break. 

'  Pity  the  Sony  that  seemeth  joy. 

And  smiles  that  firom  pain  are  wrung ; 
Pity  aH  maskers,  but,  above  all, 

Pity,  oh :  pity  the  young ! 

*  They  must  tread  erect  a  thorny  road. 

In  all  the  summer-tide  heat, 
But  silken  robes  will  trail  to  the  ground, 

And  hide  the  poor  bleeding  feet 

'God's  tired  children  are  everywhere. 

We  dance  with  them  at  the  ball: 
Be  kind  to  the  gay,  and  perchance  thy  balm 


On  some  wayworn  soul  shall  fall'  ' 


23.    APR£S  LE  BAL. 

A  *DmUMXNTAL*t*  KBMIKBCBNCX  OF  '  THS  GUARDS*  BALL.' 

SO,  bella  tmaj  youVe  made  an  impression. 
And  turned  half  the  heads  of  the  critical  town ; 
And  tell  me  the  truth,  now  you  hear  the  confession, 

If  not  with  a  smile  at  least  not  with  a  fh)wn. 
No  wonder  your  triumph — if  radiant  beauty. 

Enhanced  by  a  toilette  the  crime  de  la  crime^ 
G>uld  fail  to  achieve  a  girl's  paramount  duty, 
To  use  your  own  phrase,  dear,  it  would  be  a  shame  ! 
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You  fancied  me  miles  away  .peacefully  reading, 

But  I  saw  you,  signora^  and  only  last  night, 
In  the  deuX'temps  with  Vivian  de  Vere  you  were  speeding, 

And  your  gauzy  clouds  brushed  against  me  in  your  flight 
The  part  of  a  wall-flower  I  humbly  was  filling, 

And  I  did  not  announce  myself,  for,  who  could  tell. 
Perhaps  my  reception  by  you  had  been  chilling. 

And  I  wished  not  to  break  the  old  magical  spell. 


For  although  I  speak  in  this  volatile  fashion, 

Tm  vulgar  enough  to  possess,  dear,  a  heart ; 
And  the  sweet  dream  of  deepest,  unchangeable  passion 

From  that  heart's  inward  feeling  will  never  depart 
Since  the  time  when  your  childhood  gave  tenderest  token 

Of  the  virtues  and  graces  that  make  up  your  dower. 
The  chain  was  linked  round  me  no  more  to  be  broken, 

My  allegiance  has  never  once  swerved  for  an  hour  ! 


I  saw  you  whirl  by,  never  thinking  or  dreaming 

I  saw  you,  the  loveliest  demoiselle  there  ; 
I  watched  the  rich  diamond-spray  brilliantly  gleaming 

And  sparkling  amid  the  dark  bands  of  your  hair. 
In  a  ball-room,  romance,  as  one  justly  supposes. 

Is  quite  out  of  p^ace,  still  I  was  so  bold 
As  to  wish  those  dark  tresses  enwreathed  with  white  roses, 

The  simple  white  blossoms  you  loved  well  of  old. 


I  suppose  your  lace  drapery  is  of  the  rarest, 

And  the  broiders  that  deck  it  of  fabulous  worth. 
Yet,  ma  mignonne^  I  think  that  I  held  you  the  fairest 

In  your  plain  country  dress  with  its  loveable  dearth 
Of  costly  emblazons  and  ornament  golden, 

And  I  worshipped  you  more  in  that  sweet,  simple  guise. 
When  from  under  the  round  hat,  in  days  dear  and  olden. 

Flashed  forth  the  soft  light  of  those  exquisite  eyes  I 
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For  yoa  have  imefaangingly  been  my  one  vision 

Of  happiness  seei)  through  the  vista  of  time  ; 
Belgravian>fi»r/irrf  may  smile  in  derision, 

I  care  not  as  long  9Ayou  see  this  poor  rhyme. 
May  I  say  with  what  hope  and  what  joy  I  shall  cherish 

The  dream  of  a  future  shared,  darling,  with  you  ? 
That  dream — that  reality  never  need  perish, 

If  but  to  yourself,  love,  you  only  be  true. 


24.    MY  QUEEN. 

WHEN  and  how  shall  I  earliest  meet  her  ? 
What  are  the  words  she  first  will  say  ? 
By  what  name  shall  I  learn  to  greet  her  ? 
I  know  not  now ;  it  will  come  some  day  ! 
With  the  self-same  sunlight  shining  upon  her, 
Shining  down  on  her  ringlets  sheen, 
She  is  standing  somewhere,  she  I  shall  honour. 
She  that  I  wait  for,  my  queen,  my  queen  ! 

Whether  her  hair  be  golden  or  raven, 
^\^lether  her  eyes  be  hazel  or  blue, 
I  know  not  now,  but  'twill  be  engraven 
Some  day  hence  as  my  loveliest  hue. 
Many  a  girl  I  have  loved  for  a  minute, 
Worshipped  many  a  face  I  have  seen. 
Ever  and  aye  there  was  something  in  it, 
Something  that  could  not  be  hers,  my  queen  ! 

I  will  not  dream  of  her  tall  and  stately. 
She  that  I  love  may  be  fairy  light ; 
I  will  not  say  she  must  move  sedately. 
Whatever  she  does  it  will  then  be  rij^ht 
She  may  be  humble  or  proud,  my  lady, 
Or  that  sweet  calm  which  is  just  between ; 
And  whenever  she  comes  she  will  find  me  rca ax- 
To  do  her  homage,  my  queen,  my  queen ! 
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But  she  must  be  courteous,  she  must  be  holy. 
Pure  in  her  spirit,  this  maiden  I  love ; 
"Whether  her  birth  be  noble  or  lowly 
I  care  no  more  than  the  spirits  above. 
But  ni  give  my  heart  to  my  lady's  keeping, 
And  ever  her  strength  on  mine  shall  lean ; 
And  the  stars  may  fall,  and  the  saints  be  weeping. 
Ere  I  cease  to  love  her,  my  queen,  my  queen ! 


25.    MY  KING. 

WHEN  and  how  shall  I  meet  him  ?  if  ever : 
What  are  the  words  he  first  will  say  ? 
How  will  the  barriers  now  that  sever 

Our  kindred  spirits  be  broken  away  ? 
This  self-same  daylight  on  him  is  shining, 

Shining  somewhere  the  while  I  sing, 
The  only  one  who,  my  will  resigning, 
Could  I  acknowledge  my  king,  my  king. 

9 

Whether  his  hair  be  golden  or  raven. 

Whether  his  eyes  be  dark  or  blue, 
I  know  not  now  ;  but  'twould  be  engraven 

On  that  white  day  as  my  perfect  hue. 
Many  a  face  I  have  liked  for  a  minute — 

Been  chained  by  a  voice  with  a  pleasant  ring — 
But  ever  and  aye  there  was  something  in  it, 

Something  that  could  not  be  his,  my  king.  *  3 

I  will  not  dream  of  him  handsome  and  strong. 

My  ideal  love  may  be  weak  and  slight ; 
It  matters  not  to  what  class  he  belong. 

He  would  be  noble  enough  in  my  sight ; 
He  may  not  be  brilliantly  gifted,  my  lord  I 

And  he  may  be  learned  in  everything ; 
But  if  ever  he  comes  he  will  strike  the  chord, 

Whose  melody  waits  for  the  hand  of  its  king. 
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But  he  must  be  ccNiiteoiis  towaid  tiie  loidy ; 

To  the  weak  and  •orrowful,  loving  too ; 
He  most  be  coarageoos,  refined^  and  hoLy, 

By  natnie  nahedi  and  finn,  and  true  : 
To  «idi  I  might  fearlessly  give  the  lceq>ing 

Of  love  that  would  never  outgrow  its  spring : 
There  would  be  few  tears  of  a  woman's  weeping, 

If  they  loved  such  men  as  my  long,  my  king. 


a6i    LITTLE  GOLDEN-HAIR'S  STORY. 

' '  I  "ELL  me  a  story,  or  sing  me  a  song/ 

J-     Said  the  curly-haired  child  on  my  knee ; 
'  It  must  not  be  short,  and  it  must  not  be  long.' 

Little  Golden-Hair,  what  shall  it  be  ? 

'  Tell  me  a  story,  or  sing  me  a  song 

Of  a  princess,  who  dwelt  by  the  sea. 
And  what  the  waves  sung  to  her,  all  the  day  long. 

And  what  to  the  waves  answered  she.' 

The  waves,  in  calm  weather,  came  trippingly,  trippingly, 

Ripplingly,  up  from  the  sea, — 
"  The  Aowers  at  thy  casement  are  blooming  and  dying, 
The  smile  on  thy  mouth,  it  has  ended  in  sighing, 

As  thou  sittest  alone  by  the  sea ; 
But  the  mast  is  of  gold,  and  the  ship  is  of  pearl,  | 

And  its  sails  take  the  light,  like  this  long  amber  cur]  i 

That  droops  from  thy  neck  to  thy  knee.'  I 

I 

Cheer  up,  pretty  princess !  the  white  sails  are  flying,  ' 

At  the  ends  of  the  world,  they  are  shining  and  flying,  ! 

That  bear  a  fond  suitor  to  thee ! 
And  she  listens  in  fear,  'twixt  a  smile  and  a  tear,  I 

H  alf-pleased  and  half-pensive  is  she ; 
And  she  tosses  her  head,  just  as  if  she  had  said,  , 

*  lie  may  tarry  for  ever,  for  me ! ' 
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But  the  waves,  in  rough  weather,  came  roaringly,  loaringly, 

Pouringly,  up  from  the  sea, — 
And  the  land-echoes  moan,  *  Wilt  thou  go  all  alone, 

To  be  tossed  on  the  storm-driven  sea  ? 
Leaving  father,  and  mother,  and  sister,  and  brother, 

For  a  stranger  thou  never  didst  see  ?  * 

And  loud  winds  arise,  as  she  weepingly  cries, 

*  He  may  come, — but  hell  never  have  me ! 
The  waters  are  cold — not  for  silver  and  gold 

Would  I  trust  to  the  treacherous  sea! 
O  say,  only  say,  you  won't  take  me  away, 
Ye  wild-flowing  waves  of  the  sea ! ' 

*  Ah,  what  a  sad  song! '  little  Golden-Hair  said; 

*  But  finish  tl^  story,  I  pray ; 

The  prince  he  is  coming  quite  soon,  Pm  afraid, 
And  then  will  he  take  her  away  ?' 

*  Nay,  now,  little  Goldon-Hair,  how  can  I  tell  ? 

Run  away,  for  a  troublesome  elf ! ' 
But  she  clapped  her  small  hands,  crying  out,  *  Very  well, 
I  can  finish  it  all  for  myself! ' 

Ah,  whisper,  sweet  Golden- Hair,  close  to  my  ear, 
Do  tell  me — 1  want  so  to  know ! 

*  The  prince  he  is  handsome — the  prince  he  is  dear. 

And  the  princess  will  willingly  go. 

*  The  ship  is  all  sparkling  with  gold  and  with  pearl. 

The  white  sails  are  fluttering  free. 
And  there,  on  the  deck,  like  a  little  bright  speck, 
The  pretty  princess  I  can  see. 

*  The  prince  he  leans  over  her  all  the  day  long. 

Or  plays  his  sweet  lute  at  her  side ; 
And  when  the  waves  roar,  and  the  wind  is  too  strong, 
He  soothes  her  with  loverly  pride.' 

*  But  is  she  unhappy  ?  or  is  she  afraid  ? 

Little  Golden-Hair  capered  for  glee  ; 
'  She's  as  merry  again,'  said  this  mischievous  maid; 
'  As  she  was  when  she  sat  by  the  sea ! '      Gerda  Fay, 
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27.    REFUSED! 

•  "^[  OT  yours  the  fault,'  you  say— not  yours  ? — 
i^   You  women  keq>  some  bitter  cures 

For  our  proud  spirits.    How  1  long 

To  think  you  have  not  done  me  wrong.  i 

Believe  me,  this  is  half  my  pain, 

To  feel  I  cannot  give  again 

Respect  and  trust,  which  were  your  due. 

When  I  believed  you  wholly  true ! 

The  words  of  love  you  said  one  day, 

*  You  meant  the  next  day  to  unsay. 
And  if  1  thought  of  them — what  then  ? 
I  must  be  fooled  like  other  men: 
M  ust  leam  to  woo  is  not  to  win : 
That  women's  falsehoods  are  not  sin: 
Must  bare  what  other  hearts  have  borne:'  > 
— 1  give  you,  lady,  scorn  for  scorn  !              ^ 

It  was  for  iave  I  vainly  sued ! 
It  was  a  woman  that  I  wooed  ! 
Not  something  in  a  woman's  guise, 
To  make  my  trusting  heart  a  prize — 
Rejoice  to  feel  me  in  her  power — 
I 'lay  with  her  new  toy  for  an  hour. 
Then  fling  it  down,  with  cruel  jest, 
And  mocking  scorn,  at  my  request ! 

No :  it  was  something  kind  and  true 

1  fancied  that  I  saw  in  you  ! 

Before  a  high  ideal  shrine 

I  laid  this  honest  love  of  mine. 

1  woke  to  And  that  shrine  a  dream — 

That  maidens  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Henceforth  1,  too,  will  share  their  mirth. 

And  take  their  loi'e  for  what  it's  worili ! 

3 
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28.    WHAT  IS  MY  LOVE  LIKE? 

WHAT  is  my  love  like  ?    She  is  fair — 
Fair  as  a  tender  autumn  star. 
Twinkling  through  the  woodland  air. 
A  cloven  cherry  is  her  mouth, 

Her  breath  a  breeze  that  wanders  far 
Through  camphire  hills  in  the  sweet  South. 

And  fine,  and  delicate,  and  slim 

Is  her  rich,  purple-boddiced  waist, 
Sot  round  with  fringes,  quaint  and  prim  : 
O'er  her  cool  neck,  a  rosary 

Of  fragrant  pearls,  white-serried  and  chaste. 
In  one  close-linked  measure  lie. 

0  wondrous,  wondrous  is  her  hair — 
A  twisted  wealth  of  golden  brown, 

That  droops  above  her  temples  bare. 
A  milky  shoulder,  gleaming  shy, 

Peeps  coy  and  blanched  above  her  gown. 
As  from  a  pleasant  nunnery. 

Her  hand  so  oft  doth  kiss  her  lips. 

That  half  the  cherry  blood  has  flown 
In  ruby  to  her  finger  tips. 

1  will  not  swear  me  for  her  eyes, 
For,  when  we  meet,  my  lids  are  prone — 

Supine  before  their  witcheries. 

She  hath  a  voice,  like  a  low  brook 

That  crystals  through  a  bed  of  gold, 
By  saddest  lilies  sun-forsook. 
And  her  sweet  laugh  is  soft  and  slow, 

And  wise  in  meanings  manifold — 
A  viol  that  the  spring  gusts  blow. 

4 


\ 
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Such  is  my  love — a  phantom  bright, 
The  vision  of  a  summer  brain       • 

Seen  half  between  the  dark  and  light 

She  lives  within  a  palace  fine, 
And  sees  the  moons  of  fancy  wane, 

The  image  and  the  dream  are  mine. 


29L    THE   SPA  AT  SCARBOROUGH. 

A   KEMINISCBKCB. 

UPWARDS  rose  the  joyful  music 
On  the  ocean's  summer  breeze  ; 
Gaily  flowed  the  stream  of  light  talk, 

Blent  with  laughter  midst  the  trees  ; 
As  wc  crushed  the  sparkling  gravel 

"Neath  our  slowly-treading  feet, 
Wending  towards  the  scene  of  pleasure 
Where  all  grades  of  fashion  meet 

Bri^jht  with  smiles  of  festive  gladness 

Was  the  over-arching  sky  ; 
Bright  with  all  the  tones  of  colour 

Were  the  flowers  we  sauntered  by  ; 
Bright  with  laughter  were  the  tidc-wavos 

As  they  kissed  the  sloping  sand  ; 
Bright  were  all  things,  as  a  jewel 

Fit  to  light  a  royal  hand. 

Se.iiLd  where  the  shadows  veiled  us 

From  the  fer\'ent  light  above, 
In  an  arbour,  jasmine  wTcathed, 

Meet  for  words  of  whispered  love. 
Drank  we  in  the  strains  of  music. 

Pondered  we  the  radiant  scene, 
As  wc  watched  it  moving,  life-full. 

Glorious  sea  and  cliffs  brtwcen. 
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Oh !  the  dresses,  neat,  eccentric, 
#  Individualised  and  queer  ; 
Oh  !  the  dresses  various  coloured 

As  the  flowers  that  deck  the  year ; 
Oh !  the  dresses,  breezy,  airy. 

Most  expansive,  startling,  grand  ; 
Oh  !  the  dresses,  quite  peculiar 

As  the  fossils  on  the  strand. 

Oh  !  the  hats,  conceited,  pretty, 

With  their  feathers  waving  free ; 
With  their  flowerets,  that  seemed  stolen, 

Bathed  in  mom-dew  from  the  lea  ; 
With  their  lofty  crowns  and  low  crowns, 

Stiff  or  racy,  neat  or  wild ; 
With  their  veils  (a  soft  protection  ?) 

Lest  your  heart  should  be  beguiled. 

Oh  !  the  boots  that  stept  so  lightly, 

And  a  moment  glanced  in  view 
'Neath  the  wafted  muslin,  flower-strewn, 

Or  the  silk  of  sumptuous  blue  ; 
Oh !  the  boots  with  *  fast '  front  lacings, 

And  with  toes  a  *  work  of  art  ;* 
Oh  !  the  boots,  high -heeled  and  stately, 

That  a  grace  of  tread  impart 

Boots  or  dresses,  hats,  what  were  they 

To  the  faces — living  flowers — 
That  smiled  forth  their  bounteous  beauty- 

Channs  to  light  the  summer  hours  ; 
Faces,  youthful  in  their  features. 

As  the  earliest  blooms  of  spring, 
With  their  tresses  sunny  auburn, 

Or  as  black  as  raven's  wing. 

Oh  !  the  eyes  all  gently  shaded 

Under  lashes  soft  and  long ; 
Oh  !  the  eyes  as  dark  as  midnight 

When  the  stars  its  spaces  throng  ; 
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Gk  f  the  eyes  of  fiery  splendour, 
Keen  as  diamonds  in  their  light ;      * 

Oh  I  the  eyes  that  trance  all  fedtngs — 
Make  them  victims  to  their  might 

Oh !  the  eyes  that  speak  deep  language^ 

When  the  timid  lips  are  still ; 
Oh\  the  eyes  as  soft  as  moonlight, 

Glistening  on  the  mountain  rill ; 
Oh !  the  eyes  that  summer  feelings 

Through  all  seasons  seem  to  pour ; 
Oh!  the  eyes,  bewitching,  charming, 

That  we  saw  by  Scartx»ough*s  shore. 

Through  the  sunb'ght  flew  the  sea-gulls 

With  their  wings  as  marble  white ; 
Through  the  sunlight  gloomed  the  ruin 

Of  the  castle  on  the  height ; 
Through  the  sunlight  flashed  the  bent  sails 

Of  the  port-bound  distant  ships ; 
Through  the  sunlight  came  the  *  hail  words ' 

Breathed  by  hardy  seaman's  lips. 

But  at  length  the  veil  of  evening 

Softly  fell  on  sea  and  land: 
Then  the  royal  anthem  sounded 

Through  its  tones  so  deep  and  grand ; 
And  the  Spa  was  soon  forsaken 

By  the*  gay  and  festal  throng, 
And  the  silence  reigned  unbroken 

Save  by  linnet* s  sunset  song.  Cantab, 


30.    A  DAY  DREAM. 

THE  beechen  woods,  the  old  brick  hall, 
The  river  widening  to  a  lake, 
I  love  them  one,  I  love  them  all, 
I  kive  them  for  a  maiden's  sake^ 
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A  maiden  with  whose  gathering  blush 

The  very  roses  dare  not  vie. 
The  daisies,  which  her  footsteps  crush^ 

The  very  daisies  love  and  die. 

Her  lips  half-conscious  of  a  smile  ; 

Her  eyes  all  beaming  with  delight ; 
A  white  rose  in  her  hair  the  while, 

Like  frosted  moon  against  the  night 

No  lovelier  roses  bloom  than  these  ; 

No  woodland  song  more  sweet  than  here 
Yet  song  and  roses  fail  to  please, 

When  love  has  told  me,  she  is  near. 

In  vain  on  Alpine  snows  I  stand, 
By  Danube's  osicred  stream  recline. 

I  change  the  sky ;  I  change  the  land ; 
Change  cannot  change  this  love  of  mine. 

Forgetful  of  the  city's  mart, 
Of  feudal  tower,  of  vine-clad  hill, 

I  only  feel  an  aching  heart, 
While  Love  triumphant  mocks  my  will. 

I  tread  in  memory  by  her  side 
The  swelling  uplands  of  the  park, 

The  road,  green-swarded,  up  the  ride 
To  fields,  dominion  of  the  lark. 

With  bated  breath,  and  faltering  speech, 
I  pause  enchanted  when  she  speaks. 

Gone  from  my  view  are  hall  and  beech  ; 
But  laughing  eyes  and  dimpled  cheeks. 

I  remember  how  she  came 

Out  from  the  school  beneath  the  trees. 
Fresh  as  the  moon,  when  all  aflame. 

The  rose-tints  bathe  the  sky — ^the  seas. 
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We  ptss  once  more  the  garden  wall, 

Pbnutions  of  the  larch  and  fir, 
Beneath  the  arch  and  by  the  hall. 

By  trees  with  autumn  winds  astir. 

The  bells  are  ringing  in  the  tower, 

We  pause  a  moment  at  the  door. 
Within  is  many  a  carved  flower, 

And  coloured  sunbeams  stain  the  floor. 

There  is  the  rectory,  there  the  ground 
All  hooped  for  croqu^  ythat  we  played  ; 

There  stand  the  dms  long  ages  crowned, 
As  guardians  of  the  village  glade. 

All  yellow-red  the  chesnut  stands, 
The  bridge  and  willow  span  the  stream ; 

I  feel  once  more  the  clasp  of  hands — 
A  parting  look — and  aU  a  dream. 

The  beechen  woods,  the  old  brick  hall. 

The  river  widening  to  a  lake, 
1  love  them  one,  I  love  them  all, 

I  love  them  for  a  maiden's  sake. 


31.    LOVE  SICKNESS 

AM  OIRJSH  MALADY. 


ME  heart's  with  me  Flora;  how  great  is  the  pleasure 
I  feel  whin  I  hear  the  sweet  sound  of  her  neem  ; 
Td  soon  teck  a  thrip,  if  I'd  money  an'  leisure, 
To  London*s  great  city  to  see  my  ould  fleem. 

That  dee  down  at  Richmond  \  111  never  forget  it, 
Ah !  thin  me  aflccshuns  wer*  youthilc  and  green  ; 

Our  gyarmtnts  wer*  certainly  thoroughly  wetted, 
But  she  was  the  fairest  I  ever  had  seen. 
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Such  throifles  as  reen  an'  wet  clothes  he  who  woise  Is 
Neglects  when  the  part  of  a  shuthor  he'd  play, 

He  well  knows  that  Kyoopid  all  gyannents  dispoises, 
And  Vanus  looks  fairest  just  out  o'  the  say. 

Though  the  damp  rather  dims  a  young  lecd/s  complcxshun. 

And  rooins  a  best  three-an*-tinpenny  glov, 
Can  umbrellas  ibscure  the  broight  glance  ov  affecshun. 

Or  showers  o'  reen  damp  the  ardour  ov  lov  ? 

The  *  Star  and  the  Gyarther/  that  hall  o'  symphozliia, 

A  refyidge  afforded  us  all  from  the  reen ; 
We  ate  our  fawg^h  as  it  had  been  ambrozhia. 

An'  quaffed  the  broight  necthar  ov  sparklin'  champeen. 

The  next  time  we  meet,  be  it  sunshine  or  torrence, 
The  question  111  pop  while  iscortin'  her  home  ; 

Next  winther,  she  tould  me,  she's  goin'  to  Florence, 
Who  knows  but  she'd,  maybe,  go  over  to  Rome ! 


32.     A  VALENTINE  OF  THE  ELIZABETHAN  AGE. 

IN  AN  OLD  ALBUM  DATED  X583. 

WHEN  Slumber  first  uncloudes  my  brain, 
And  thoughte  is  free, 
And  Sense  refreshed  renews  her  reigne, — 
I  thinke  of  Thee. 

When  nexte  in  prayer  to  God  above 

I  bende  my  knee. 
Then  when  I  pray  for  those  I  love, — 

I  pray  for  Thee. 

And  when  the  duties  of  the  day 

Demande  of  mce 
To  rise  and  journey  on  life's  way,  — 

I  work  for  Thee. 


Or  if  peicliaiice  I  sing  some  layi 

Whatever  it  bee ; 
An  that  the  idle  venes  say^— 

Tbef  say  of  Thee. 

For  if  an  eye  whose  liquid  ligfate 

^iftttw^  ij)i^  ^1^  3(J^ 

They  sing,  or  tresses  browne  and  brighter- 
They  sing  of  Thee. 

And  if  a  wearie  mood,  or  sad, 


One  thought  can  all  times  make  mee  glad| — 
The  thougfate  of  Thee. 

And  when  once  more  upon  my  bed, 

Full  wearily, 
In  sn^t  repose  I  lay  my  head, — 

I  dream  of  Thee. 

In  short,  one  only  wish  I  have, 

To  live  for  Thee  ; 
Or  gladly  if  one  pang  'twould  save, — 

rd  die  for  Thee. 


33.    AMY'S  SECRET. 

THE  window  looked  on  a  sky  of  flame. 
On  the  rosy  bloom  of  a  rippling  bay ; 
Within  we  moved  in  an  amber  glow, 
And  purple  even  our  shadows  lay. 

I  kan'd  by  the  curtain's  folds  and  read 
Wine-coloured  words  in  a  page  of  light-;-  - 

Did  the  sunset  only  dazzle  my  eyes  ? 
Did  its  brightness  only  confuse  my  sight  ? 
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I  had  been  home  from  the  East  a  month, 
And  you  know  what  passes  for  beauty  there, 

And  I  read  to  listening  English  girls, 
English  beauties,  and  few  so  fair. 

They  were  two  cousins,  Amy  and  Maud, 
(Seen  in  my  dreams,  oh !  many  a  night  \) 

Maud  with'  her  dark  eyes  dreamy  and  full, 
And  fairy  Amy  rosy  and  bright 

Both  so  sweet  and  tender  and  true, 
From  a  boy  they  had  been  beloved  by  me, 

And  I  often  had  thought,  *  Does  either  love  ? 
Am  I  more  to  either  than  friend  may  be  V 

1  read  my  Journal.     That  was  their  will : 

Page  after  page  of  my  Indian  life; 
Dull  enough,  slow  enough,  Heaven  kno\i|p. 

With  little  of  peril  and  less  of  strife. 

Page  after  page  of  the  daily  round, 
Monotony  stamp'd  on  every  leaf, — 

Hunting  a  tiger,  meeting  a  Thug, 
Having  a  raid  with  a  robber  chief : 

So  ran  the  record,  until  at  last. 

News  of  the  Mutiny  broke  the  spell. 

And  our  regiment  marched  on  the  rcbd  foes, 
And  my  Journal  told  what  there  befeL 

And  here,  as  I  read,  my  wandering  eyes 
At  the  listening  faces  stole  a  glance, — 

At  Amy,  pale  and  with  parted  lips. 
At  Maud  as  she  dreamed  on  this  new  romance. 

Then  on  I  sped  to  the  closing  scene. 
Where  a  Sepoy  dagger  was  at  my  heart, 

And  I  saw  it  gleam,  and  plunge,  and  then — 
But  Amy  rose  with  a  sudden  start 
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Ho  moie !  no  more !    Thank  Heaven,  you  live ! ' 
It  was  her  voice  the  sflence  broke, 
And  Mand  k>oked  up  with  a  h^ce  surprised, 
As  if  from  a  pleasant  dream  awoke. 

I  read  no  more.    What  need  of  the  rest? 

Enough  in  the  sunset  I  had  read.^ 
She  knred  me,  Amy  I — ^her  gentle  heart 

Spoke  in  the  cry  that  tdd  her  dread. 

She  loved  me !    Faded  the  rosy  West, 
Faded  the  bloom  of  the  ripfding  bay; 

But  ni^t  could  not  chill,  nor  the  dark  depress, 
While  the  thought  of  her  love  in  my  bosom  lay. 


34.    UNREQUITED. 

FEW  and  low  were  the  words  I  spoke, 
Doubly  brief  was  the  cold  reply  ; 
Yet  in  that  one  moment  a  man's  heart  broke, 
And  the  light  went  out  from  his  eye ! 

In  a  little  moment  of  time, 

The  bright  hopes  of  a  life  all  paled ; 
A  brave  man  knew  he  had  dared  the  leap, 

And  a  proud  man  knew  he  hsA— failed  i 

Failed !  'tis  often  a  fatal  word. 

Fraught  with  the  spirit's  pain  ; 
For  to  fail  in  some  of  the  ventures  of  life 

Is  never  to  try  them  again. 

If  the  fowler  hang  o'er  the  cliff, 

Upheld  by  a  treacherous  rope. 
Should  the  frail  thing  break,  or  the  strong  man  blanch. 

He  is  lost — and  beyond  :dl  hope. 
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So  I  set  my  hopes  on  a  word, 
Launched  a  shell  on  a  boisterous  sea  ; 

And  the  waves  up-rose,  and  my  shell  down- sank 
It  can  never  come  back  to  me ! 


■•o*- 


35.    UNREQUITED. 

A  REPLY. 

HE  passes  by,  with  cold  and  heartless  gaze, 
And  I  must  brave  it — aye,  and  smile  beneath 
The  casual  look  or  word  on  me  that  fall, 
As  snowflakes  from  a  May-day  wreath. 

And  yet  no  word  of  mine  shall  ever  break 
The  silence  that  between  our  hearts  must  lie. 

I  love  him — yet  he  knows  not — never  shall ; 
No  look  shaU  tell  him,  tiU  I  die ! 

1  see  him  yonder,  basking  in  the  smiles 
Of  one  whose  radiant  brow  and  artful  ways 

Have  all  enthralled  him.     Doth  she  love  as  I  ? — 
No !  with  his  heart  she  merely  plays. 

Oh !  I  could  bear  it  all,  did  I  but  know 
That  love,  true,  faithful,  lay  within  her  heart ; 

So  he  might  never  feel,  as  I  have  felt, 
Hope  slowly,  hour  by  hour,  depart. 


Oh  !  masters  of  our  hearts,  ye  little  know 
What  faith  and  love  ye  pass  unheeded  by  ; 

Or  leave  for  lighter  words,  or  brighter  smiles, 
Without  a  thought — without  a  sigh  ! 
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ik    TIS  THE  HEART  THAT  GIVES  VALUE 

TO  WORDS. 

SOMEBODY  wrote  me  a  sweet  little  note, 
The  paper  was  Moinier's,  the  writing  was  fair: 
Shall  1  here  tell  you  what  somebody  wrote  ? 

No  ;  let  the  muse  keep  the  secret  from  air : 
But  this  was  the  motto  the  seal  had  to  show, 
This— C^/  i£  cctur  qui  fait  valoir  les  tnots. 


Somebody  walked  with  me,  light  was  her  tread 

Over  the  beautiful  sunshiny  wold: 
Shall  1  here  tell  you  what  somebody  said  ? 

The  sunlight  has  faded,  the  words  have  grown  cold. 
I)o  you  believe  in  the  motto,  or  no  r 
C'Vj/,  ^€st  U  cctur  qui /cut  valoir  les  mots. 

Somebody  sang  me  a  dear  little  song, 
Full  of  all  tender,  unspeakable  things  — 

Shall  I  repeat  them  ?    No,  ever  so  long 
They  have  flown  off  on  the  swiftest  of  wings  ; 

And  the  nest  they  deserted  is  white  with  the  snow, 

Ah!  <^est  U  cceur  qui  fait  valoir  les  mots. 

Shall  I  w^ith  censure  link  somebody's  name 

Fur  the  note  and  the  walk  and  the  fly-away  birds  ? 

No— the  dear  creature  was  never  to  blame. 
She  had  no  heart  to  give  value  to  words. 

Sweetly  as  Hybla  her  accents  may  flow— 

Mats  J  c'est  le  cctur  qui  fait  valoir  Its  mots. 
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37,    WOMAN. 

O  WO  MAN  !  lovely  woman  !  thou 
Shalt  share  in  the  bard's  divinest  vow ; 
Shalt  share,  for  thy  weal  in  this  life  of  woe. 
The  warmest  prayer  that  his  heart  can  know, 
Till  cold  be  the  heart  that  shall  never  find 
A  kindness,  as  thine,  so  deeply  kind ; 
And  shrouded  this  eye  that  shall  brighter  be 
In  its  ray  to  the  last  to  look  upon  thee  ! 

Without  thy  tear — thy  approving  smile, 
The  heart  to  melt,  and  its  cares  beguile — 
Thy  form  of  beauty  to  meet  the  eye. 
And  fill  the  soul  with  enchantment  high — 
Oh !  what  were  the  scenes  we  here  survey, 
And  what  the  minstrel,  and  what  his  lay  ? 
Sweet  floweret  of  beauty,  of  bliss,  and  bloom, 
I  How  warm  is  thy  heart,  and  cold  its  doom — 

How  tender  thy  form,  and  thy  being  how  gay, 
I  Mid  the  many  snares  that  thy  steps  belay  ! 

I  Sweet  woman  !  this  eye  has  wept  for  thee 

i  When  only  the  angels  and  God  could  see  : 

I  This  bosom  has  bled,  and  must  bleed  again, 

To  know  of  thy  frailty,  thy  sorrow,  and  pain, 
And  all  the  evils  of  falsehood  and  art 
That  wither  thy  warm  and  thy  wareless  heart  I 

But  the  scene  shall  change,  and  the  time  shall  be, 
That  angels  and  seraphs  shall  smile  on  thee. 
Oh  !  yet  shall  it  be,  though  thy  charms  must  fade, 
And  thy  form  in  the  coldness  of  death  be  laid, 
That  thine  eye  of  light  and  thy  bosom  of  snow 
No  sorrow  shall  feel  and  no  darkness  know — 
In  climes  where  thy  robes  shall  be  ever  new. 
Thy  food  the  flower,  and  thy  drink  the  dew  ; 
And  thy  thoughts  the  bliss  of  the  bowers  above, 
Inwove  with  the  truths  of  Eternal  Love. 
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And  yet  shall  it  be  that  the  hearts  of  guile 

That  have  marr'd  thy  beauty  and  dimm'd  thy  smile, 

Shall  look  on  thee  with  anguish  more  keen 

Than  that  which  in  thine  hath  ever  been, 

And  seek  from  thy  glances  of  power  to  hide. 

Though  regions  of  darkness  and  sorrow  betide. 

Yet  then— even  then,  thy  bosom  of  love, 

Meihinks,  shall  its  wonted  sympathy  prove ; 

.\nd  the  feelings  and  yearnings  of  pity  live, 

That  their  wrongs  to  Heaven  and  Uiee  would  forgive. 

Frail  wnman  !  for  thee  was  the  earth  accursed. 
Hut  thy  One  shall  save  that  the  breast  hath  nursed  ; 
Thy  couch  shall  be  cold,  and  thy  slumber  deep, 
I 'lit  thy  eye  any  more  shall  not  wake  to  weep, 
N'f*r  thy  heart  to  bleed  with  a  wild  dismay, 
« >r  thy  form  of  beauty  to  know  decay, 
I J  lit  -ipnni;  as  a  bud  from  the  drear  abode, 
Ai.il  blossom  anew  in  the  bowers  of  God. 

Ifcnry  Scott  RidihU, 


38.     THE   BACHELOR'S   DAY. 

THE  Ijichclor's  morning  is  weary  and  sad  : 
Hi^  bread  15  ill  toasted,  his  butter  is  bad  ; 
H:s  cotTee  is  cold,  and  his  shoes  are  not  bnish'd ; 
i  r^akfaNt  thus  leaveth  him  angry  and  flush'd. 

lie  comforts  himself  for  his  sorro\i'sby  thinkinjj, 
•V:  dmner,  at  least,  hell  have  eating  and  drinkinj;  : 
•GtKxl  ale  and  bcafsteak  no  misfortune  can  hinder,' — 
liiit  the  steak,  when  brought  up,  is  found  burnt  to  a  cindsT. 

\\t  lui^s  at  the  bell-pull,  by  fur>'  inspired, 

To  lecture  the  landlady  till  he  is  tired  ; 

L'jt  she  takes  precious  care  to  be  out  of  the  way, 

When  she  thinks  that  her  lodijcr  has  somethiinr  to  say  ! 
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He  then  finds  that  the  temper  to  which  she  has  driven  him 
Is  not  like  to  be  sweetened  by  the  beer  she  has  given  him  ; 
So  he  rises  in  wrath.     *  But  my  tea  cannot  miss/ 
He  half-doubtingly  says,  *  to  be  better  than  this,* 

The  whole  afternoon  he  has  nothing  to  do — 
He  reads  his  old  newspaper  twenty  times  through  ; 
If  the  weather  were  good  he  might  saunter  about. 
But  the  rain  is  so  heavy  he  cannot  go  out. 
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BetV.cen  yawning  and  nodding,  time  passes  away, 
And  tea  comes  at  last,  after  weary  delay  : 
Now  surely  the  Fates  will  relent  at  his  lot, 
And  allow  him  *  the  cup  that  inebriates  not* 

Alas,  no  !-  -to  his  sorrow  no  tea  will  pour  out, 
For  a  host  of  tea-leaves  have  got  fix*d  in  the  spout ; 
And  before  he  can  clear  out  the  obdurate  stopper. 
The  tea  is  as  cold  as  the  bread  and  the  butter. 

The  butter,  in  spite  of  his  scolding  and  warning, 
Is,  if  possible,  worse  than  he  had  in  the  morning  : 
She  has  paid  no  regard  to  one  word  he  commanded,  - 
What  moruil's  good  temper  is  able  to  stand  it  ? 

Not  much,  to  be  sure,  at  the  best  he  could  boast, 

And  his  dinner  mischance  had  extinguished  the  most. 

While  the  little  not  slain  in  the  previous  flutter 

Is  now  drown'd  in  the  tea,  and  interr'd  in  the  butter.  j 

No  longer  the  course  of  misfortune  we  trace : 

liut  we  thought  we  could  draw  from  his  pitiful  case 

A  moral  as  plain  as  if  /Esop  had  shown  it — 

CJct  a  snug  little  house  and  a  wife  of  your  own  in't. 
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39.    CONJUGAL  FELICITY. 

SWEET  thing  of  beauty !  life  would  be 
A  waste  devoid  of  all  things  £ur, 
Did  not  my  bosom  leap  to  thee, 

The  soother  of  its  grief  and  care  : 
For  woman's  hand  and  woman's  heart 

Can  minister  a  healing  balm  ; 
Snatch  from  the  soul  the  quiv'ring  dart, 

And  breathe  o'er  all  a  halcyon  calm : 
A  ministering  angd  she. 
To  lighten  mortal  misery! 

O,  when  I  first  beheld  thy  face. 

And  press'd  in  mine  thy  gentle  hand, 
Thy  blooming  cheek  and  modest  grace 

Wav**d  o*cr  my  soul  a  magic  wand ; 
Thy  kindly  tone,  thy  playful  smile, 

Bespeaking  innocence  and  love  ; 
The  lustre  of  thine  eyes  the  while 

That  beamed  like  angel-orbs  above ; 
All  join'd  upon  my  heart,  to  pour 
A  joyance,  never  felt  before ! 

I  dcem*d  the  bosom  must  be  blest 

That  lean'd  confidingly  on  thine  ; 
But  honour  then  the  wish  suppress'd 

That  e*er  such  blessing  might  be  mine. 
1  saw  thee  bloom,  a  floral  gem. 

Such  as  the  earth  has  rarely  shown, 
How  beauteous  on  its  graceful  stem  ! 

And  yet  between  us  was  there  thro\\T:i 
A  passless  bar  !   But  that  is  past : 
Sweet  rosebud,  thou  art  mine  at  last ! 

And  O,  the  ardours  of  my  soul. 

At  our  first  happy  inter\'iew, 
Know  no  abatement,  but  control 

My  bosom  wholly  as  when  new. 
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I  then  but  knew  the  garniture 
That  lent  its  beauty  to  the  rose  ; 

But  now  I  taste  the  essence  pure 
That  from  its  core  divinely  flows, 

Absorbing  all  those  bitter  tears 

That  follow  in  the  wake  of  years ! 

Perchance  thine  eyes  are  dimmer  now, 

Thy  step  less  light,  thy  cheek  less  fair ; 
More  grave  thy  voice  and  smile  ;  but  thou 

Art  still  the  soother  of  my  care. 
Now  from  thy  lips  a  current  flows 

Of  meek  intelligence  and  truth, 
And  kindness  in  thy  bosom  glows 

More  sweet  than  all  the  charms  of  youth 
And,  dove-like,  thither,  would  I  bound. 
When  troubled  waters  rage  around. 

Life  is  a  changeful  scene ;  and  we 

May  scarce  have  felt  its  sorrows  yet ; 
But  still,  whatever  the  prospect  be. 

The  path  however  with  thorns  beset, 
Still  true  to  thee  and  Heav'n  above, 

I  shall  not  seek  another  shrine 
For  solace,  but  hold  fast  the  love 

That  ever  guides  my  soul  to  thine  : 
Still  shall  I  to  thy  breast  repair. 
And  find  my  consolation  there  ! 


4a    SERENADE. 

INTRNDED  FOR  A  SONG  IN  SHERIDAN  KNOWLES's   '  WILLIAM  TELL.* 

TELL  me  not  that  Love  is  young. 
That  my  lute  is  sweetly  strung : 
Love  is  worn,  and  grey  from  ruth, 
And  my  strings  have  lost  their  youth. 


Diethtury. 

Like  some  BnimpriMm'd  bird, 
Bkeding,  witb  a  pinioo  ahoni. 

Love  it  doom'd  to  ^dain  unheard, 
Beanty^  Rnile  is  still  hii  thonL 
If  his  pinion  prove  his  sway. 
Love  is  aged  grown,  and  grejr. 

Tdl  IDC  not  that  Love,  sweet  maid, 
Lackii^  wealth,  doth  lore  iqtbiaid; 
Or  that  Mammom  has  a  power 
Over  Love  in  Beauty^  bower. 

Beuitf  never  is  so  brij^t, 
But  that  Time  can  work  its  woe ; 

Nor  is  Time  so  swift  of  flight, 
But  that  Love  can  fly  also : 
Scythe  against  hEs  bow  doth  prove, 
Blind  and  aged  grown  is  Love. 

But  in  vain  Love  wings  the  air, 

If  with  Beauly  dwell  disdain  , 
Vainly  Beauty  spreads  its  snare — 

Love,  though  blind,  can  break  its  chain : 
And  the  bow  is  bent  in  i-ain 

Where  wealth  peijur'd  warps  the  String ; 
Heart,  O  heart !  grow  cold  again : 

Love  is  but  an  idle  thing  t 
Still  to  peasants  Love  saith.  Nay ; 
Nor  lo  princes  saiih  Love,  Aye. 


41.    LINES  TO  A  LADY. 

GO,  lady,  to  thy  lonely  room, 
Should  moody  shadows  cross  thy  brow  ■. 
And  there,  in  that  congenial  gloom, 

Brood,  heart-struck,  o'er  each  broken  vow. 
Go,  gaze  upon  the  golden  ring, 

If  yet  the  spell  retains  its  force. 
Until  the  snakes  of  memory  sting 
Thy  ti»rit  into  late  remorse. 


5-2  '  The  Lover ^ 

And  when  from  Sorrow's  sacred  fount 

The  bitter  tears  at  length  shall  flow, 
Let  poor  profan'd  her  throne  remount, 

And  wing  thee  into  hopeless  woe. 
And  let  Imagination  wing 

Her  way  unto  that  sultry  shore, 
Where  lone  he  lies  whose  name  shall  fling 

An  arrow  through  that  heart  once  more. 

Aye,  rather  let  it  rankle  there. 

And  agonise  both  heart  and  brain, 
Than  in  the  transports  of  despair 

Thus  wed  thyself  to  woe  again. 
Aye,  let  the  thick  mist  cloak  thy  mind. 

And  champ  the  bit  of  bitter  thought. 
Than  break  the  bonds  that  ought  to  bind, 

And  sell  the  love  the  dead  hath  bought. 

Go,  pine  and  ponder  o'er  the  past. 

Or  laugh  in  some  mad  heartless  mood, 
For  thou  wilt  be  from  first  to  last 

The  sport  of  passion  unsubdued. 
And  yet  Td  rather  see  thine  eyes. 

Keen,  large,  and  lustrous  though  they  be, 
Dimmed  by  the  grief  that  never  dies, 

Than  hear  those  fits  of  frantic  glee. 

But  Destiny's  da'-k  hand  hath  writ 

The  records  of  thy  future  fate, 
And  let  thy  purpose  fix  or  flit. 

The  warning  comes,  and  comes  too  late. 
Yet,  could  this  weak  and  workless  will 

Call  phantoms  from  Death's  dusty  sphere. 
There  one  should  shake  that  purpose  still. 

Or  bear  thee  to  that  far,  far  bier. 


-*o- 
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4X    ORIGIN  OF  THE  *  FORGET-ME-NOT.' 

A  GBtMAir  nADmoN. 

AMONG  Sflesian  plains,  where  glide 
The  Oder  streams  in  slow  meander. 
Upon  a  fair,  bright  eventide 

Of  old,  two  lovers  came  to  wander. 
And  if^  from  sunset's  gorgeous  dyes, 

Some  emblem  meet  they  sought  to  borrow, 
It  was  to  see,  in  these  fair  skies, 
Hopes  for  some  far  diviner  morrow ! 

And  if— while  o'er  its  silvery  play. 

They  bent  to  view  the  singing  water, 
Where  foam-bells  flash'd  in  joyous  play, 

And  ripples  broke,  like  low,  sweet  laughter — 
A  thought  was  mingling  with  the  dream, 

Wliich  in  that  hour  did  thrill  and  quiver 
Amid  their  heart-strings — it  might  seem 

Of  music  rolling  on  for  ever  ! 

'  A  boon !  a  boon ! '  tlie  maiden  cried : 

*The  meadow  flowers  are  fair  to  gather — 
Hair-bells,  and  daisies,  sunny-eyed, 

And  cowslip,  child  of  April  weather ; 
King-cups  and  crocuses,  that  fling 

A  golden  glimmer  o'er  the  meadows  ; 
And  lilies,  o'er  the  glassy  spring. 

That  bend  to  view  their  own  white  shadows. 

*  But  unavailing  these  are  flung, 

In  blushing-bloom  or  pearly  whiteness, 
The  while  for  me  so  idly  hung 

Those  buds  of  blue  celestial  brightness. 
That  gem  the  wave's  opposing  shore. 

Unto  my  grasp  which  fain  would  measure 
That  glittering  space  of  waters  o'er. 

Bespread  like  some  attainless  treasure,' 
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*  The  boon  be  thine,  fair  love ! '  he  cried ; 

And,  through  that  glittering  crystal  dashing, 
He  wended  fast,  where  o'er  the  tide 
I  The  blue  gleam  of  those  flowers  was  flashing. 

He  reck'd  not  of  the  treacherous  flood. 

Outspread  in  deepening  paths  before  him ; 
While  on,  in  eager,  ardent  mood, 

Unto  the  flowery  prize  he  bore  him ! 

m 

Alas  !  alas  !  the  watery  zone 

Around  him  clung  with  mightier  clasping ; 
But  the  goal  is  reached,  the  prize  is  won, 

Triumphant  in  his  resolute  grasping ! 
He  tum'd  him  proudly  to  the  strand. 

And  cried,  while  o'er  the  o'erwhelming  river 
He  flung  the  flowers  with  dying  hand — 

*  Forget  me  not !  *  and  pass'd  for  ever ! 

Forget  me  not !  and  at  her  feet, 

Where  ne'er  had  love  laid  truer  token. 
They  lay,  whose  task  was  now  but  meet 

To  wreathe  a  heart  whose  hope  was  broken  1 
Thence  ever  grew  that  name  to  be 

So  dear  unto  affection  parted — 
The  flower  of  Love's  fidelity. 

The  motto  of  the  constant-hearted. 


-*o^ 


43.    TIME  AND  THE   MAIDEN. 

A  MAI  DEN  sat  by  a  river  side. 
With  roses  in  her  hand. 
As  Time  came  rowing  in  his  boat, 

And  touch'd  the  silver  strand 
*  I  will  sail  with  thee,'  the  maiden  cried; 

*  But  pray  thee,  hasten  on, 
For  I  would  reach  yon  shining  shore 
Before  an  hour  is  gone.' 
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The  boatinan  smil'd,  a  strange  cold  smile, 

/Vs  the  maiden  leapt  to  his  side ; 
lie  hoisted  a  sail,  he  plied  his  oars. 

And  away  they  flew  with  the  tide. 
Tlie  maiden  sang  right  merrily, 

With  the  fairy-bright  shore  in  sight ; 
It  ^parkl'd  and  gleam'd  like  rubies  and  gold, 

Id  the  rays  of  the  morning  light. 

A  full  hour  and  more  they  sail'd  down  that  river, 
And  yet  the  bright  shore  seem'd  no  nearer ; 

*  How  is  this  ? '  cried  the  maid ;  *  you  deceive  me,  my  friend, 

The  light  becomes  fainter  and  fainter.' 
The  roses  were  dead,  her  glad  song  had  ceased. 

The  noon  it  was  past,  the  sky  hid  in  mist. 
Wild  waves  dasb'd  in  fury,  day  faded  away. 

And  the  shore  it  had  changed  into  rocks  stem  and  grey. 

Mop!  stop :'  cried  the  maiden,  in  fear  and  dismay. 
'  T  oke  me  back  to  the  dawn,  and  the  clear  light  of  day.' 

*  No.  no! '  quoth  grim  Time,  *  it  cannot  be  so ; 

1  never  sail  backwards,  fair  mistress,  you  know.' 
Th.c  poor  maiden  wept  her  rash  haste  of  the  morning. 

When  the  fair  silver  strand  she  had  left  for  a  dream ; 
She  was  laTCck'd  amidst  rocks,  and  there  she  sat  weeping 

Alone,  by  the  side  of  life's  perilous  streanL 


44.    TO  THE   LADV  ANNE   HAMILTON. 

TOO  late  I  sta>''d,  forgive  the  crime. 
Unheeded  flew  the  hours ; 
How  noiseless  falls  the  foot  of  Time 
That  only  treads  on  flowers ! 

What  eye  with  clear  account  remarks 

The  ebbing  of  his  glass, 
Wlien  all  its  sands  arc  diamond  sparks 

That  dazzle  as  they  pass  ? 
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Ah  !  who  to  sober  measurement 
Time's  happy  swiftness  brings, 

When  birds  of  Paradise  have  lent 
Their  plumage  for  its  wings  ? 

William  Spencer, 


45.    THE   POET'S  BRIDAL-DAY  SONG. 

OH  !  my  love's  like  the  steadfast  sun. 
Or  streams  that  deepen  as  they  run. 
Nor  hoary  hairs,  nor  forty  years, 
Nor  moments  between  light  and  tears, 
Nor  nights  of  thought,  nor  days  of  pain, 
Nor  dreams  of  glory  dream'd  in  vain ; 
Nor  mirth,  nor  sweetest  song  that  flows 
To  sober  joys,  and  softer  woes. 
Can  make  my  heart  or  fancy  flee, 
One  moment,  my  sweet  wife,  from  thee. 

Even  while  I  muse,  I  see  thee  sit 

In  maiden  bloom  and  matron  wit ; 

Fair,  gentle  as  when  first  I  sued. 

Ye  seem,  but  of  sedater  mood ; 

Yet  my  heart  leaps  as  fond  for  thee, 

As  when,  beneath  Arbigland  tree. 

We  stay'd  and  woo'd,  and  thought  the  moon 

Set  on  the  sea  an  hour  too  soon, 

Or  lingered  'mid  the  falling  dew, 

When  looks  were  fond,  and  words  were  few. 

Though  I  see  smiling  at  my  feet 
Five  sons  and  one  fair  daughter  sweet, 
And  time  and  care  and  birthtime  woes 
Have  dimm'd  thine  eye,  and  touched  thy  rose, 
To  thee,  and  thoughts  of  thee,  belong 
Whatever  charms  me  in  tale  or  song. 
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When  words  descend,  like  dews  unsought, 
With  gleams  of  deep  enthusiast  thought, 
And  Fancy  in  her  heaven  flies  free, 
They  come,  my  love,  they  come  from  thee^ 

Oh,  when  more  thought  we  gave,  of  old, 
To  sQver,  than  some  give  to  gold, 
Twas  sweet  to  sit  and  ponder  o'er 
How  we  should  deck  our  humble  bower ; 
Twas  sweet  to  pull,  in  hope,  with  thee. 
The  golden  fruit  of  Fortune's  tree ; 
And  sweeter' still  to  choose  and  twine 
A  garland  for  that  brow  of  thine : 
A  song-wreath  which  may  grace  my  Jean, 
While  rivers  flow,  and  woods  grow  green. 

At  times  there  come,  as  come  there  ought, 
Grave  moments  of  scdatcr  thought, 
WTicn  Fortune  frowns,  nor  lends  our  night 
One  gleam  of  her  inconstant  light ; 
And  Hope,  that  decks  the  peasant's  bower. 
Shines  like  a  rainbow  through  the  shower ; 
Oh  then  I  see,  while  seated  nigh, 
A  mother's  heart  shine  in  thine  eye, 
And  proud  resolve  and  purpose  meek 
Speak  of  thee  more  than  words  can  speak. 
I  think  this  wedded  life  of  mine 
The  best  of  all  things  not  divine. 

Allan  Cunninghanu 


46.    THE   HEBREW  WEDDING. 

TO  the  sound  of  timbrels  sweet. 
Moving  slow  our  solemn  feet. 
We  have  borne  thee  on  the  road, 
To  the  virgin's  blest  abode  ; 
With  thy  yellow  torches  gleaming, 
And  thy  scarlet  mantle  streaming, 
And  the  canopy  above 
Swaying  as  we  slowly  move. 
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Thou  hast  left  the  joyous  feast, 
And  the  mirth  and  wine  have  ceast ; 
And  now  we  set  thee  down  before 
The  jealously-unclosing  door ; 
That  the  favoured  youth  admits, 
Where  the  veiled  virgin  sits 
In  the  bliss  of  maiden  fear, 
Waiting  our  soft  tread  to  hear. 
And  the  music's  brisker  din. 
At  the  bridegroom's  entering  in ; 
Entering  in  a  welcome  guest 
To  the  chamber  of  his  rest 


CHORUS  OF  MAIDENS. 

Now  the  jocund  song  is  thine. 

Bride  of  David's  kingly  line ; 

How  thy  dove-like  bosom  trembleth, 

And  thy  shrouded  eye  resembleth 

Violets,  when  the  dews  of  eve 

A  moist  and  tremulous  glitter  leave 

On  the  bashful  sealed  lid ! 

Close  within  the  bride-veil  hid. 

Motionless  thou  sitt'st  and  mute  ; 

Save  that  at  the  soft  salute 

Of  each  entering  maiden  friend, 

Thou  dost  rise  and  softly  bend. 

Hark  !  a  brisker,  merrier  glee ! 
The  door  unfolds, — 'tis  he  !  'tis  he ! 
Thus  we  lift  our  lamps  to  meet  him, 
Thus  we  touch  our  lutes  to  greet  him. 
Thou  shalt  give  a  fonder  meeting. 
Thou  shalt  give  a  tenderer  greeting. 

Henry  Hart  Mihnan, 
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47.    'FORGET  THEE?' 

•T^ORGET  thee  ? '  if  to  dream  by  night,  and  muse  on  thee 
jO     by  day, 

If  all  the  wonhip  deep  and  wild  a  poef  s  heart  can  pay. 
If  prayers  in  absence  breath'd  for  thee  to  .Heaven's  protect- 
ing power,  ^ 
If  wingeid  thoughts  that  flit  to  thee, — a  thousand  in  an  hour, 
If  busy  Fancy  blending  thee  with  all  my  future  lot, — 
If  this  thou  call'st  'forgetting,'  thou,  indeed,  shalt  be  foigotl 

*  Forget  thee?*    Bid  the  forest-birds  forget  their  sweetest 

tune ; 
'Forget  diee?'    Bid  the  sea  forget  to  swell  beneath  the 

moon; 
Bid  the  thirsty  flowers  forget  to  drink  the  eve's  refreshing 

dew  ; 
Thyself  forget  thine  own  *  dear  land '  and  its  *  mountains 

wild  and  blue.' 
Forget  each  old  familiar  face,  each  long  remembered  spot, — 
When  these  things  are  forgot  by  thee,  then  thou  shalt  be 

forgot ! 

Keep,  if  thou  wilt,  thy  maiden  peace,  still  calm  and  fancy- 
free, 
For  God  forbid  thy  gladsome  heart  should  grow  less  glad  i 

for  me ;  i 

Yet,  while  that  heart  is  still  unwon,  oh !  bid  not  mine  to 

rove, 
But  let  it  nurse  its  humble  faith,  and  uncomplaining  love ; —  | 

If  these,  preserved  for  patient  years,  at  last  avail  me  not. 
Forget  me,  then; — but   ne'er  believe  that  thou  canst  be 
forgot ! 

Moultrie 
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48.    PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY. 

Her  form  was  all  humanity, 
Her  soul  all  God's  ;  in  spirit  and  in  formi 
Like  fair.     Her  cheek  had  the  pale  pearly  pink 
Of  sea-shells,  the  world's  sweetest  tint,  as  though 
She  liv'd,  one-half  might  deem,  on  roses  sopp*d 
In  silver  dew  :  she  spake  as  with  the  voice 
Of  spheral  harmony,  which  greets  the  soul 
When  at  the  hour  of  death  the  sav'd  one  knows 
His  sister  angels  near  ;  her  eye  was  as 
The  golden  fane  the  setting  sun  doth  just 
Imblaze  ;  which  shows,  till  Heaven  comes  down  again, 
All  other  lights  but  grades  of  gloom ;  her  dark 
Long  rolling  locks  were  as  a  stream  the  slave 
Might  search  for  gold,  and,  searching,  find. 

Philip  James  Bailey, 


49.    FAMILIAR  LOVE. 

WE  read  together,  reading  the  same  book, 
Our  heads  bent  forward  in  a  half-embrace, 
So  that  each  shade  that  either  spirit  took 
Was  straight  reflected  in  the  other's  face ; 
We  read,  not  silent,  nor  aloud,  but  each 
FoUow'd  the  eye  that  pass'd  the  page  along, 
With  a  low  murmuring  sound,  that  was  not  speech, 

Yet  with  so  much  monotony 

In  its  half-slumbering  harmony. 

You  might  not  call  it  song ; 

More  like  a  bee,  that  in  the  noon  rejoices, 
Than  any  customed  mood  of  human  voices. 
Then  if  some  wayward  or  disputed  sense 
Made  cease  a  while  that  music,  and  brought  on 
A  strife  of  gracious-worded  difference. 
Too  light  to  hurt  our  souls'  dear  unison. 
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We  had  experience  of  a  blissful  state, 
In  which  our  powers  of  thought  stood  separate, 
Each,  in  its  own  high  freedom,  set  apart, 
,  But  both  close  folded  in  one  loving  heart ; 
So  that  we  seem'd,  without  conceit,  to  be 
Both  one  and  two  in  our  identity. 

*  Lord  Houghton. 


SO.    ST.  GEORGE'S,  HANOVER  SQUARE. 

Dam  le  bonhenr  de  oos  meilleurs  amis  nous  trouvons  souvent  quelque  chose 

qui  ne  nous  plait  pas  entiirement 

SHE  passed  up  the  aisle  on  the  arm  of  her  sire, 
A  delicate  lady  in  bridal  attire, — 
Fair  emblem  of  virgin  simplicity ; 
Half  London  wjus  there,  and,  my  word,  there  were  few, 
Who  stood  by  the  altar,  or  hid  in  a  pew, 
But  envied  Lord  Nigel's  felicity. 

O  beautiful  bride,  still  so  meek  in  thy  splendour. 
So  frank  in  thy  love,  and  its  trusting  surrender, 

Departing  you  leave  us  the  town  dim ! 
May  happiness  wing  to  thy  bosom,  unsought. 
And  Nigel,  esteeming  his  bliss  as  he  ought, 

Prove  worthy  thy  worship, — confound  him  I 

/^  Lockycr, 


51.    THE  TWO    PILOTS. 

LOVE  launched  a  gallant  little  craft, 
Complete  with  every  rope ; 
In  golden  words  was  painted  aft, 
*  The  Cupid,  Captain  Hope  ! ' 

Pleasure  was  rated  second  mate. 
And  Passion  made  to  steer. 

The  guns  were  handed  o'er  to  Fate, 
To  Impulse  sailing  gear. 
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And  Pleasure  left,  lliough  Passion  said 
IleVl  i^uard  her  safe  throuL;li  harm 

'Twas  vain,  lor  l.ilo  lamni'd  home  llie 
While  Love  prcpar  d  small  arms. 

A  storm  arose ;  the  canvass  now 
Escap'd  from  Impulse's  hand, 

When  headstrong  Passion  dashed  the  p 
Right  on  a  rocky  strand. 

*  All's  lost ! '  each  trembling  sailor  cried, 

*  Bid  Captain  Hope  adieu  :' 
But  in  her  life-boat  Reason  hied, 
To  save  the  silly  crew. 

Impulse  the  torrents  overwhelm, 

But  Pleasure  'scaped  from  wreck ; 

Love,  bidding  Reason  take  the  helm, 
Chain'd  Passion  to  the  deck. 

*  I  thought  you  were  my  foe ;  but  now/ 

Said  Love,  *  we^ll  sail  together ; 
Reason,  henceforth,  through  life  shalt  the 
My  pilot  be  for  ever  !  * 


52.     TO   G.  S.   S. 
/^H  !  by  the  love  which  unto  tViA*»  t  k« — 
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And  lo !  thou  art  in  utter  bondage  now ; 
Whence  I  would  have  thy  manly  spirit  free. 

Among  the  hills  we  two  did  never  mow 
The  moss  about  the  springs ;  but  learnt  to  spare 

Pale  flowers  which  rude  hands  would  not  leave  to  grow  : 
And  dearest !  if  thou  wert  so  gentle  there — 

Thy  soul  hath  better  flowers :  oh,  be  as  guiltless  now. 

Rev.  W,  F.  Faber. 


53.  FROM  THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

ON  her  white  breast  a  sparkling  cross  she  wore, 
Which  Jews  might  kiss,  and  Infidels  adore : 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose — 
'.}ij:ck  as  her  eyes,  and  as  uniix'd  as  those  ; 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends  ; 
<>ft  she  rejects,  but  never  once  offends. 
Dri^ht  as  the  sun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike  ; 
And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  grr.ccful  ease,  and  sweetness  void  of  pride, 
Mi'^ht  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hide  : 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  youll  forget  them  all. 

This  n\-mph,  to  the  destruction  of  mankind, 
Nourished  two  locks,  which  graceful  hung  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspird  to  deck, 
With  shining  ringlets,  the  smooth,  ivory  neck. 
Love  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains. 
And  mighty  heans  are  held  in  slender  chains. 
With  hair>'  springes  we  the  birds  betray ; 
Slight  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey  ; 
Fair  tresses  man's  imperial  race  ensnare. 
And  Heauty  draws  us  with  a  single  hair. 


ii  uuoTS  not  keepini;  back  the  scroll  ; 
I  know  the  tender  words, 
('  My  life,  niy  iLlol,  and  my  soul/) 

lu  SLLiilcd  \>A'jv  allords. 
There,  give  it  me,  that  1  may  flinp 

Its  fragments  on  the  wind, 
A  faithless,  and  a  worthless  thing, 
For  such  a  fate  designed. 


What,  though  the  Iris,  in  my  room. 

Bids  Hope's  sweet  promise  live  ; 
I  take  no  lesson  from  its  bloom, 

I  have  no  hope  to  give. 
Soon  with  the  summer  sun's  control 

Those  azure  leaves  decay  ; 
And  yet  the  monks  in  yonder  scroll, 

Are  more  short-lived  than  they. 

I  care  not  for  a  love  that  springs 

Where  other  fancies  dwell ; 
The  rainbow's  hue  upon  its  wings, 

The  rainbow's  date  as  well ; 
By  vanity  and  folly  nurst, 

Of  happiness  it  dies ; 
It  spiingeth  from  a  fancy  first, 

And  with  a  fancy  flies. 

Aye  !  let  them  bitterly  complain. 
With  graceful  sorrow  e*-.-: —  - 
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The  love  that  haunts  my  midnight  hoor ; 

A  dxtam^and  yet,  how  true ! 
Bdongs  to  a  diviner  power 

Than  vanity  e*er  knew ; 
It  giveth,  like  the  pale,  pure  star, 

A  loveliness  to  night, 
And  winneth  from  the  world  afar 

Its  own  eternal  light 

It  bringeth  to  oar  earth  again 

The  heaven  it  dwells  among  : 
Not  to  the  woridly  and  the  vain 

Can  such  a  love  belong ; 
High,  holy  in  the  heaven  above. 

Not  sharing  life's  worst  part : 
Until  I  meet  with  such  a  love 

I  cannot  give  my  heart 


55.    ON  A  TEAR. 

OH !  that  the  chemist's  magic  art 
Could  crystallise  this  sacred  treasure  ! 
Long  should  it  glitter  near  my  heart, 
A  secret  source  of  pensive  pleasure. 

The  little  brilliant,  ere  it  fell. 

Its  lustre  caught  from  Chloe's  eye  : 

Then  trembling,  left  its  coral  cell. 
The  spring  of  sensibility ! 

Swfet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light  f 
In  thee  the  rays  of  virtue  shine; 

More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  bright, 
Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 

S 
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Benign  restorer  of  the  soul  I 

Who  ever  fl/st  to  bring  reUef, 
When  first  we  feel  the  rude  control 

Of  love  or  pity,  joy  or  grief. 

The  sage's  and  the  poet's  theme 

In  every  clime,  in  every  age, 
Thou  charm'st  in  Fanc/s  idle  dream, 

In  Reason's  philosophic  page. 

That  very  law  which  moulds  a  tear, 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  source. 

That  law  preserves  the  earth  a  sphere, 
And  guides  the  planets  in  their  course. 

Samuel  Rogers, 


56.    TO   A  LADY. 

SWEET  lady  I  should  I  tell  thee  that  I  lovcj 
Five  joyous  hearts,  whose  life  is  glad  in  mine, 
Were  broken  by  that  vow.     But  less  divine 
I  may  not  think  thee  than  thy  looks  approve, 
For  never  did  the  Idalian  goddess  move 
In  more  excelling  beauty,  self-create, 
Than  thou,  a  maiden  of  earth's  low  estate,. 
In  thy  meek  majesty  of  quiet  love ! 
Nor  deem  this  simple  homage  httie  worth, 
Because  unto  ideal  virtues  given  \ — 
If  on  thy  face,  and  be  the  sin  forgiven ! — 
Retrace  the  soul  of  some  celestial  birth. 
Marvel  not,  ladyl  for  we  know  of  heaven 
But  by  the  faith  we  realise  on  earth. 

jT,  F,  Triebner, 


57.    WHY  LOVE   IS  BLIND. 

I  HAVE  heard  of  reasons  manifold 
Why  Love  must  needs  be  blind ; 
Rut  this  the  best  of  all  I  hold^ 
His  eyes  are  in  his  mind. 

What  outward  form  and  feature  are 

He  guesseth  but  in  part ; 
But  what  within  is  good  and  fair 

He  secth  with  the  heart 

•S*,  71  Coleridge, 


I  58.    THE   SPIRIT  OF  BEAUTY. 

2  HP  HE  Spirit  of  Beauty  unfurls  her  light, 

J.    And  wheels  her  course  in  a  joyous  flight ; 
'  I  know  her  track  through  the  balmy  air, 

'  By  the  blossoms  that  cluster  and  whiten  there — 

i  She  leaves  the  top  of  the  mountains  green, 

And  gems  the  valley  with  crystal  sheen. 

I  At  mom  I  know  where  she  rested  at  night, 

I  For  the  roses  are  gushing  with  dewy  delight, 

Then  she  mounts  again,  and  around  her  flings 
3 ,  A  shower  of  light  from  her  purple  wings. 

Till  the  spirit  is  drunk  with  the  music  on  high, 
'  That  silently  fills  it  with  ecstacy  ! 

I  At  noon  she  hies  to  a  cool  retreat 

'  Where  bowering  elms  over  waters  meet ; 

]  She  dimples  the  wave,  where  the  green  leaves  dip, 

I  That  smiles  as  it  curls,  like  a  maiden's  lip. 

When  her  tremulous  bosom  would  hide  in  vain. 

From  her  lover  the  hope  that  she  loves  again. 
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At  eve  she  hangs  o*er  the  western  sk>'^ 
Dark  clouds  for  a  glorious  canopy ; 
And  round  the  skirts  of  each  sweeping  fold 
she  paints  a  border  of  crimson  gold ; 
Where  the  lingering  sunbeams  love  to  stay, 
When  their  god  in  his  glory  has  passed  away. 

She  hovers  around  us  at  twilight  hour, 

When  her  presence  is  felt  with  the  deepest  power, 

She  mellows  the  landscape,  and  crowds  the  stream 

With  shadows  that  flit  like  a  fairy  dream, 

Still  wheeling  her  flight  through  the  gladsome  air, 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  is  everywhere. 

Rufus  Davies, 


59.    TO  THE  VIRGINS  TO   MAKE   MUCH   OF 

TIME. 

GATHER  ye  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 
Old  Time  is  still  a  flying, 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day 
To-morrow  will  be  dying. 

The  glorious  lamp  of  heaven,  the  sun, 

The  higher  he's  a  getting, 
The  sooner  will  his  race  be  run. 

And  nearer  he's  to  setting. 

The  age  is  best  which  is  the  first. 

When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer ; 

But  being  spent,  the  worse  and  worst 

Times  still  succeed  the  former.  "" 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time, 

And  while  ye  may,  go  marry  I 
For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime, 

You  may  for  ever  tarry.  Merrick. 


I 
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6a     HOW  PANSIES   OR   HEART'S  EASE 

CAME  FIRST. 

FROLIC  virgins  once  there  were, 
Over-loving,  living  here ; 
Being  here,  their  ends  denied. 
Ran,  for  sweethearts,  mad,  and  died ; 
Love,  in  pity  of  their  tears, 
And  their  loss  in  blooming  years, 
For  their  restless  here-spent  hours. 
Gave  them  Heart's-ease  turned  to  flowers. 

Herrick, 


i 
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61.    TO   THE   ROSE. 

• 
O,  happy  Rose,  and,  interwove 

With  other  flowers,  bind  my  love ; 
Tell  her,  too,  she  must  not  be 
Longer  flowing,  longer  free, 
That  so  oft  has  fetter'd  me. 


Say  (if  she's  fretful)  I  have  bands 
Of  pearl,  and  gold,  to  bind  her  hands ; 
Tell  her,  if  she  stniggle  still, 
I  have  myrtle  rods  at  will, 
For  to  tame,  though  not  to  kill 


I 
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Take  thou  my  blessing,  thus,  and  go, 

And  tell  her  this  —but  do  not  so  ; 
Lest  a  handsome  anger  fly. 
Like  a  lightning  from  her  eye. 
And  burn  thee  up  as  well  as  I. 

Herrick. 
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62.    THE  LOVELINESS  AND  DIGNITY  OF  EVE. 

WHEN  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems, 
Aad  in  herself  complete,  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say, 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best ! 
All  higher  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls. 
Degraded ;  wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 
Loses,  discountenanced,  and  like  folly  shows : 
Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait 
As  one  intended  first,  not  after  made 
Occasionally.    And,  to  consunmiate  all 
Greatness  of  mind,  and  nobleness  their  seat. 
Build  in  her  loveliest,  and  create  an  awe 
About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  placed. 

Milton, 


63.     BOLDNESS   IN   LOVE. 

HARK,  how  the  bashful  moon  in  pain 
Courts  the  amorous  marigold, 
With  sighing  blasts  and  weeping  rain. 

Yet  she  refuses  to  unfold : 
But  when  the  planet  of  the  day 
Approacheth  with  his  powerful  ray. 
Then  she  spreads,  then  she  receives 
His  warmer  beams  into  her  virgin  leaves. 
So  shalt  thou  thrive  in  love,  fond  boy ; 
If  thy  tears  and  sighs  discover 
Thy  grief,  thou  never  shalt  enjoy 

The  just  reward  of  a  bold  lover. 
But  when  with  moving  accents  thou 
Shalt  constant  faith  and  service  vow. 
My  Celia  shall  receive  those  charms 
With  open  ears,  and  with  unfolded  arms 

T,  Careu\ 
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64.    TO   MARY  IN   HEAVEN. 

THOU  lingering  star  with  lessening  ray, 
That  lov*st  to  greet  the*early  mom, 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary!  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 
Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 
I 

I  That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget, 

1  Can  I  forget  the  hallowed  grove, 

Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 
'  To  live  one  day  of  parting  love? 

'  Eternity  will  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace ; 
Ah!  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last! 

Ayr  gurgling  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 
'  O'erhung  with  wild  woods,  thick'ning,  green  ; 

The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar, 

Twined  amorous  round  the  raptured  scene. 
The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest, 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray. 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proclaim'd  the  speed  of  parting  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care, 
Time  but  the  impression  stronger  makes, 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 

Robert  Burns. 
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A   iiach  morning  by  the  lark, 
And  every  niglit  the  nightingale 
Ihinijs  answer  ere  the  dark. 
Tlie  cjiicstion  needs  no  other  words. 
And  this  is  the  reply — 

*  I'll  love  thee  dearest  while  I  live, 
And  bless  thee  if  I  die/ 

I  send  a  message  by  the  rose, 
It  says  *  Thou  breathing  grace, 
Thy  modest  virtue,  like  this  flower, 
Spreads  fragrance  round  thy  place.* 
The  lily  brings  the  answer  meet : 

*  O  thou  whom  I  adore, 

My  heart  is  spotless  as  these  leaves, 
And  loves  thee  evermore.* 

C.Mi 


66.    HAPPY  LOVE. 

WHAT  is  the  meaning  of  the  song 
That  rings  so  clear  and  loud, 
Thou  nightingale  amid  the  copse — 

Thou  lark  above  the  cloud  ? 
What  says  the  song,  thou  joyous  thrush 

Upon  the  walnut  tree  ? 
*  I  love  my  love,  because  I  know 
My  love  loves  me.' 

What  is  the  meaning  of  thy  thought. 
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O  happy  words!  at  beauty's  feet 

We  say  them  in  our  prime ; 
And  when  the  early  summers  pass, 

And  love  comes  on  with  time, 
Still  be  it  ours,  in  care's  despite, 

To  join  the  chorus  free — 
*  I  love  my  love,  because  I  know 

My  love  loves  me.' 

C  Mackay. 
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,  67.    WOMAN. 

I  ....       Woman  all  exceeds 

I  In  ardent  sanctitude  and  pious  deeds ; 

,  And  chief  in  woman  charities  prevail, 

That  soothe  when  sorrow  or  disease  assail. 
As  dropping  balm  medicinal  instils 
Health  when  we  pine,  her  tears  alleviate  ills; 
2  And  the  moist  emblems  of  her  pity  flow 

As  heav'n  relented  with  the  wat'ry  bow. 
Let  pearls  embellish  tresses,  dew  the  mom. 
But  beauties  more  divine  the  maid  adorn ; 
When  mourning  him  she  loved  her  tender  tear 
That  else  had  blest  his  bed,  imbathes  his  bier. 

Ask  the  poor  pilgrim  on  this  convex  cast, 
His  grizzled  locks  distorted  in  the  blast ; 
Ask  him  what  accent  soothes,  what  hand  bestows 
The  cordial  bev'rage,  garment  and  repose, 
,  '  O,  he  will  dart  a  spark  of  ancient  flame. 

And  clasp  his  tremulous  hands,  and  WOMAN  name. 

Peruse  the  sacred  volume,  Him  who  died 
Her  kiss  betray'd  not,  nor  her  tongue  denied, 
While  even  the  Apostle  left  Him  to  His  doom, 
She  lingered  round  His  cross  and  watch'd  His  tomb. 

Barrett, 
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68.    A  VIRTUOUS  WOMAN. 

PROV.   XIL  4. 

THOU  askest  what  hath  changed  my  heart, 
And  where  hath  fled  my  youthful  folly  ? 
I  tell  thee  Tamar's  virtuous  art 
Hath  made  my  spirit  holy. 

Her  eye  as  soft  and  blue  as  even 
When  day  and  night  are  calmly  meeting ; 

Beams  in  my  heart  like  light  from  heaven, 
And  purifies  its  beating. 

The  accents  fall  from  Tamar's  lip 
Like  dew-drops  from  the  rose-leaf  dripping, 

When  honey  bees  all  crowd  to  sip, 
And  cannot  cease  their  sipping. 

The  shadowy  blush  that  tints  her  cheek, 

For  ever  coming — ever  going. 
May  well  the  spotless  fount  bespeak, 

That  sets  the  stream  a  flowing. 

Her  song  comes  o*er  my  thrilling  breast. 
Even  like  the  harp-strings'  holiest  measures, 

When  dreams  the  soul  of  lands  of  rest 
And  everlasting  pleasures. 

Then  ask  not  what  hath  changed  my  heart, 
Or  where  hath  fled  my  youthful  folly : 

I  tell  thee  Tamar's  virtuous  art 
Hath  made  my  spirit  holy.  W,  Knox, 


69.    ELLEN. 

I  STOOD  with  Ellen  where  the  stream 
Flowed  through  a  dark  and  lonely  wild, 
Ungilded  by  one  sunny  gleam. 
And  murmuring  like  a  petted  child. 
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And  as  I  watched  its  rapid  chase^         * 

I  whispered  that,  nnUke  that  river, 
Our  knre  should  have  a  smoother  race ; 

Buty  like  its  waters,  flow  for  ever. 

A  smile  contended  with  a  si{^ 

As  o^er  my  arm  she  drooped  her  head; 
I  read  the  trouble  in  her  eye — 

There^s  not  a  look  but  love  can  read ! 
A  dew  had  dimmed  her  glance,  which  fell 

Where,  broken  fix>m  its  fragile  jrtem, 
One  flower— it  was  an  azure  beQ — 

Came  floating  down  the  turbid  stream. 

She  stooped  to  seize  the  blighted  flower, 

And  wreathed  it  in  her  raven  hair, 
Apd  never  tiU  that  blessed  hour 

Methought  that  Ellen  looked  so  fair ! 
A  light  was  in  her  flashing  eye. 

And  on  her  cheek  a  deeper  bloom ; 
Wlio  would  not  wither,  but  to  lie 

One  hour  within  as  sweet  a  tomb  ? 

The  floweret  drooped  above  her  brow, 

Which  the  dark  ringlets  almost  shaded ; 
And  bathing  in  her  beauty's  glow, 

The  eye  forgot  its  tint  was  faded. 
Oh !  how  I  watched  along  her  face 

The  silent  blushes  softly  stealing. 
That  marked  in  sweetly  mingling  grace. 

The  varying  shades  of  some  deep  feeling ! 

Gendy  she  laid  her  hand  on  mine ; 

And  with  a  faint  and  timid  smile. 
Took  the  love  chaplet  from  its  shrine ; 

A  tear  was  on  her  cheek  the  while ! — 
'  Perchance,'  she  said,  *  this  bell  has  come 

A  weary  way,  from  brighter  bowers, 
Where  some  glad  vaUey  was  its  home. 

And  its  young  lot  as  blest  as  oiu:s. 
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*  And  even  in  its  young  decay, 

Say,  is  it  not  most  sadly  fair? 
And  wouldst  thou  choose  a  wreath  more  gay, 

For  love  to  twine  in  Ellen's  hair? 
Methinks  that  round  its  withering  zone 

A  wild  and  witching  charm  is  hung. 
As  echo  breathes  a  holier  tone 

Than  the  sweet  sounds  from  which  it  sprung! 

*  Thou  knowest  our  stream  of  life  has  strayed 

A  summer  course,  through  springing  flowers. 
But  we  may  quit  the  smiling  glade, 

For  darker  scenes  in  gloomier  hours. 
Through  desert  wastes  oiu:  fate  may  flow. 

Dark  as  these  rapid  waters  rave ; 
And  blighted  hopes  and  feelings  strow, 

Like  withered  flowers,  its  troubled  wave ! 

*  Yet,  oh  !  methinks,  when  one  by  one 

The  blossoms  of  our  youth  have  perished, 
And  all  the  blessed  buds  are  gone 

Which  the  young  spirit  vainly  cherished, 
The  heart  will  weep  each  ruined  gem. 

As  I  this  faded  floweret  now ; 
And  memory  save  each  broken  stem. 

To  twine  a  chaplct  for  her  brow.' 

She  paused  while  something  unexprest 

Looked  through  the  cloud  upon  her  cheek  ; 
Full  well  I  knew  her  gentle  breast 

Heaved  with  a  fear  she  would  not  speak. 
I  took  her  to  my  beating  heart, 

And  kissed  the  sorrow  from  her  mien ; 
Oh,  nought  but  sadness  could  impart 

The  love  with  which  I  loved  her  then  I 

*  My  dark-eyed  beauty,  Time  may  fling 

His  waste  and  withering  power  o'er  thee, 
But  not  one  feather  of  his  wing 
Shall  crush  love's  fond  fidelity. 
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Thy  form  amid  its  wreck  of  youth 
Shall,  like  that  wanderer  of  the  river, 

Be  treasured  by  eternal  truth, 
My  blossom  now,  my  flower  for  ever/ 

T,  K,  Hervey, 
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70.    THAT  SONG  AGAIN. 

Chacnn  croit  retrouver,  dans  la  m^odie,  comme  dans  I'astre  pur  et  tranquille 
de  la  ntiit,  rimage  de  ce  qu'il  aouhalte  sur  la  terre.  .  .  .  Le  malheur, 
dans,  le  langage  de  la  musique,  est  sans  amertume,  sans  ddchirement,  sans 
rxnXaXwfBi.— Madame  de  StaeL 

THAT  song  again  !  its  wailing  strain 
Brings  back  the  thought  of  other  hours. 
The  forms  I  ne'er  may  see  again, 
And  brightens  all  life's  faded  flowers. 

In  mournful  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear 

Remembered  echoes  seem  to  roll. 
And  sounds  I  never  more  can  hear 

Make  music  in  my  lonely  soul. 

That  swell  again  !  now  full  and  high 

The  tide  of  feeling  flows  along, 
And  many  a  thought  that  claims  a  sigh 

Seems  mingling  with  thy  magic  song. 

The  forms  I  loved,  and  loved  in  vain  ; 

The  hopes  I  nursed — to  see  them  die  ; 
With  fleeting  brightness,  through  my  brain 

In  phantom  beauty,  wander  by. 


;  Then  touch  the  lyre,  my  own  dear  love, 

I  My  soul  is  like  a  troubled  sea, 

y  And  turns  from  all  below — above, 

In  fondness  to  the  harp  and  thee. 

T,  K.  Hervcy, 
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71.    LOVE. 

WHERE  the  golden  hand  of  morn 
Touches  light  the  singing  fountain. 
There  a  maiden,  lowly  bom, 

Guides  her  flock  along  the  mountain. 
Bashful  as  the  fawn,  aiid  fleet. 

She  invests  the  world  with  beauty, 
Simple  grace  and  manners  sweet 
Dignify  her  humble  duty. 

Sudden  light  has  wreathed  the  earth, 

Robed  the  fields  and  flowers  in  gladness ; 
New  delights  too  deep  for  mirth, 

Gentle  griefs  too  sweet  for  sadness. 
Who  this  sudden  charm  hath  wrought  ? 

Stnt  this  flow  of  bright  revealings  ? 
Mind  that  springs  with  joyous  thought! 

Heart  that  flows  with  heavenly  feelings! 

Surely  *tis  some  angel  strayed. 

Not  a  shepherd's  daughter  solely, 
Who  hath  earth  like  heaven  arrayed, 

In  a  light  and  love  so  holy! 
Oh !  when  stars  like  drops  of  pearl 

Glimmer  o'er  the  singing  water, 
There  I'll  woo  my  mountain  girl, 

Proudly  wed  the  shepherd's  daughter. 

C  Swain, 


72.     CHERRY-RIPE. 

CHERRY  ripe,  ripe,  ripe,  I  cry! 
Full  and  fair  ones, — come  and  buy ; 
If  so  be  you  ask  me  where 
They  do  g^ow  ? — I  answer.  There, 
Where  my  Julia's  lips  do  smile. 
There's  thp  land,  or  cherry  isle. 
Whose  plantations  fully  show 
All  the  year  where  cherries  grow.  Herrkk, 
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73-    ODE. 

■uiiM  Arm  sBAixao  somb  moindoi  ujvs 

TAKE  hence  this  tuneful  trifler's  laysl 
111  hear  no  more  the  unmeaning  strain 
Of  Venus*  loves,  and  Cupid's  darts. 
And  killing  eyes,  and  wounded  hearts  : 
All  flattery^  round  of  fulsome  praise. 
An  fiJsehood's  cant  of  fabled  pain.  I 

i 


me  the  muse  whose  tongue  has  told 
Love^  genuine  plaintive,  tender  tale, 
Bring  me  the  muse  whose  sounds  of  woe 
Midst  death's  dread  scenes  so  sweetly  flow : 
NVlien  friendship's  faithful  breast  lies  cold. 
When  beauty's  blooming  cheek  is  pale. 

X 

Bring  these,  I  like  their  grief  sincere. 

It  soothes  my  sympathetic  gloom, 

For  oh!  love's  genuine  pains  I've  borne. 

And  death's  dread  rage  has  made  me  mourn  : 

I've  wept  o'er  friendship's  early  bier. 

And  dropt  the  tear  on  beauty's  tomb. 

JoMh  Scoff. 


74.    WOMAN'S  INCONSTANC^. 

ILOVD  thee  once.  111  love  no  more, 
Thine  be  the  grief,  as  is  the  blame ; 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  wast  before. 
What  reason  I  should  be  the  same  ? 
He  that  can  love  unlov'd  again. 
Hath  better  store  of  love  than  brain  ; 
God  sent  me  love  my  debts  to  pay, 
While  unthriils  fod  their  love  away. 
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Nothing  could  have  my  love  overthrown. 

If  thou  hadst  still  continued  mine ; 
Yea,  if  thou  hadst  remained  my  own, 
I  might  perchance  have  yet  been  thine : 
But  thou  thy  freedom  did  recall, 
That  if  thou  might  elsewhere  enthral ; 
And  then  how  could  I  but  disdain 
A  captive's  captive  to  remain  ? 

When  new  desires  had  conquered  thee. 
And  changed  the  object  of  tny  will. 
It  had  been  lethargy  in  me, 
Not  constancy — to  love  thee  still. 
Yea,  it  had  been  a  sin  to  go 
And  prostitute  atfection  so, 
Since  we  are  taught  no  prayers  to  say 
To  such  as  must  to  others  pray. 

Yet  do  thou  glory  m  thy  choice : 

Thy  choice  ot  his  good  fortune  boast: 
I'll  neither  grieve  nor  yet  rejoice, 
To  see  him  gam  what  I  have  lost 
The  height  of  my  disdain  shall  be. 
To  laugh  at  him,  to  blush  for  thee ; 
To  love  thee  still,  but  go  no  more 
A  begging  to  a  beggar's  door. 

Sir  Robert  Ay  ton. 


75.    GO,  LOVELY  ROSE! 

GO,  lovely  rose ! 
Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time  and  me, 
That  now  she  knows 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be. 
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Tell  her  that's  young, 

And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spied, 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 

In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide. 
Thou  must  have  uncommended  died 

Small  is  the  worth 

Of  beauty  from  the  light  retired ; 
Bid  her  come  forth. 

Suffer  herself  to  be  desired, 

And  not  blush  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die  !     That  she 

The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee, 

How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair ! 

Edmund  Waller, 


76.     SHE   WALKS    IN   BEAUTY. 

SHE  walks  in  beauty  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies ; 
And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 

Meets  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes  : 
Thus  mellowed  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 

Had  half  impaired  the  nameless  grace 
Which  waves  in  every  raven  tress. 

Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face ; 
Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 

How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling  place. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow, 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow. 

But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  heart  whose  love  is  innocent.  Byron. 
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77     HONOUR  AND  LOVE, 

TELL  me  not,  sweet,  I  am  unkind, 
That  from  the  memory 
Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  quiet  mind. 
To  war  and  arms  I  fly. 

True,  a  new  mistress  now  I  chase ; — 

The  first  foe  in  the  field, 
And  with  a  stronger  faith  embrace 

A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such 

As  you  too  shall  adore, 
I  could  not  love  thee  dearest,  mucli 

Lov'd  I  not  honour  more. 

Lavelacr, 


78.     LURKING  LOVE. 

WHEN  lurking  love  in  ambush  lies 
Under  friendship's  fair  disguise, 
When  he  wears  an  angry  mien, 
Imitating  spite  or  spleen ; 
When,  like  Sorrow,  he  seduces ; 
When,  like  Pleasure,  he  amuses ; 
Still,  howe'er  the  parts  are  cast, 
* Tis  but '  Lurking  Love '  at  last. 

*  Mrs.  PiozzL 


79.     TO  THE   MEMORY  OF  A  LADY. 

HIGH  peace  to  the  soul  of  the  dead 
From  the  dreams  of  the  world  she  has  gone; 
On  the  stars  in  her  glory  to  tread, 
To  be  bright  in  the  blaze  of  the  throne. 
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In  youth  she  was  lovely ;  and  Time 
When  her  rose  with  the  cypress  he  twined 

Left  the  heart  all  the  warmth  of  its  prime, 
Left  her  eye  all  the  light  of  her  mind 

The  summons  came  forth,— -and  she  died ! 

Yet  her  parting  was  gentle,  for  those 
Whom  she  loved  mingled  tears  at  her  side ; 

Her  death  was  the  mourner's  repose. 

Our  weakness  may  weep  o'er  the  bier, 
But  her  spirit  has  gone  on  the  ^dng. 

To  triumph  for  agony  here, 
To  rejoice  in  the  joy  of  its  King. 

Dr,  Croly. 


80.  THE   TOKEN 

TAKE  backe  thy  gyfte,  'tis  deare  no  more 
Sith  false  have  proved  the  words  I  trusted ; 
Dimmed  are  its  gems  so  bright  before, 
Each  lynke  by  tieach'ries  breathe  is  rusted. 

Firme  are  those  links  of  purest  golde 

(Too  firme  to  be  a  trifler's  tokenne) 
Sille  with  unshaken  strengthe  they  holde — 

They're  not  lyke  thy  false  vowe  — brokenne. 

Thou  should'st  have  given  a  rosie  chaine 
Of  buddes  that  fade  as  evening  closes ; 

And  even  then,  too  well  I  weane. 
Thy  heart  had  changed  before  the  roses. 

Then  as  each  perfumed  leafe's  and  flowre 
Of  its  frail  lynkes  had  dropped  awaye, 

I  might  have  counted  houre  by  houre. 
The  progresse  of  thy  love's  decayc.  ^Inofu 
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8i.    WOMAN'S  FIDELITY. 

GONE  from  her  cheek  is  the  summer  bloom, 
And  her  breath  has  lost  all  its  faint  perfume. 
And  the  gloss  hath  dropp'd  from  her  golden  hair, 
And  her  check  is  pale,  but  no  longer  fair. 

And  the  spirit  that  sate  on  her  soft  blue  eye 
Is  struck  with  cold  mortality  ; 
And  the  smile  that  pla/d  on  her  lip  hath  fled, 
And  every  grace  hath  now  left  the  dead. 

Like  slaves  they  obeyed  her  in  height  of  power, 
But  left  her  all  m  her  wintry  hour ; 
And  the  crowds  that  swore  for  her  love  to  die, 
Shrank  from  the  tone  of  her  last  sad  sigh : — 
And  this  is  man's  fidelity. 

Tis  woman  alone,  with  a  firmer  heart, 
Can  see  all  their  idols  of  life  depart. 
And  love  the  more ;  and  soothe,  and  bless 
Man  in  his  uttermost  wretchedness. 

Barry  Cornwall. 


82.    TO   FANNY. 

FANNY!  upon  thy  breast  I  may  not  lie  I 
Fanny !  thou  dost  not  hear  me  when  I  speak  I 
Where  art  thou,  love?  around  I  turn  mine  eye. 

And  as  I  turn,  the  tear  is  on  my  cheek. 
Was  it  a  dream,  or  did  my  love  behold 

Indeed  my  lonely  couch  i* — methought  the  breath 
Fann'd  not  her  bloodless  lip ;  her  eye  was  cold 

And  hollow,  and  the  livery  of  death 
Invested  her  pale  forehead — sainted  maid! 

My  thoughts  oft  rest  with  thee  in  thy  cold  grave, 

Through  the  long  wintry  nights  when  wind  and  wave 
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Rock  the  dailc  house  where  thy  poor  head  is  kid. 

'    Vet  lash!  my  food  heart,  hushi  there  is  a  shore 

Of  better  promise ;  and  I  know  at  last, 

When  ibe  long  ssbbath  of  the  tomb  is  past, 

We  too  (I13II  meet  in  Christ — to  part  no  more. 

H.  K.  WUU. 


M 


I3.    LOVE  AND  DEATH. 

ICHTV  ones     Love  and  Death  t 
Ye  are  the  strong  in  this  worl4  of  ours, 
neet  at  the  banquet,  )*«  strive  midst  the  dowers  :- 
Which  hath  the  conqueror's  wreatbP 


Thoa  an  the  victor.  Love ! 
IVm  art  the  peerless,  the  crowned,  the  free ; 
The  sircflgih  of  the  battle  is  given  to  thee — 

The  spirit  from  above. 

Thou  bast  Idoked  on  death  and  smiled  I 
Thou  hast  buoyed  up  the  fragile  and  reed-like  form 
Tfanittgb  the  tide  of  the  fight,  through  the  rash  of  the  storm, 

On  field,  and  flood,  and  wild. 

ThoD  basi  stood  on  the  scaffold  alone  ; 
Thou  hast  watched  by  the  wheel  through  the  torturer's  hour, 
And  girt  thy  soul  widi  a  martyr's  power, 

Till  the  conflict  hath  been  won. 

No,  tkou  art  the  victor,  Deaihl 
tlwn  come«t— and  where  is  that  which  spoke 
From  the  depths  of  the  eye,  when  the  bright  soul  woke? 

Gone  with  the  flitting  breath. 

Thou  comest,  and  what  is  left 
Of  an  that  loved  us,  to  say  if  aught 
Y«  loves,  yet  answers  the  burning  thought 

Of  the  spirit  lorn  and  teftf 
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Silence  is  where  thou  art : 
Silently  those  dearest  kindred  meet ; 
No  gUince  to  cheer,  no  voice  to  greet, 

No  bounding  of  heart  to  heart 

Boast  not  thy  victory,  Death ! 
It  is  but  as  the  clouds  o'er  the  sunbeam's  power ; 
It  is  but  as  the  winter's  leaf  and  flower, 

That  slumber  the  snow  beneath. 

It  is  but  as  a  tyrant's  reign 
O'er  the  look  and  the  soul  which  he  bids  be  still : 
But  the  sleepless  thought  and  the  fiery  will 

Are  not  for  him  to  chain. 

They  shall  soar  his  might  above : 
And  so  with  the  root  whence  affection  springs, 
Though  buried  it  is  of  mortal  things — 

Thou  art  the  victor,  Love ! 

Mrs,  Hefnans, 


84.    THE   PLAYTHING  CHANGED. 

KITTY'S  dreaming  voice  and  face, 
Syren-like,  first  caught  my  fancy ; 
Wit  and  humour  next  take  place, 

And  now  I  doat  on  sprightly  Nancy. 

Kitty  tunes  her  pipe  in  vain. 

With  airs,  most  languishing  and  dying ; 
Calls  me  false,  ungrateful  swain. 

And  tries  in  vain  to  shoot  me  flying. 

Nancy  with  resistless  art, 

Always  humorous,  gay,  and  witty, 
Has  talk'd  herself  into  my  heart, 

And  quite  secluded  tuneful  Kitty. 
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Ah,  Kitty!  Love,  a  wanton  boy. 

Now  pleas'd  with  song,  and  now  with  prattle, 
Stin  longing  for  the  newest  toy, 

Has  changed  his  whistle  for  a  rattle. 


85.    TO  A  COQUETTE. 

YES,  we  win  pait,  these  stifled  sighs 
Shall  smother  every  spaik  of  fire, 
Which  those  two  heaven-created  eyes 
Seem  still  so  willing  to  inspire. 

Perhaps,  dear  girl,  youll  ask  what  crime 
Could  thus  so  ardendy  subdue 

A  flame  so  ardent,  so  sublime, 

As  that  which  once  I  felt  for  you. 

No  crime,  no  sin ;  perhaps  mankind 
May  laugh  at  scruples  I  regret. 

Sweet  maid,  as  I  am  not  quite  blind, 
1  find  thou  art  a  true  coquette. 

Then  flaunt  along  the  crowded  street. 
Attract  all  hearts,  too,  if  you  can. 

Charm  every  coxcomb  that  you  meet, 
And  only  lose — ^an  honest  man. 

Thus  Indians'  folly  you  surpass, 

Who,  as  by  travellers  we  are  told, 

Are  chann'd  with  little  bits  of  glass. 
Which  buy  their  purest  gold. 

And  when  your  fading  roses  fly. 
Your  lilies  are  no  longer  seen, 

Oh !  may  you  ne'er  have  cause  to  cry, 
How  very  foolish  I  have  been. 
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P,  Pindar.  \ 


88  The  Lovers 


86.    THE   LOVER'S   MORNING  SALUTE  TO   HIS 

MISTRESS. 

SL.EEP'ST  thou  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature  ? 
Rosy  mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Numbering  ilka*  bed  which  nature 

Waters  in  the  tears  of  joy ; 

Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 

And  by  the  reeking  floods 
Wild  nature's  tenants  freely,  gladly  stray ; 

The  lintwhite  *  in  his  bower. 

Chants  o'er  the  breathing  flower ; 

The  laverock  *  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi*  songs  of  joy, 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise,  to  bless  the  day. 

Phoebus  gilding  the  brow  o*  morning. 

Banishes  ilka  darksome  shade, 
Nature  gladdening  and  adorning; 

Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid, 

When* absent  frae  *  my  fair. 

The  musky  shades  o'  care. 
With  starless  gloom  overcast  my  sullen  sky ; 

But  when  in  beauty's  light, 

She  meets  my  ravished  sight. 

When  through  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light,  to  joy. 

Rcfbcrt  Burns. 


By,     QUEEN   MARIE. 

Said  to  have  been  written  by  Lord  Damley,  in  praise  of  the  beauty 
of  Queen  Mary,  before  their  marriage. 

YOU  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 
Which  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes,  ^ 

More  by  your  number  than  your  light. 
Like  common  people  of  the  skies, 
What  are  ye  when  the  moon  doth  rise? 

*  each.  *  linnet  *  lark.  *  from. 
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Ye  violets  that  first  appear, 
By  your  purple  mantles  known, 

Like  proud  virgins  of  the  year. 
As  if  the  Spring  were  all  your  own, 
What  are  ye  when  the  rose  is  blown  ? 

Ye  wandering  chanters  of  the  wood, 
That  fill  the  air  with  nature^s  lays. 

Making  your  feelings  understood 
In  accents  weak.    What  is  your  praise, 
When  Philomel  her  voice  shall  raise  ? 

Your  ^ancing  jewels  of  the  East, 
Whose  estimation  fancies  raise. 

Pearls,  rubies,  sapphires,  and  the  rest 
Of  glittering  gems.    What  is  your  praise, 
When  the  bright  diamond  shows  his  rays  ? 

But  ah,  poor  light,  gem,  voice,  and  sound, 

What  are  ye  if  my  Mary  shine  ? 
Moon,  diamond,  flowers,  and  Philomel, 

Light,  lustre,  scent,  and  music  tine. 

And  yield  to  merit  more  divine. 

The  rose  and  lily,  the  whole  spring, 
Unto  her  breath  for  sweetness  speed ; 

The  diamond  darkens  in  the  ring; 
When  she  appears  the  moon  looks  dead, 
As  when  Sol  lifts  bis  radiant  head. 


88.     LOVE  WILL  FIND   OUT  THE  WAY. 

OVER  the  mountains. 
And  over  the  waves, 
Under  the  fountains. 

And  under  the  graves. 
Under  floods  that  are  deepest. 

Which  Neptune  obey, 
Over  rocks  which  are  steepest. 
Love  will  find  out  the  way. 


90  The  Lover£ 


Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glowworm  to  lie, 
Where  there  is  no  space 

For  receipt  of  a  fly ; 
Where  the  midge  dares  not  venture 

Lest  herself  fast  she  lay ; 
If  love  come,  he  will  enter, 

And  soon  find  his  way. 

You  may  esteem  him 

A  child  for  his  might, 
Or  you  may  deem  him 

A  coward  for  his  flight ; 
But  if  she  whom  love  doth  honour. 

Be  concealed  from  the  day, 
Set  a  thousand  guards  upon  her, 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Some  think  to  lose  him 

By  having  him  confined. 
And  some  do  suppose  him, 

Poor  thing,  to  be  blind ; 
But  if  ne'er  so  close  ye  wall  him. 

Do  the  best  that  you  may, 
Blind  love,  if  so  ye  call  him, 

Will  find  out  the  way. 

You  may  train  the  eagle 

To  stoop  to  your  fist. 
Or  you  may  inveigle 

The  phoenix  of  the  East ; 
The  lioness  ye  may  move  her 

To  give  over  her  prey ; 
But  youll  ne'er  stop  a  lover : 

He  will  find  out  the  way. 
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S9.    THE  DESCENT  OF  LOVE. 

AH,  jrouUifol  Love  !  thy  votarist, 
Tliough  oft  he  Runs  into  a  jest 
Tbjr  freakier  foibles,  yet  wil]  join 
la  bumble  worship  at  thy  shrine, 
Aad  eulogise  thee  motn  and  even 
As  liie  best,  earliest  gift  of  Heaven. 

Thou  blushing  thing  of  praise  and  bliss  I 
Child  of  hdppler  sphere  than  this  \ 
Wen  thou  a  nursling  of  the  sky, 
Knstef'd  in  Paradise  on  high, 
To  thrill  the  radiant  breasts  above  1 
No— angeb  feel  not  youiWul  love, 
Tbdrs  is  a  flame  we  cannot  know, 
A  holy  ardour  free  from  woe; 
Bui  ours  a.  joy,  supreme,  intense, 
A  short  and  splendid  recompense 
For  an  esteem,  unbroke,  uiunoved, 
Wbich  man  immortal  might  have  proved. 
An  thou  not  then.  O  virtuous  Love, 
Tbe  dearest  gift  of  Heaven  above  ? 

Blest  be  thy  native  home  on  earth, 
The  place  that  owned  thy  mystic  birth, 
VThac  Ctr  beDcath  the  golden  mom 
Was  thy  seraphic  being  born. 
Where  Euphrates  and  Tigris  strands 
Join  "mid  the  sweet  Assyrian  lands ; 
mierc  that  ^eat  river  rolling  blue, 
Mirror'd  the  earliest  flowers  that  grew. 
When  scarce  had  bud  begun  to  blon', 
Or  blossom  d«k'd  the  world  below, 
Xhen  was  the  shade  of  tiny  tree 
The  bed  of  thy  maturity. 

While  the  first  pair  of  human  frame 
Lay  weeping  their  immortal  blame. 
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By  deep  remorse  and  sorrow  tost, 
For  all  their  gifts  and  glory  lost, 
Even  there,  when  grief  was  at  the  full, 
And  no  redress  their  pains  to  lull. 
Thy  cherub  form  from  heaven  descended, 
In  all  the  rays  of  beauty  blended, 
And  their  repentant  breasts  above 
Thou  mov'st  the  holy  ties  of  love ; 
While  by  a  mystic  art  unnamed, 
Of  thy  fair  self  the  bonds  were  framed, 
And  ne^er  did  heavenly  art  entwine 
A  wreath  so  cheering  and  divine. 

Full  soon  the  pair  thy  presence  owned ; 
They  found  their  hearts  to  nature  bound 
By  tie,  not  proved,  or  understood ; 
A  bond  of  kindred  and  of  bloody 
And  in  delight  without  alloy, 
Their  hearts  rejoiced  in  Nature's  joy. 
The  river  flowed  more  silvery  bright ; 
The  flowers  were  glowing  with  delight ; 
The  young  twin  roses  had  begun 
Their  homage  to  the  morning  sun, 
In  odours  breathed  from  bosoms  meek 
And  made  obeisance  cheek  to  check. 

In  a  blest  world  they  seemed  to  move 
A  world  of  pathos  and  of  love. 
Where  all  was  decked  in  glories  new. 
The  sunbeam  kiss'd  the  morning  dew ;  • 
The  fields  were  robed  in  deeper  green ; 
The  blue  of  heaven  was  more  serene ; 
The  birds  sang  sweeter  in  the  grove, 
Hasting  the  natal  morn  of  love ; 
Not  even  from  Eden's  sacred  tree 
Was  ever  pour'd  such  melody. 

But  of  all  ecstacies  refined 

The  greatest  still  remained  behind  ; 
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A  new  delight  thriU'd  and  subdued, 
When  eye  met  eye  wilh  love  cmbued; 
When  he  with  raptures  scarce  terrene, 
Fini  nimed  his  view  on  Nature's  queen, 
Od  that  dear  form  whose  soflcn'd  charms 
Besought  protection  in  his  arms, 
Whose  every  look,  and  smile,  and  sigli. 
Bespoke  a  chasicn'd  courtesy. 
He  Mw  her  eye  of  deeper  blue, 
HcT  cheek  grown  rosier  in  its  hue. 
While  her  fair  bosom's  gentle  swell 
With  hallow'd  bearings  rose  and  fell ; 
Then  was  thy  heavenly  being  blest 
With  earthly  home  of  holy  rest, 
Aod  woman's  breast  was  form'd  to  be 
The  labemade  meet  for  thee ! 

James  Hogg. 


9a   ARTEVELDE'S    CHARACTER  OF    HIS  WIFE. 

SHE  was  a  creature  framed  by  love  divine 
For  mortal  love  to  musen  life  away 
In  pondering  her  perfections  %  so  unmoved 
Amidst  the  world's  contentions,  if  they  touch'd 
No  vital  chord  nor  troubled  what  she  loved, 
Philosophy  might  look  her  in  the  face. 
And  like  a  hermit  stooping  to  the  well 
That  yields  him  sweet  refreshment,  might  therein 
See  but  his  own  serenity  reflected 
With  a  more  heavenly  tenderness  of  hue  1 
Yet  whilst  the  world's  ambitious  empty  cares, 
Its  small  disquietude  aAl  insect  stings, 
Disturb'd  her  never ;  she  was  one  made  up 
Of  feminine  affections,  and  her  life 
Was  one  fiiU  stream  of  love  from  fount  to  sea. 

Hatry  Taylor. 
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91.    TO   MARY  AT  PARTING. 

ALAS,  alas  !  the  time  draws  nigh 
When  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie ! 
That  eye,  that  beams  with  love  and  duty, 
Must  quickly  lose  its  beaming  beauty ! 
That  heart  that  beats  so  brisk  and  gaily, 
Must  turn  a  clod  in  yonder  valley ! 
No  more  the  sun  shall  dawn  on  thee, 
But  long  thy  starless  night  shall  be ; 
Chill,  chill,  and  damp  thy  lonely  room  1 
And  hemlock  o'er  thy  bosom  bloom. 
0  then  be  wise ;  the  time  draws  nigh 
When  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie  ! 

But  oh,  within  that  lovely  frame, 
There  dwells  a  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
A  spark  that  shall  for  ever  bum. 
Smile  over  nature's  closing  urn. 
And  mix  its  beams  in  cloudless  day, 
When  sun  and  stars  have  passed  away ! 
To  nurse  that  spark — that  ray  divine, 
The  task,  the  pleasing  task  be  thine : 
Then  thy  delights  shall  never  die. 
Though  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie. 

James  Hogg, 


92.     I   HAE   LOST  MY  LOVE. 

IHAE  lost  my  love,  an*  I  dinna  ken '  how, 
I  hae  lost  my  love  an*  I  carena  ^ ; 
For  laith  ^  will  I  be  just  to  lie  down  an*  dee  * 

And  to  sit  down  an*  greet*  wad  be  baimly  • ; 
But  a  screed'  o*  ill-nature  I  canna  weel  help  ^ 

At  having  been  guidit  unfairly. 
An*  weel  wad*  I  like  to  gie  women  a  skelp,'" 
An*  jerk"  their  sweet  haffits"  fu*  yarely.*' 

'  do  not  know.  ■  care  not      *  loth.  *  die.        •  cry.  •  childi?: 

*  outbur&L    "  well    •  would.        "  blow.        "  beat     "  checks.     "  snLirtl 
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01  plague  on  the  limmas*  sae  sly  and  demure. 

As  pairkie*  as  deils  wi*  their  smiling; 
As  fickle  as  winter  in  sunshine  and  shower. 

The  heaits  o^  a' mankind  beguiling; 
As  sour  as  December,  as  soothing  as  May, 

To  suit  their  ain  ends  never  doubt  them ; 
Their  ill  faults  I  couldn^  tell  ower*  in  a  day. 

But  their  beauty's  the  warst^  thing  about  them. 

Ay,  that's  what  sets  up  the  haiU*  w<nld  in  a  lowe* ; 

Makes  kingdoms  to  rise  and  expire, 
Man's  micht'  is  nae*  mair  than  a  flaughen*  ^  tow 

Opposed  to  a  bleexe**  o^  reed'^  firel 
Twas  woman  at  first  made  creation  to  bend, 

And  of  nature's  prime  lord  made  the  fellow! 
And  lis  her  that  will  bring  this  ill  world  to  an  end, 

An'  that  will  be  seen  an'  heard  tell  o'. 

James  Hogg. 


93.     LOVE'S  VISIT. 

LOVE  came  to  the  door  o'  my  heart  ae  "  night, 
And  he  caird  wi'  a  whinin'  din, 

*  Oh,  open  the  door,  for  it  is  but  thy  part 

To  let  an  old  crony*'  come  in ! ' 
'Thou  sly  little  elf,  I  hae  open'd  to  thee 

Far  oftener  than  I  dare  say ; 
An'  dear  hae  the  openings  been  to  me, 

Before  I  could  with  you  away.' 

*  Fear  not,'  quo'  Love, '  for  my  bow's  in  the  rest. 

And  my  arrows  are  ilk**  ane  gane; 
For  you  sent  me  to  wound  a  lovely  breast, 
Which  has  proved  o'  the  marble  stane. 

'  wicked  creatures.     *  cunning.  '  over.  *  wonL        *  whole. 

*  bUM.  *  power.  "  no  more.         "  fibre.        '*  bkue. 

'^  TtiL  '*  one.  ^  companion.    **  each  one. 
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I  am  sair^  forshent,  then  let  n^e  come  in 
To  the  nook  where  I  wont  to  lie, 

For  sae  aft'  hae  I  been  this  door  within 
That  I  downa'  think  to.  gang  by.' 


1  opcn'd  the  door,  though  I  ween'd^  it  a  sin, 

To  the  sweet  little  whimpering  fay. 
But  he  raised  sic  a  buzz  the  core  within 

That  he  fill'd  me  with  wild  dismay. 
For  first  I  felt  sic  a  thrilling  smart, 

And  then  sic  an  ardent  glow, 
That  I  fear'd  the  chords  o'  my  sanguine  heart 

War  a'  gaun  to  flee  in  a  lowe.* 


*  Gac*  away,  gae  away,  thou  wicked  wean,*' 

1  cried,  wi*  the  tear  in  my  ee ;® 
Ay,  sae  ye  may  say,'  quo'  he ;  *but  I  ken* 

Yell  be  laith '°  now  to  pairt "  wi'  me.' 
And  what  do  you  think  ?  By  day  and  by  night. 

For  these  ten  long  years  and  twain, 
1  have  cherish'd  the  urchin  with  fondest  delight. 

And  we'll  never  mair  part  again. 

James  Hogg, 


w 


94.    TO  A  LADY. 

ITH  the  print  of  Venus  attired  by  the  Graces 
That  far  superior  is  thy  state. 

Even  envy  must  agree ; 
On  thee  a  thousand  Graces  wait, 
On  Venus  only  three. 


^  much  exhausted.  *  oftexL       '  cannot  think.        *  thought.        *  Ulair. 

•  go  away.      '  child        *  eye.         •  know.  *•  loth.  "  part. 
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95.    A  BALLAD  ABOUT  LOVE. 

IAINCE  fell  in  love  wT  a  sweet  young  thing, 
A  bonny  bit  flower  o'  the  wilder'd  dell ; 
Her  heart  was  as  light  as  a  bird  on  the  wing, 

And  her  lip  was  as  ripe  as  the  moorland!  belL 
She  never  ken'd  aught  o^  the  ways  o*  sin, 

Though  whiles  her  young  heart  began  to  doubt 
That  wi'  its  ill  paths  die  might  &'  in ; 
But  never — she  never  did  find  them  out 

She  oft  had  heard  tell  o*  love's  dear  pain. 

An'  how  sair  as  it  was  to  dree ; 
She  tried  it  and  tried  again  and  again, 

But  it  never  could  bring  a  tear  frae  her  e'e. 
She  tried  it  aince  on  a  mitherless  lamb, 

That  lay  in  her  bosom  and  fed  on  her  knee ; 
But  it  turned  an  unpurpose  and  beggarly  ram. 

And  her  burly  lover  she  doughtna  see. 

She  tried  it  ncist  on  a  floweret  gay, 

And  O !  it  was  sweet  and  lovely  of  hue ; 
But  it  droopit  its  head  and  faded  away, 

An*  left  the  lassie  to  look  for  a  new. 
An'  aye  she  cried,  Oh !  what  shall  I  do? 

Why  canna  a  lassie  be  happy  her  lane? 
I  find  my  heart  maun  hae  something  to  Ice, 

An*  I  dinna  ken  where  to  fix  it  again. 

The  laverock  loes  her  musical  mate. 

The  moorcock  Iocs  the  mottled  moorhen. 
The  blackbird  lilts  it  early  an*  late, 

A-wooing  his  love  in  the  birken  glen. 
The  jammcring  tewit  and  grey  curlew 

Hae  ilk  ane  lovers  around  to  flee. 
An*  please  their  hearts  wi'  their  whillie-la-lu ; 

But  thcre*s  naething  to  wheedle  or  sing  to  ma 
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Quo'  I,  my  sweet,  my  innocent  flower, 

The  matter's  as  plain  as  plain  can  be, 
That  this  heart  o'  mine,  it  was  made  for  yours. 

An'  yours  was  made  for  lovin'  o'  me.         » 
The  lassie  she  lookit  me  in  the  face, 

And  a  tear  o'  pity  was  in  her  e'e, 
For  she  thought  I  had  lost  a  sense  o'  grace. 

An*  every  scrap  o'  fair  modesty. 

The  lassie  she  thought  an'  thought  again, 

An'  lookit  to  heaven  if  aught  she  saw. 
For  she  thought  that  man  was  connectit  wi'  sin, 

And  that  love  for  him  was  the  worst  of  a\ 
She  lookit  about,  but  she  didna  speak, 

As  lightly  she  tript  out  ower  the  lea ; 
But  there  was  a  smile  on  her  rosy  cheek 

That  tauld  of  a  secret  dear  to  me. 

The  lassie  gaed  home  to  her  lonely  dell, 

It  never  was  lovelier  to  her  view, 
An'  aye  she  thought  an'  thought  to  hcrscl, 

An'  the  man  she  thought  she  began  to  rue. 
If  ilk  sweet  thing  has  a  mate  o'  its  ain, 

Wi*  nature's  law  I  e'en  maun  gang  ; 
I  never  was  made  for  living  my  lane, 

The  laddie  was  rij^ht  an'  I  was  wrang. 

O  Nature !  we  a'  maun  yield  to  thee ; 

Your  regal  sway  gainsay  wha  can  ? 
For  you  made  beauty,  an'  beauty  maun  be 

The  polar  star  o'  the  heart  o'  man. 
There's  beauty  in  man's  conmianding  frame ; 

There's  beauty  in  earth,  in  air,  in  sea ; 
But  there  never  was  beauty  that  tongue  could  name 

Like  the  smile  of  love  in  a  fond  young  e'e. 

James  Hot^. 
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96.    THE  FORSAKEN. 

GO|  youth  beloved,  in  distant  glades 
New  friends,  new  hopes,  new  joys  to  findi 
Yet  sometimes  deign,  'midst  fairer  maids, 

To  think  on  her  thou  leav'st  behind. 
Thy  love,  thy  fate,  dear  youth,  to  share, 

Must  never  be  my  happy  lot ; 
But  thou  ma/st  grant  this  humble  prayer: 
Forget  me  not !  forget  me  not! 

Yet  should  the  thought  of  my  distress 

Too  painful  to  thy  feelings  be, 
Heed  not  the  wish  I  now  express. 

Nor  ever  deign  to  think  on  me. 
But  ah !  if  grief  thy  steps  attend. 

If  want,  if  sickness  be  thy  lot, 
And  thou  require  a  soothing  friend, 

Forget  me  not !  forget  me  not  I  Mrs.  Opie, 


97.    LOVE. 

CAN  I  forget  a  time  of  generous  bliss, 
Of  trembling  hope  and  boundless  happiness, 
When  neither  Self  nor  sorrow  durst  assail  ? 
That  day  111  sing  till  my  remembrance  fail ! 

When  winter's  stem  and  sullen  reign  was  o'er, 
And  the  slow  wave  fell  lighter  on  the  shore ; 
When  spring-tide  lengthened  far  the  jocund  eve, 
And  the  red  sun  still  lingered  o'er  the  wave ; 
When  little  wild  birds  sought  the  forest  land. 
And  poured  their  lays  so  melting  and  so  bland, 
AU  grew  enchantment  to  my  youthful  view ; 
The  virgin's  cheek  turned  of  a  rosier  hue ; 
The  amber  clouds  that  hung  above  the  west, 
The  violet's  hue,  the  daisy's  snowy  vest. 
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All  wore  a  charm  mine  eye  had  never  viewed. 
What  could  it  mean  ?  Was  nature  all  renewed? 
I  saw  her  new  endearing  glories  well ; 
I  looked  and  sighed,  biit  why  I  could  not  tell. 
Love  !   What  had  love  to  do  with  earth  or  sky, 
Or  aught  beyond  a  maiden's  blithesome  eye? 
It  was  not  love  that  I  was  free  to  say. 
Ah  me !   Too  soon  she  proved  her  sovereign  sway ! 
Twas  she  that  lent  the  beauties  to  the  scene, 
Painted  the  clouds  and  bloomed  along  the  green, 
Cheered  every  gambol,  warbled  from  the  spray. 
And  called  the  soul's  young  visions  into  play. 

Celestial  love !   When  first  in  Eden's  bower 
The  dire  commotions  of  the  soul  had  power. 
When  angels  turned  the  pitying  eye  away 
From  beauty's  fall,  and  nature's  first  decay ; 
WTien  first  thy  balm  the  wounded  spirit  knew. 
From  heaven  descending  downward  like  the  dew; 
And  since  that  time,  if  aught  may  ease  the  smart 
Of  future  anguish  pillow'd  on  the  heart. 
It  is  tlie  transport  of  thy  blissful  hour. 
When  smiles  the  eye  of  beauty's  sweetest  flower. 
Oh,  when  two  hearts  in  each  fond  hope  combine, 
W^ho  would  at  the  award  of  heaven  repine ; 
Or  who  would  change  the  joys  his  soul  that  thrill 
For  immortality  of  human  ill? 

Say  lives  there.  Earth,  upon  thy  teeming  breast, 
One  human  thing  so  sordid  and  unblest 
As  ne'er  that  highest  boon  of  heaven  to  know 
The  source,  the  balm  of  mortal  life  below? 
Whose  heart  the  smiles  of  beauty  never  moved? 
Who  ne'er  as  husband  nor  as  parent  loved? 
No  blessed  spirit  e'er  that  face  shall  greet. 
For  angel  fellowship  and  heaven  unmeet. 

Gem  of  the  soul !   O  be  thy  treasures  mine! 
Thy  draughts  of  rapture  from  the  spring  divine ; 
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Tbe  hiilf-asseming  lip,  averted  eye, 

Aad  mouiened  glowing  chedt  in  mine  to  lie ; 

The  cordial  link,  the  soul's  eternal  spring. 

Lightening  the  woes  that  round  our  nature  cling. 

Onr  proent  joys,  our  happiness  to  be 

la  euth  and  heaven,  must  emanate  fi^m  thee. 


Thou  an  that  feeling,  generous  and  refined, 

The  hallowed  scion  grafted  on  the  fliind, 

That  in  its  blossom,  though  with  blush  repressed, 

Verge*  to  beauty  or  congenial  breast ; 

Bui  heaven-deserted,  still  its  tendrils  spread 

Round  nature's  bosom,  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Till  at  the  last,  the  sun  and  stars  above, 

Tis  grafted  in  the  fields  of  light  and  love, 

In  that  blest  land  from  whence  its  being  came. 

To  bloom  through  all  eternity  the  same. 

yam^  Ihygg 


98.     THE   FORSAKEN.  . 

FARE  thee  well  1  Tis  meet  we  part. 
Since  other  ties  and  hopes  are  thine; 
Pride  that  can  nerve  the  lowliest  heart 

Will  surely  strengthen  mine ! 

^'es,  1  will  wipe  my  tears  away, 

Repress  each  struggling  sigh ; 

Call  back  the  thoughts  thou  ledd'st  astray, 

Then  lay  me  down  and  die! 

Fare  thee  well !  I'll  not  upbraid 
Thy  fickleness  or  falsehood  now ; 

Can  the  wild  taunts  of  love  betrayed 
Repair  one  broken  vow? 
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Fare  thee  well  I  On  yonder  tree 

The  leaf  is  fluttering  in  the  blast, 
Withered  and  sere — a  type  of  me, 

For  I  shall  fade  as  fast : 
Whilst  many  a  refuge  still  hast  thou 

Thy  wandering  heart  to  save 
From  the  keen  pangs  that  rang  mine  now ; 

I  have  but  one — the  grave! 


99.    THE   MADNESS   OF  LOVE, 

BLEST  as  th'  immortal  gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  sits  by  thee, 
And  hears  and  sees  thee  all  the  while 
Softy  speak  and  sweetly  smile. 

Twas  this  deprived  my  soul  of  rest, 
And  raised  such  tumults  in  my  breast ; 
For  w^ile  I  gazed  in  transport  tost, 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  lost ; 

My  bosom  glowed,  the  subtle  flame 
Ran  quick  through  all  my  vital  frame ; 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  darkness  hung ; 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  chilled ; 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrors  thrilled ; 
My  feeble  pulse  forgot  to  play ;        • 
I  fainted,  sank,  and  died  away. 

Sappho. 
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loa    HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

O  VENUS !  beauty  of  the  skies. 
To  whom  a  thousand  temples  rise, 
Gafly  false  in  gentle  smiles 
Full  of  love-perplexing  wiles  I 
Oh,  goddess  I  from  my  heart  remove 
The  wasting  cares  and  pains  of  love. 

If  ever  thou  hast  kindly  heard 
A  song  in  soft  distress  preferred, 
Propitious  to  my  tuneful  vow, 
Oh,  gentle  goddess,  hear  me  now ; 
Descend,  thou  bright  immortal  guest. 
In  all  thy  radiant  charms  confest 

Thou  once  didst  leave  almighty  Jove, 
And  all  the  golden  roofs  above, 
The  car  thy  wanton  sparrows  drew, 
Hovering  in  air  they  lightly  flew ; 
As  to  my  bower  they  wing'd  their  way, 
I  saw  their  quiv'ring  pinions  play. 

The  birds  dismist  (while  you  remain). 
Bore  back  their  swifty  car  again  ; 
Then  you,  with  looks  divinely  mild. 
In  every  heavenly  feature  smiFd? 
And  ask*d  what  new  complaints  I  made, 
And  why  I  called  you  to  my  aid. 

Sappho, 


101.     HE  NEVER  SAID  HE  LOVED   ME. 

HE  never  said  he  loved  me, 
Nor  hymned  my  beauty's  praise : 
Yet  there  was  something  more  than  words 
In  his  full,  ardent  gaze : 
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He  never  gave  his  passion  voice ; 

Yet  on  his  flushing  cheek 
I  read  a  tale  more  tender  far 

Than  softest  tones  could  speak! 

He  never  said  he  loved  me ; 
I  Yet  when  none  else  were  nigh, 

How  could  I  hear,  and  doubt  the  truth  ? 

His  low  unbidden  sigh, 
The  throbs  of  his  tumultuous  heart, 
1  That  faint  sweet  breath  above  ; 

j  What  for  me  could  syllable  so  well 

The  talc  of  hope  and  love? 
I 
j  He  never  said  he  loved  me ; 

He  silent  worship  vowed, 
'  The  deep  devotion  of  his  soul 

He  never  breathed  aloud ; 
Though  if  he  raised  his  voice  in  song. 

As  swelled  each  tenderer  tone, 
It  seemed  as  if  designed  to  reach 
My  ear  and  heart  alone ! 

He  never  said  he  loved  me ; 

Yet  the  conviction  came, 
Like  some  great  truth  that  stirs  the  soul 

Ere  yet  it  knows  its  name : 
Some  angel-whisper  of  a  faith 

That  long  defied  our  ken. 
And  made  us  almost  feel  that  life 

Had  scarce  begun  till  then! 


And  have  I  said  /love  him? 

Alas  for  maiden  pride. 
That  feeling  he  hath  ne'er  revealed, 

I  have  not  learned  to  hide ! 
And  yet  clairvoyant  Love  informs 

His  votaries'  hearts  so  well, 
That  long  before  'tis  time  to  speak 

There's  nothing  left  to  tell. 

A I  arte  A.  IV'atts, 
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102.    THE   BACHELOR'S   DILEMMA. 

BY  all  the  sweet  saints  in  the  Missal  of  Love, 
They  are  both  so  intensely,  bewitchingly  fair, 
That,  let  Folly  look  solemn,  and  Wisdom  reprove, 
I  can't  make  up  my  mind  which  to  choose  of  the  pair. 

There  is  Fanny,  whose  eye  is  as  blue  and  as  bright 
As  the  depths  of  spring  skies  in  their  noontide  array ; 

Whose  every  soft  feature  is  gleaming  in  light. 
Like  the  ripple  of  waves  on  a  sunshiny  day ; 

Whose  form,  like  the  willow,  so  slender  and  lithe, 
Has  a  thousand  wild  motions  of  lightness  and  grace ; 

Whose  innocent  heart,  ever  buoyant  and  blithe, 
Is  the  home  of  the  sweetness  that  breathes  from  her  face. 

There  is  Helen,  more  stately  of  gesture  and  mien, 
Whose  beauty  a  world  of  dark  ringlets  enshrouds ; 

With  a  black  regal  eye,  and  the  step  of  a  queen, 
And  a  brow  like  the  moon  breaking  forth  from  the  clouds 

With  a  bosom  whose  chords  are  so  tenderly  strung, 
That  a  word,  nay  a  look,  will  awaken  its  sighs ; 

With  a  face,  like  the  heart-searching  tones  of  her  tongue. 
Full  of  music  that  charms  both  the  simple  and  wise. 

In  my  moments  of  mirth,  and  glitter,  and  glee, 
When  my  soul  takes  the  hue  that  is  brightest  of  any. 

From  her  sister's  enchantment  my  spirit  is  free. 
And  the  bumper  I  quaff  is  a  bumper  to  Fanny. 

But  when  shadows  come  o'er  me  of  sickness  or  grief, 
And  my  heart  with  a  host  of  wild  fancies  is  swelling. 

From  the  blaze  of  her  brightness  I  turn  for  relief 
To  the  pensive  and  peace-breathing  beauty  of  Helen. 
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And  when  sorrow  and  joy  are  so  blended  together 
That  to  weep  I'm  unwilling,  to  smile  am  as  loth ; 

When  the  beam  may  be  kicked  by  the  weight  of  a  feather, 
1  would  fain  keep  it  even — by  wedding  Ihem  both. 

'  But  since  I  muit  fix  or  on  black  eyes  ar  blue, 
Quickly  make  up  my  mind  'twixt  a  Grace  and  a  Muse ; 

Pr'ythee,  Venus,  instruct  me  that  course  to  pursue 
Which  even  Paris  himself  had  been  puzzled  to  choose.' 

Thus  murmured  a  Bard,  predctennined  to  many, 

But  so  equally  charmed  by  a  Muse  and  a  Grace, 
That  though  one  of  his  suits  might  be  doonied  to  miscarry. 
He'd  another  he  straight  could  prefer  in  its  place. 

So  trusting  that  Fortune  would  favour  Che  brave, 

He  asked  each  in  her  turn,  but  they  both  said  him  nay; 

Lively  Fanny  declared  he  was  somewhat  too  grave, 
Aiid  Saint  Helen  pronounced  him  a  little  too  gay. 

A.  A.  Walts. 


1   WILL  NEVER  LOVE  THEE  MORE. 

I  WILL  never  love  thee  more. 
Though  I  loved  thee  once  so  well: 
Why,  a  prodigal  the  store 

Of  my  bosom's  inmost  cell, 
Should     waste  on  one  who  ne'er 
Won  a  truthful  heart  before  ? 
I*t  who  will  thy  favour  share, 
/  will  never  love  thee  more ! 

I  will  never  love  thee  more! 

Wherefore  to  an  idol  bow, 
Why  a  deity  adore. 

Heartless,  hollow,  cold  as  thou? 
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Fools  the  facile  smiles  may  win, 
That  'twas  mine  to  win  qf  yore ; 

Worship  misapplied  is  sin, 

I  will  never  love  thee  more ! 

I  will  never  love  thee  more, 

Though  1  loved  thee  once  so  well ; 
Love's  illusive  hour  is  o'er. 

Take  tlien,  lake  my  last  farewell! 
Should  thy  practised  wiles  again 

Touch  some  truthful  bosom's  love, 
Be  the  thought  not  stirred  in  vain, 

Why  I  ne'er  can  love  thee  more, 

A.  A.  Wattt. 


104.    A   MAIDEN'S  SOLILOQUY. 


Although  his  words  are  few  ; 
The  deepest  streams  have  ever  proved 
As  cold  and  silent  loo. 

He  never  said  my  form  was  fair, 

My  cheek  might  shame  the  rose; 

And  yet  the  smile  that  others  share 
O'er  him  a  shadow  throws. 

Wit's  arrows  pass  him  harmless  by, 
A  Cymon's  self  might  move ; 

Each  shaft  directed  by  a  sigh,— 
The  eloquence  of  love. 

And  when  1  sing  the  stirring  songs 
That  charm  all  other  ears, 

His  trembling  voice  his  purpose  wrongs, 
He  cannot  praise—for  tears. 
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But  should  another  claimant  rise, 

And  gentle  words  bespeak. 
The  lightning  flashes  to  his  eyes, 

The  heart-blood  to  his  cheek ! 

I  know  I  rule  his  bosom's  chords, 

A  despot  on  my  throne ; 
When  will  he  give  his  feelings  words, 

And  take  me  for  his  own? 

A,  A.  Watts, 


105.    THE   BIRD'S   RELEASE. 


G' 


O  forth,  for  she  is  gone ! 
With  the  golden  light  of  her  wavy  hair. 
She  is  gone  to  the  fields  of  the  viewless  air, 
She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone ! 


Her  voice  hath  passed  away! 
It  hath  passed  away  like  a  summer  breeze, 
When  it  leaves  the  hills  for  the  far  blue  seas, 

Where  we  may  not  trace  its  way* 

Go  forth,  and,  like  her,  be  free! 
With  thy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  glowing  eye  ; 
Thou  hast  all  the  range  of  the  sunny  sky, 

And  what  is  our  grief  to  thee? 

Is  it  aught  even  to  her  we  mourn? 
Doth  she  look  on  the  tears  by  her  kindred  shed? 
Doth  she  rest  with  the  flowers  o'er  her  gentle  head. 

Or  float,  on  the  light  wind  borne? 

We  know  not,  but  she  is  gone ! 
Her  step  from  the  dance,  her  voice  from  the  song, 
And  the  smile  of  her  eye  from  the  festal  throng; 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone. 
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When  the  waves  ^  sunset  shine, 
We  may  hear  thy  voice,  amidst  thousands  more, 
In  the  scented  woods  of  our  glowing  shore; 

But  we  shall  not  know  'tis  thine  I 

Even  so  with  the  loved  one  flown ! 
Her  smile  in  the  starlight  may  wander  by. 
Her  breatl}  may  be  near  in  the  wind's  low  sigh, 

Around  us,  but  all  imknown. 

Go  forth,  we  have  loosed  thy  chain! 
We  may  deck  thy  cage  with  the  richest  flowers 
Which  the  bright  day  rears  in  her  Eastern  bowers ; 

But  thou  wilt  not  be  lured  again. 

Even  thus  may  the  summer  pour 
All  fragrant  things  on  the  land's  green  breast, 
And  the  glorious  earth  like  a  bride  be  dressed; 

But  it  wins  her  back  no  more! 

Mrs,  Hemans. 


6.    THE   CHRISTIAN  VIRGIN   TO   HER  LOVElt 

OH !  lost  to  faith,  to  peace,  to  heaven ! 
Canst  thou  a  recreant  be 
To  Him  whose  life  for  thine  was  given, 

Whose  cross  endured  for  thee  ? 
Canst  thou,  for  earthly  joys,  resign 
A  love  immortal,  pure,  divine, — 
Yet  link  thy  plighted  truth  to  mine, 
And  cleave  unchanged  to  me? 

Thou  canst  not,  and  'tis  breathed  in  vain, 

Thy  sophistry  of  love ! 
Though  not  in  pride  or  cold  disdain 

Thy  falsehood  I  reprove. 
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Inly  my  heart  may  bleed ;  but  yet 
Mine  is  no  weak,  no  vain  regret; 
Thy  wrongs  to  me  I  might  forget ; 
But  not  to  Him  above. 

Cease  then !  thy  fond,  impassioned  vow. 

In  happier  hours  so  dear, 
(No  virgin  pride  restrains  me  now) 

I  must  not  turn  to  hear ! 
For  still  my  erring  heart  might  prove 
Too  weak  to  spurn  thy  proffered  love. 
And  tears,  though  feigned  and  false,  might  move, 

And  prayers,  though  insincere. 

But  no !  the  tie  so  firmly  bound 

Is  torn  asunder  now ; 
How  deep  that  sudden  wrench  may  wound, 

It  recks  not  to  avow. 
Go  thou  to  fortune  and  to  fame ; 
I  sink  to  sorrow,  suffering,  shame. 
Yet  think,  when  glory  gilds  thy  name, 

I  would  not  be  as  thou. 

Thou  canst  not  light  or  wavering  deem 

The  bosom  all  thine  own ; 
Thou  know'st  in  joy's  enlivening  beam. 

Or  fortune's  adverse  frown. 
My  pride,  my  bliss,  had  been  to  share 
Thy  hopes — to  soothe  thine  hours  of  carc^ 
With  thee  the  martyr's  cross  to  bear, 

Or  win  the  martyr's  crown. 

Tis  o'er!  but  never  from  my  heart 

Shall  time  thine  image  blot ; 
The  dreams  of  other  days  depart, — 

Thou  shalt  not  be  forgot ; 
And  never  in  the  suppliant  sigh, 
Poured  forth  to  Him  who  sways  the  sky. 
Shall  mine  own  name  be  breathed  on  high, 

And  thine  remembered  notl 


r 
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Farewell !  and  oh !  may  He  whose  love 

Endures,  though  man  rebel, 
In  mercy  yet  thy  guilt  remove, 

Thy  darkening  clouds  dispel ! 
Where'er  thy  wandering  steps  decline ; 
My  fondest  prayers — nor  only  mine, — 
The  aid  of  Israel's  God  be  thine. 

And  in  His  name — farewell! 

Rev,  Thofnas  Dale, 


107.    THE   LAST   SEPARATION. 

WE  shall  not  rest  together,  love ! 
When  death  has  wrenched  my  heart  from  thine, 
The  sun  may  smile  thy  grave  above, 
When  clouds  are  dark  on  mine. 
1  know  not  why — since  in  the  tomb 

No  instinct  fires  the  silent  heart— 
And  yet  it  seems  a  thought  of  gloom, 
That  we  should  ever  part ; — 

That,  journeying  through  the  toils  once  past. 

Thus  hand  in  hand,  and  side  by  side. 
The  rest  we  reach  should  at  the  last 

The  weary  ones  divide ; 
That  the  same  breezes  should  not  sigh 

The  self-same  funeral  boughs  among,  - 
Nor  o'er  some  grave  at  daybreak  die 

The  night-bird's  lonely  song. 

A  foolish  thought !  for  we  are  not 

The  things  that  rest  beneath  the  sod  ; 
The  very  shapes  we  wore  forgot, 

When  near  the  smile  of  GOD. 
A  foohsh  thought — yet  human,  too  ! 

For  love  is  not  the  soul's  alone; 
It  winds  around  the  form  we  woo — 

The  mortal  we  have  known ! 


The  eyes  that  speak  such  tender  truths. 

Thelip.  ■!,   ■  .      -.i.igc— 

The  li  a  mi  xh.r  ■    in  youth, 

And  siiioiii.s  the  couch  in  age, — 
With  these— I  iirwL'MAN— human  love 

H-'/// twine  its  thoughts  and  weave  its  doom. 
And  still  confound  the  life  above 

With  death  beneath  the  tomb ! 

And  who  shall,  tell,  in  yonder  skies, 

What  carthlicr  instincts  we  retain  — 
What  link  to  ^ouls  released  supplies 

The  old  material  chain  ? 
The  stars  that  pierced  this  daritsome  state 

May  fade  in  that  meridian  shore,— 
And  human  love,  like  human  hate, 

Ite  memory,  and  no  more. 

We  will  not  think  it-for  in  vain 

Were  all  our  dreams  of  heaven  could  show. 
Without  the  hope  to  love  again 

What  *e  have  loved  below! 
But  still  the  heart  nill  haunt  the  well. 

Wherein  the  golden  bowl  lies  broken, — 
And  treasure,  in  the  narrow  cell, 

The  past's  most  holy  token ! 

Or  wherefore  grieve  above  the  dead? 

^Vhy  bid  the  rose-tree  o'er  them  bloon)? 
Why  fondly  link  their  dismal  bed, 

And  s,inciilV  the  tomb? 
Tis  through  the  form  the  soul  we  love. 

And  hence,  the  thought  'zeiii  chill  the  he.ut, 
That,  though  our  souls  may  meet  above. 

Our  forms  shall  rest  apart! 
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108.    WOMEN. 

Y£  are  stars  of  the  night,  ye  are  gems  of  the  mom, 
Ye  ate  dewdrops  whose  lustre  illumines  the  thorn  ; 
And  rayless  that  night  is,  that  morning  unblest. 
When  no  beam  in  your  eye  lights  up  peace  in  the  breast 
And  the  sharp  thorn  of  sorrow  sinks  deep  in  the  heart, 
Till  the  sweet  lip  of  woman  assuages  the  smart ; 
Tis  hers  o'er  the  couch  of  misfortune  to  bend, 
In  fondness  a  lover,  in  firmness  a  friend ; 
And  prosperity's  hour,  be  it  ever  confest. 
From  woman  receives  both  refinement  and  zest ; 
And  adom'd  by  the  bajrs  or  enwreath'd  with  the  willow, 
Her  smile  is  our  meed,  and  her  bosom  our  pillow. 


109.    THE  LOVER'S  VOW  TO  LOVE  FAITHFULLY, 
HOWSOEVER  HE   BE  REWARDED. 

SET  me  whereas  the  sunne  dothe  parche  the  grene, 
Or  where  his  beames  do  not  dissolve  the  yse ; 
In  temperate  heate  where  he  is  felt  and  sene; 

In  presence  prest  of  people  mad  or  wise : 
Set  me  in  low  or  yet  in  high  degree ; 

In  longest  night,  or  in  the  shortest  daye ; 
In  clearest  skie,  or  where  cloudes  thickest  be ; 

In  lustie  youth,  or  when  my  heeres  are  graye : 
Set  me  in  heaven,  in  earth,  or  els  in  hell ; 

In  hyll  or  dale,  or  in  the  foaming  flood ; 
Thrall  or  at  large,  alive  whereso  I  dwell; 

Sicke  or  in  health,  in  evil  fame  or  good. 
Hers  will  I  be ;  and  only  with  this  thought 
G>ntent  myself,  although  my  chaunce  be  naught 

Earl  0/  Surrey. 


8 


114  The  Lovers* 


no.     INVOCATION  TO   LOVE. 

SPIRIT  of  beauty,  that  in  upper  air 
Thy  wings  in  dews  of  Eden  steepest, 
Oh  hear ! 
Where'er 
Thy  throne  thou  keepest, 
Or  far  or  near, 
In  ether  pure,  or  mid  the  cloudlands  fairf 

Cast  down  thine  alien  bow, 
Which  first  unto  thy  faltering  hand  was  given. 
When  thy  young  form  the  Grecian  fatlier  drew, 
In  ages  long  ago; 
Ere  yet,  by  thee  inspired,  he  knew 
To  robe  thee,  mercy-like,  in  hues  of  heaven. 
Or  paint  thee  meek  in  humanising  woe. 
Spirit  divine! 
Wherever  shine 
Those  stars — those  soul-awakening  eyes  of  thin 
Whose  bluer  orbs  make  the  blue  sky  seem  pale 

Till,  envy-filled,  she  draws  a  veil 
Of  earth-born  clouds  before  our  mortal  view. 
Look  down — look  down ! 
Thou  gentlest  Love !  art  mortal  too 
— In  all  save  death. 
Thy  brows  are  g^rt  with  an  immortal  crown ; 
And,  though  thou  feelest  every  sigh 
That  hovering  waits  on  human  breath. 
Thou  canst  not  die ! 

Oh !  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  weeping  earth. 

Which  since  its  earliest  birth, 
Like  a  poor  orphan,  fuller  sorrow  fears. 

Hath  walked  in  tears  ! 

Thou  art  an  orphan,  Love  I 
Thy  history's  page  was  yet  unrolled, 
When,  in  that  dim  tale  of  old, 
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They  ga\*e  thee  Beauty  for  thy  mother; 

There  dweUeth  not  ahoth^r 
Like  unto  thee,  in  all  those  worlds  above — 
Thou  standest  as  thou  ever  stood'st — alone ! 
Homeless  thou  art, 
Save  in  the  universal  heart 
Of  msui,  whose  soul  adopts  thee  for  its  own. 
Some  unimagined  being  was  thy  sire — 

Some  glorified  and  crownM  spirit. 

From  whom  thou  dost  inherit 

Thy  deep  devotion's  heavenly  fire. 
Thy  mother,  bom  where  humbler  planets  roll. 
Lent  thee  thy  soft  humility  of  soul ! 

Unchanged,  unfaded  by  the  passing  hours, 
Sweet  spirit,  thou  art  ours 

In  woe  or  weal ; 
Thou  knowest,  and  canst  feel, 
How  many  pangs  our  bosom-shrine  surround ; 

All  ties, 
All  human  sympathies, 
Keep  thee  for  ever  to  that  altar  bound. 

If  'neath  the  holy  light  of  day. 
Thou  sportest  with  the  child  at  play, 
Thou  fillest  up  the  little  space 
Between  it  and  its  mother's  face, 
Till  it  can  nor  feel  nor  see 
Aught  on  earth,  save  her  and  thee ; 
While,  as  she  smooths  its  clustering  hair. 
Her  tears  fall  on  thee  unaware ! 

Before  thy  throne  the  poet  kneels  in  prayer ; 
He  hears  thy  footstep  in  the  softening  shower. 

Thy  voice  amid  the  storm, 

And  sees  thy  form 
In  every  flower! 

And  we  who  walk  in  darkness— we  too  feci 
Thy  chastening  presence  round  us  steal. 
Ah !  who  our  wounds  should  heal, 
If  thou  wert  far? 
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And  if)  alas !  we  blindly  war 
In  an  unnatural,  unholy  strife, 
With  thee,  our  strength,  our  fountain  and  our  life, 
Tis  but  thy  mortal  part  which  we  would  cast 
Back  in  the  dark  and  perishable  past 

Yet  pardon,  mighty  Love ! 
In  that  our  human  hearts  are  anguish-riven. 
In  vain 
We  burst  our  chain ; 
Thou  reignest  still,  whose  kingdom  is  above ; 
Conquered  on  earth,  but  glorified  in  heaven. 

Miss  E.  JL  Montagu, 


III.     HOW   BY  A  KISS  THE  LOVER  FOUND 
BOTH    HIS   LIFE  AND   DEATH. 

NATURE  that  gave  the  bee  so  feate  a  grace 
To  find  honey  of  so  wondrous  fashion. 
Hath  taught  the  spyder  out  of  the  same  place 

To  fetch  poyson  by  strange  alteration. 
Though  this  be  strange,  it  is  a  stranger  case 

With  one  kiss,  by  a  secret  operation. 
Both  these  at  once  in  those  your  lips  to  finde. 
In  change  whereof  I  leave  my  heart  behinde. 

Sir  Thomas  Wvatt, 


i    I 


112.     THE   FIRST. 

THE  first,  the  first!  Oh,  nought  like  it 
Our  after  years  can  bring. 
For  summer  hath  no  flowers  so  sweet 

As  those  of  early  spring. 
The  earliest  storm  that  strips  the  tree, 

Still  wildest  seems  and  worst ; 
Whate'er  hath  been  again  may  be, 
But  never  as  at  first ; 
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For  many  a  bitter  blast  may  blow 

O'er  life's  uncertain  wave, 
And  many  a  thorny  thicket  grow 

Betmen  us  and  the  grave. 
But  datker  still  the  spot  appears 

Where  thunder-clouds  have  bunt 
Upon  our  green  unblighted  years — 

No  grief  is  like  the  first 

Our  first-bom  joy,  perchance  'twas  vain. 

Yet,  that  brief  lightning  o'er, 
The  heart  indeed  may  hope  again, 

But  can  rejoice  no  more. 
Life  hath  no  glory  to  bestow 

Like  it — unfallen,  uncursed;  < 

There  may  be  many  an  after-glow,  ] 

Rut  nothing  like  the  first 

J 

The  rays  of  hope  may  light  us  on 

Through  manhood's  toil  and  strife,  \ 

But  never  can  they  shine  as  shone  | 

The  morning  stars  of  life. 
Though  bright  as  summer's  rosy  wreath. 

Though  long  and  fondly  nursed, 
Yet  still  they  want  the  fearless  faith 

Of  those  that  bless'd  us  first  i 
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Its  first  love  deep  in  memory 

The  heart  for  ever  bears  ; 
For  that  was  early  gfiven  and  free,  j 

Life's  wheat  without  the  tares. 
It  may  be  Death  hath  buried  deep, 

It  may  be  Fate  hath  cursed. 
But  yet  no  later  love  can  keep 

The  greenness  of  the  first  1 

And  thus,  whate'er  our  Onward  way,  i 

The  lights  or  shadows  cast  \ 

Upon  the  dawning  of  our  day  ; 
Are  with  us  to  the  last 
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But  ah !  the  morning  breaks  no  more 

On  us,  as  once  it  burst ; 
For  future  springs  can  ne'er  restore 

The  freshness  of  the  first 

Frances  Brown, 


1 13.  LOVE'S  GIFT— THE  RUBY  AND  THE  PEARL. 

RUBY,  a  gem  of  the  Sylphic  race, 
Glowing  with  ardour,  and  beaming  with  grace, 
From  whose  eye  shot  a  radiance,  chaste,  brilliant,  and 

warm. 
The  mellow  of  splendour,  the  softness  of  charm, 
Enamour'd  became  of  a  graceful  girl, 
Of  earthly  mould,  and  he  named  her  PearL 

And,  O,  that  maiden  was  lily  fair. 
Perfect  her  form  as  true  Cerites  are. 
And,  O,  how  modest  that  maid  serene! 
And,  O,  how  polished  that  maiden's  mien : 
Pure  as  polish'd  that  graceful  girl ; 
And  Ruby  he  glowed  for  the  lovely  PearL 

Still  as  he  hover'd  the  maiden  nigh. 
And  caught  the  mild  ray  of  her  chasten'd  eye, 
His  ardour  while  gazing  on  one  so  meek 
Reflected  a  blush  on  her  maiden  cheek ; 
Ah !  'twas  not  the  blush  of  a  graceless  girl, 
That  tinted  the  cheek  of  the  lovely  PearL 

He  seem'd  a  sun,  as  the  sun  seems  oft, 

Ruby  red,  with  mild  beams  of  gold ; 
And  she  like  the  moon  beam'd  rays  as  soft 

As  brighten  the  revels  that  fairies  hold ; 
And  Ruby  he  sighed  for  that  graceful  girl, 

While  artlessly  listen'd  the  lovely  PearL 
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He  sung,  *  O  I  am  a  spirit  of  air, 

A  mortal  thou,  as  refined  as  fair, 

And  sylphs  may  celestial  converse  hold 

With  the  pure  and  the  lovely  of  mortal  mould; 

And  worthy  art  thou,  O  graceful  girl, 

The  love  of  the  Ruby,  O  beauteous  PearL 

'  111  build  for  thy  beauty  a  jessamine  bower. 

Type  of  thyself  that  virgin  flower. 

And  the  leaves  of  that  flower  shall  be  emblems  seen 

Of  constancy,  graced  by  the  emerald's  green; 

O  bless  that  bower,  thou  graceful  girl, 

Where  Ruby  shall  listen  to  lovely  PearL  ' 

'  111  weave  thee  a  wreath  of  the  golden  ray. 
And  thy  tresses  shall  diamond  stars  display ; 
The  nymphs  of  the  oceaji  thy  birth  shall  tell, 
And,  O,  thou  shalt  ride  in  their  cars  of  shell ; 
In  the  grots  of  coral,  O  graceful  girl, 
Shall  Ruby  beam  light  for  the  lovely  Pearl' 

The  virgin,  she  listened  to  love's  soft  lay, 
To  love  as  pure  as  the  moonbeam's  ray ; 
But  O,  she  had  sisters,  alike  the  whole 
In  face  and  in  form,  and  in  softness  and  soul; 
And  meeting  alone  each  graceful  girl. 
Ruby  fancied  that  each  was  his  lovely  PearL 

And  every  virgin  the  sylph  had  seen. 

And  every  virgin  the  sylph  had  won ; 
Every  sister  his  song  had  been. 

And  ear  to  his  praises  refused  him  none ; 
But  meeting  together  each  graceful  girl, 
Ruby  glowed  for  all  round  as  his  lovely  PearL 

The  power  of  witchery  saw  the  scene. 
The  spirit  of  spite  was  fUl'd  with  spleen; 
By  magic  art  in  a  golden  spell 
She  bound  them  for  ever  and  aye  to  dwell ; 
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With  the  Ruby  she  fired  ev'ry  graceful  girl, 
And  surrounded  he  stood  by  each  lovely  PearL 
And  Love  he  wept,  and  the  sylphs  complain'd, 
But  the  witching  spirit  her  spell  maintain'd ; 
Love  called  it  a  ring^  and  resolved  it  should  prove 
A  type  of  the  pure  and  the  ardent  love ; 
And  love's  gift,  in  a  ring,  to  a  graceful  girl, 
Is  ruby  encircled  by  lovely  pearL 

C  Dibditu 


114.    DREAMS. 

Sweet  is  the  dream,  divinely  iweet, 
When  absent  souls  in  fancy  meet 

I  DREAMT  that  at  even  a  white  mist  arose 
Where  the  hedgerow  brambles  twist ; 
I  thought  that  my  love  was  a  sweet  wild  rose, 

And  I  the  silvery  mist  I 
And  sweetly  I  beaded  her  pale  red  charms 

With  many  a  diamond  speck ; 
And  softly  I  bent  up  my  wat'ry  arms. 
And  hung  round  her  beautiful  neck. 

0  me!  what  a  heavenly  berth ! 

I  revelled  all  night 
Till  the  moon  came  bright, 
Then  sank  at  her  feet  down  again  in  the  earth. 

1  dreamt  that  my  love  was  a  sweet  wild  pea, 

All  covered  with  purple  bloom ; 
And  I,  methought,  was  an  amorous  bee 

That  lov'd  the  rich  perfume. 
Large  draughts  of  nectar  I  sat  to  sip 

In  a  bean-leaf  just  below; 
I  breathed  her  breath,  and  I  kissed  her  lip. 

And  she  was  as  white  as  snow. 
O  me!  what  a  beautiful  task! 

For  there  I  lay 

Till  eve  grew  grey. 
While  she  in  the  sun's  bright  gleam  did  bask. 
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Again — I  yas  where  the  pale  xhoon  did  line 

The  forest  with  silver  bright ; 
I  thought  my  love  was  a  wild  woodbiney 

And  I  a  zephyr  light 
<  Welcome,'  said  I,  *•  where  the  bramble  weaves 

Around  iis  a  guard«of  thorns ; ' 
And  sweetly  I  tangled  myself  in  her  leaves 

And  fann'd  her  red-streaked  horns ; 
By  the  music  of  which  we  led 

A  gay  dance  about, 

Till  old  night  came  out 
To  rock  us  to  sleep  in  his  dusky  bed. 


FROM  THE  ARABIC  OF  TOGRAI. 

rHOU  sleep'st  while  the  eyes  of  the  planets  are  watching. 
Regardless  of  love  and  of  me. 
sleep :  but  my  dreams,  at  thy  lineaments  catching, 
Present  me  with  nothing  but  thee. 

hou  art  chang'd,  while  the  colour  of  night  changes  not 
Like  the  fading  allurements  of  day ; 
am  changed,  for  all  beauty  to  me  seems  a  blot 
While  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  away. 


115.    FARE  THEE  WELL. 

FARE  thee  well !  and  if  for  ever, 
Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  weU ! 
Even  though  unforgiving,  never 

'Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  thee 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 

While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again  ! 


Though  the  world  for  this  commend  , 

Though  It  smile  upon  the  blow 
>-  en  Its  praises  must  oflend  thee 

bounded  on  another's  woe. 

Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me. 

Th,    .?°  "'''•''■  ^™  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  m 

i  o  mflict  a  cureless  woimd? 

Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not. 

B..^  t""^?/^  ^^  ^y  ^"^  decay, 
But  by  sudden  wench  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away. 

Still  thine  own  its'llferetaineth; 

AnH  rtT  '^T.  "^*'  *^'"'S^  Weeding,  b 

And  Ae  undymg  thought  which  pahfeth 

is-that  we  no  more  to^y  meet 

There  ai*  words  of  deeper  sonow 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead  • 
Both  shaU  live,  but  evenr  morrow 
wakes  us  from  a  widow-d  bed. 

And^en  thou  would'st  solace  gather 
W.i,^^  «•«:  «=had's  first  accente  flow 
'^'"^°:!J^='^?.^-»°.«y  Father,  °"' 
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Should  her  lineaments  resemble 

Those  thou  never  more  ma/st  see, 

Then  ihy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
VViUi  a  pulse  yet  true  to  mc 

All  my  fiiults  perchance  tliou  knowest, 
All  my  madness  none  can  know ; 

AD  ny  hopes,  where'er  thou  goest. 
Wither— yet  with  Iku  they  go. 

Evety  feeling  halh  been  shaken: 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  can  bow, 

Bows  to  thee,  by  thee  forsaken  ( 
E'en  my  soul  forsakes  me  now. 

But  'tis  done — all  words  are  idle — 
Words  from  ntc  are  vainer  still, 

Itut  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  will. 

Fare  thee  well!  thus  disunited, 

Tom  from  every  nearer  lie, 
Scared  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted — 

More  than  this  1  scarce  can  die. 

LordByro 


THERE  is  a  love  (hat  lowers  o'er  time, 
That  knows  no  bound  of  space  or  dtane^ 
Of  nature  matchless  and  sublime. 
And  such  1  felt  for  thee. 

Whence  were  the  tears  that  dimm'd  my  eye, 
Wherefore  the  deep  and  sacred  sigh. 
And  whence  the  blush  of  crimson  dye 
Whene'er  !  thotight  on  thee? 


Mine  was  a  love  that  speech  o'etpast, 
And  proof  to  sorrow's  bitterest  blast; 
The  hope  it  cherish'd  first  to  last 
Was  ever  bent  on  thee. 

Oh!  waste  of  fondness  1  shall  the  snow 
That,  high  on  Hecla'a  froien  brow, 
Feeb  not  the  sun's  Promethean  glow 
Be  emblem  meet  of  thee. 


Ah  yes !  too  late  conviction  brings 
Home  to  my  soul  her  piercing  Stings, 
And  sickening  hope  no  longer  clings 

To  aught  that  looks  like  Ihec. 

But  far  more  cruel  'tis  to  find 

Thou  dost  not  bear  that  lofty  mind — 

That  spirit — soaring  o'er  its  kind, 

That  once  seemed  lodged  in  ihee. 

And  as  the  lingVing  beams  of  day 
With  faint  and  fainter  radiance  play, 
The  enchanted  vision  sinks  away. 

That  owed  its  spell  to  thee. 

Farewell— for  ever  from  my  heart 
I  bid  its  worshipp'd  idol  part ; 
And  wheresoe'er  or  whose  thou  art, 
Tis  nothing  now  to  me. 


117.    THE   KEEPSAKE. 


'  When  friendship  weeps  the  parting  houi; 
The  simplest  gift  that  moment  given. 
Long,  long  retains  a  magic  power? 
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Still,  when  it  meets  the  missing  view, 
Can  half  the  theft  of  time  retrieve, 

The  scenes  of  former  bliss  renew, 
And  bid  each  dear  idea  live  ? 

It  boots  not  if  the  pencilled  rose, 
Or  sever'd  ringlet  meet  the  eye. 

Or  India's  sparkling  gems  enclose 
The  talisman  of  sympathy  V 

*  Keep  it — yes,  keep  it  for  my  sake  ! ' 

On  fancy's  ear  still  breathes  the  sound ; 

Ne'er  time  the  potent  charm  shall  break. 
Nor  loose  the  spell  Affection  bound 


118.     LINES   BY 


Olady!  I  have  seen  thee  often, 
But  never  knew  thee  half  so  fair ; 
I've  marked  the  moon  thy  beauty  soften. 
And  loved  thee  gilding  fashion's  glare. 

And  now,  beside  this  lamp  alone, 

Why  beams  that  eye  so  bright  to  me ; 

Why  hast  not  so  on  others  shone, 

W^hy  were  they  so  unbless'd  by  thee  ? 

Another's  eye  as  dark  as  thine 

Hath  flash'd  a  soul  perhaps  as  high, 

And  others'  locks  as  lovely  twine 

On  brows  would  soothe  as  deep  a  sigh : 

As  snow-surpassing  bosoms  heave 

With  words  as  sweet  and  tones  as  swclimg ; 
As  heaven-descended  footsteps  leave 

As  warm  a  heart,  as  sad  a  dwelling. 
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Thee  or  thine  I  deem  they  are  not ; 

I'm  bound  to  thee,  none  can  unbind ; 
For  all  but  for  thyself  I  care  not, 

Thyself  alone — thyself  of  mind. 

Lov'st  thou  me,  loveliest  lady?  say! 

Thou  dost — thou  dost — that  blessed  tear, 
That  blush,  oh  tell  me!  yet  delay, 

Tis  what  I  dare  not  hope  to  hear. 

Yes !  now  I  know  that  look  of  light ; 

Tis  love,  forgotten  be  it  never ; 
It  turns  to  day  my  life  of  night ; 

Oh  live !  oh  live !  that  look  for  ever ! 


119.     LOVE'S  LAST   LETTER. 

TO  

I  CAN  NOT  enter  death's  dark  gloom, 
And  the  lone  gliding  spectres  see 
That  knell  me  to  an  early  tomb 

Without  one  tender  thought  of  thee : 

Thee,  on  whose  breast  in  scorn  of  death 
I  could  have  laid  my  aching  head, 

And  caught  thy  lips'  reviving  breath 

That  could  have  kept  me  from  the  deai 

And  were  they  vain — the  vows,  the  sighs. 
We  bade  the  conscious  heavens  attest, 

When,  smiling  under  kinder  skies, 
You  said  I  should  be  truly  blest  ? 

How  have  the  fancied  forms  of  bliss 
Misled  my  steps,  beguil'd  my  heart ! 

They  show  me  now  a  dark  abyss, 

And  cry, '  Prepare  with  life  to  part.' 


y^^  Dktimary. 

TliA  too  t]iey  show  me,  beauteous  maid. 

I4>r'd,  courted,  prais'd  by  happier  men ; 
Oil  hide  me  in  death's  murkiest  shade. 

Lest  my  eyes  meet  the  sight  agaia : 

Lest  my  fond  heart,  whose  ebbing  tide 
Shoold  feel  the  force  of  love  divine, 

Sdn  Oow  with  lires  unsanclified. 

And  forfeit  mercy's  smile  for  diioe. 

No  hoarded  treasures  I  possess'd. 
No  tilled  name,  no  pageantry. 

But  there  was  beating  in  my  breast, 

A  heart  that  could  have  died  for  thea    ' 

For  thee,  for  thee  alone  I  prayed ; 

Thou  wert  my  soul's  dehghted  choice. 
By  meek  simplicity  arrayed, 

And  guided  by  her  artless  voice. 

I  thought  thou  would'st  not,  love!  have  scon 
The  humble  tot  which  thy  dear  smile 

So  sweedy  would  have  lotig  adorned, 

And  cheer'd  my  hours  of  anxious  toil. 

Thou  sbould'sl  have  been  where'er  I  went, 
The  Jewel  of  my  doating  breast ; 

And  when  a  pang  thy  bosom  rent, 

1  would  have  soolb'd  it,  love!  lo  rest. 

Tfcy  lover,  though  thy  husband  I, 
And  thou  the  still  endearing  wife. 

No  happier  pair  beneath  the  sky 

E'er  pulled  the  thornless  rose  of  Ufa 

But  fate  a  dreadful  gulf  has  thrown 

Between  thee  and  my  sickening  heart : 

It  yawns  for  me,  for  hope  is  flown. 
And  life  is  fluttering  to  depart 


The  Laveri 

And  friends — for  here  profession  ends, 

And    :   ;!;  .  1  speech  are  ^nt- ■ 

Fictitious;  ,'..:  ..I.,  friends, 

That  fly  the  death -bed  sad  and  lone. 

Oh,  when  like  these  the  Graces  fly, 

And  Joy  has  ccis'd  her  song  of  glee. 

And  thus  thou  lay's!  Uu-e  (1o^vn  to  die, 
What  will  thy  heart's  e 


Who  then,  when  thoughts  thou  canst  not  shun, 

Shall  all  thy  lirokea  vows  renew. 

Will  sootlni  thcK  as  /would  have  done. 

And  watch  as  I  was  wont  to  do? 

But  blessed,  blessed  may'st  thou  be 

When  I,  alas  !  am  lowly  laid, 
And  may  no  tender  thought  of  me, 

Lov'd  fair  \  thy  smQing  prospects  shade. 

The  flowers  we  rear'd  will  bloom  as  gay. 
The  walks  we  lov'd  appear  as  green. 

And  vernal  suns  to  gild  thy  way 

Shall  shine,  as  if  1  ne'er  had  been. 

Carty. 


1 20.     SONNET. 

ONE  day  1  wrote  her  name  upon  the  strand, 
But  came  iht  wavcs  and  washfed  it  away ; 
Again  I  wrote  it  wrtli  a  sfconcl  hand. 

But  came  the  tidc^  and  made  my  pains  his  prey. 
'  Vain  man,'  said  she,  <  that  dost  in  vain  essay 

A  mortal  thing  so  to  immortalise; 
For  I  myself  shall  like  to  this  decay, 
And  eke  my  name  be  wiped  out  likewise.' 


.J' 
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Not  so,  quoth  I ;  let  baser  things  devise, 
To  die  in  dust,  but  you  shall  live  by  tame ; 
j  My  verse  your  virtues  rare  shall  eternise, 

I  And  in  the  heavens  write  your  glorious  name ; 

j  Where,  when  as  death  shall  all  the  world  subdue, 

I  Our  love  shall  live,  and  later  life  renew. 


I 

4 . 

I 


Edmund  Spetiser, 


121.    TO   LADY  IRWIN. 


w 


HY  will  Delia  thus  retire, 
And  languish  life  away? 
While  the  sighing  crowd  admire, 
*Tis  too  soon  for  hartshorn  tea ; 

I 

All  these  dismal  looks  and  fretting  I 

Cannot  Damon's  life  restore,  i 

Long  ago  the  worms  have  eat  him,  ! 

You  can  never  see  him  more.  1 

Once  again  consult  your  toilet,  ' 

In  the  glass  your  face  renew,  ' 

So  much  reading  soon  will  spoil  it,  1 

And  no  spring  your  charms  renew.  I 

I,  like  you,  was  bom  a  wortian,  , 

Well  I  know  what  vapours  mean ;  1 

I                              The  disease,  alas  !  is  coming,  \ 

I                                      Single,  we  have  all  the  spleen.  | 

All  the  morals  that  they  tell  us  \ 

\                                     Never  cur^d  the  sorrow  yet ;  , 

'                              Choose  among  the  pretty  fellows  1 

One  of  humour,  youth,  and  wit ;  \ 

Prithee,  hear  him  every  morning  i 

!                                     For  at  least  an  hour  or  two,  ' 

j                              Once  again  at  night  returning,  ; 

J                                    I  believe  the  dose  will  do.  | 

Lady  M.  IV,  Montague 


I  

__  I 
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122.    THE  ANSWER. 

THO'  Delia  oft  retires, 
Tis  not  from  spleen  or  hat& 
No  lovers  she  desires 

Nor  envies  others'  fate. 
Tho'  her  Damon's  dead;  'tis  true. 

Yet  he  lives  in  Delia's  heart ; 
None  a  constancy  can  show. 

Where  a  virtue  has  no  part. 
Should  she  consult  her  toilet, 

Alas !  shell  quickly  find 
Her  face  there's  nought  can  spoil  it, 

So  she*ll  improve  her  mind. 
If  the  morals  that  they  tell  us 

Cannot  cure  us  of  despair, 
I  believe  the  pretty  fellows 

Will  bring  us  only  double  care. 
*Tis  our  interest  then  to  shun  'em, 

Since  their  practice  it  is  such, 
They  who  venture  boldly  on  'em 

Often  find  one  dose  too  much. 

Lady  Irwin, 


-•o*- 


123.    LOVE. 

O  HAPPY  love!  where  love  like' this  is  found, 
O  heartfelt  raptures !  bliss  beyond  compare .' 
I've  paced  much  this  weary  mortal  round, 

And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare — 
If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare. 

One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair 
In  other's  arms  breatlie  out  the  tender  tale, 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening  gale. 

Robert  Bunts, 
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124-    LOVE. 

THEY  sin  wbo  teU  us  love  can  die. 
With  life  all  other  passions  fly  1 
Alt  others  are  but  vanity. 
In  heaven  ambilion  cannot  dwell, 
Nor  avarice  in  the  vaults  of  hell ; 
Earthly  these  passions  of  the  earth  : 
They  perish  where  they  have  their  birth; — 
But  love  is  indestructible. 
Its  holy  flame  for  ever  bumcth ; 
yrom  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  retumeth ; 
Too  oft  on  earth  a  troubled  guest. 
At  times  deceived,  at  times  opprcst, 
It  here  is  tried  and  piirifled. 
Then  hath  in  heaven  its  perfect  rest : 

sowclh  here  ivith  toil  and  care, 
But  the  harvest  time  of  love  is  there. 

Southfy, 


125.     LOVE. 

IN  peace,  love  1 
In  war,  he  m( 
In  halls,  in  gay  attire  is  seen; 
In  hamlets,  dances  on  the  sreen. 
Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove, 
And  men  below,  and  saints  above : 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love. 

Scon. 


126.     LOVE. 

TRUE  love,  the  gift  which  God  has  given 
To  man  alone,  beneath  the  heaven. 
It  is  not  fantasy's  hot  fire, 

Whose  wishes,  soon  as  granted,  fly; 
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:  It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire, 

With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die. 

i  It  is  the  secret  sympathy, 
The  silken  link,  the  silken  tie, 
;  Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind, 
'  In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind. 

'  Scott, 


127.    THE  MOSSY  SEAT. 

THE  landscape  hath  not  lost  its  look ; 
Still  rushes  on  the  sparkling  river; 
Nor  hath  the  gloominess  forsook 

These  granite  crags,  that  frown  for  ever ; 
Still  hangs  around  the  shadowy  moss, 

Whose  sounds  but  murmur  solitude ; 
The  raven's  plaint,  the  linnet's  song. 

The  stork-dove's  coo,  in  g^ef  repining. 
In  mingled  echoes,  steal  along ; 

The  setting  sun  is  brightly  shining. 
And  clouds  above,  and  hills  below. 

Are  burning  in  his  golden  glow. 

It  is  not  meet,  it  is  not  fit, 

Though  fortune  all  our  hopes  have  thwarted, 
Whilst  on  the  very  stone  I  sit 

Where  first  we  met  and  last  we  parted, 
That  absent  from  my  soul  should  be 
The  thought  that  loves  an4  looks  to  thee. 
Each  happy  hour  that  we  have  proved, 

While  love's  delicious  converse  blended, 
As  'neath  the  twilight  star  we  roved, 

Unconscious  where  our  progress  ended ; — 
Still  brings  my  mind  a  soft  relief. 
And  bids  it  love  the  'joys  of  grief.' 

What  soothing  recollections  throng. 
Presenting  many  a  mournful  token, 

That  heart's  remembrance  to  prolong, 
Which  then  was  blest— but  now  is  broken ! 


Dielienary. 

I  cannot — Oh^  bast  thou  forgot 
Out  early  loves — this  hallowed  spot? 
I  atmost  think  I  si'e  thcc  stand! 

1  Almost  dream  I  hear  thee  speaking  I 
I  Ard  ihe  pressure  of  thy  hand: 

Thy  living  glance  in  fondness  seeking — 
Hew  «ll  4p3it,  by  all  unseen— 
Thy  fenn  upon  my  arm  to  lean  I 


Tbou^  beauty  bless  the  landscape  still, 

Tbougti  woods  surround,  and  waters  lave  il, 
}|y  hean  feels  not  the  vivid  thrill 

Which  long  ago  thy  presence  gave  it 
Minh — nmsic— *fiiendship,  have  no  tone 
Like  that  which  with  thy  voice  hath  flowo* 
And  memory  only  now  remains 

To  whisper  things  that  once  delighted 
Still— still  I  love  to  tread  these  plains— 

To  seek  this  sacred  haunt  benighted — 
And  fed  a  something  sadly  sweet 
la  retting  on  this  Mossy  Seat.  J.  Moir. 


ja8.    THE  LAST  TEAR. 

SHE  had  done  weeping,  but  hw'  eyelash  yet 
Lay  silkea  heavy  on  her  lilied  cheek. 
And  OD  its  fringe  b  tear,  like  the  lone  star 
Shining  tipon  the  rich  and  hyacinth  skirls 
O'  (be  western  cloud  that  veils  the  April  cvea 
The  reil  rose  up,  and  with  it  rose  the  star, 
Qittering  above  the  gleam  of  tender  blue, 
TTiai  wirfen'd  as  the  shower  cleared  off  from  heaven ; 
Her  burl  woke — a  sudden  beam  of  soul 
Fbsbcd  from  her  eye,  and  lit  the  vestal's  cheek 
Into  ooe  crimson,  and  exhaled  the  tear. 
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129.     STANZAS  ADDRESSED  TO  A  LADY,  ON 
READING  ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


FROM  THB  GERMAN. 


OF  love  and  sorrow,  'tis  a  peerless  tale! 
Then  press  it  softly  to  thy  gentle  breast ; 
111  share  the  fear  that  makes  thy  pure  cheek  pale ; 

m  guess  the  wish  that  may  not  be  confessed. 
Unhappy  pair !  and  yet  to  them  was  given  , 

That  earthly  joy  which  tasteth  most  of  heaven. 
Oh !  sweet  and  bitter,  let  our  mixt  tears  flow. 
Where  on  the  grave  of  Love  the  drooping  violets  grow. 

To  mortals  there  is  given  a  fleeting  life  : 
A  life ! — Ah !  no ;  a  wild,  vain,  hurrying  dream — 

A  tempest  of  pride,  passion,  sin,  and  strife^ — 
A  deep,  dark,  restless,  ever  foaming  stream, 

Where  fortune  lifts  us  high,  or  sinks  us  low. 

We  feel  the  motion,  know  not  where  we  go ; 

Love  only,  like  the  oil  upon  the  sea, 

Gives  to  man^s  tossing  soul  repose  and  liberty. 

'Tis  true,  that  they  who  love,  are  seldom  born 
To  a  smooth  destiny.     Love  buds  in  peace, 

But  foulest  wizards  in  the  air  have  sworn 
To  blast  its  beauty  ere  the  leaves  increase. 

The  lovers  dare  not  look — fiends  watch  their  eyes ; 

They  dare  not  speak — fiends  intercept  their  sighs ; 

A  spell  is  on  them,  mute,  o'er  mastering ; 

Dumb  sorrow  o'er  them  waves  her  dark  depressing  wing. 

But  let  the  faint  heart  yield  him  as  he  may. 

Danger  sits  powerless  on  Love's  stately  breast ; 
The  lovers  shrink  not  in  the  evil  day  ; 

They  are  afflicted ;  but  are  not  opprest 
To  die  together,  or  victorious  live — 
That  first  and  holiest  vow,  'tis  theirs  to  give ; 
United! — Though  in  fetters,  they  are  free! — 
They  care  not,  though  the  grave  their  bridal  bed  should  be 
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It  may  be  that  if  love's  expanding  flower 

Is  forced  to  close  before  the  storm's  keen  breath, 
That  closing  may  protract  the  blooming  hour 

Which  is  so  short  in  all  that  suffers  death. 
The  silence,  and  the  sorrow,  and  the  pain 
May  nourish  that  which  they  attack  in  vain. 
The  lonely  flame  bums  longest — humble  sadness 
Is  kindlier  to  Love's  growth  than  free  unvaried  gladness. 

But  oh!  how  glorious  shone  their  ruling  star. 

Which  carried  them  with  budding  loves  to  heaven ; 
Whom  angels  welcomed  in  bright  realms  afar. 

With  a  full  cup,  which  scarce  to  taste  was  given, 
While  any  remnant  of  terrestrial  sin 
Had  power  to  stain  the  holy  draught  within ! 
They  died:— Young  Love  stood  by  them  calmly  sighing, 
And  fanned,  with  his  soft  wing,  the  terrors  of  the  dying. 

Read  not  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo, 

With  tragic  trembling  and  uplifted  hair ; 
Be  mild,  fair  maid,  and  gentle  in  thy  woe. 

As  in  their  death  were  that  most  innocent  pair. 
Upon  the  tomb  o'  the  Capulets  there  gleams 
No  torchlight ;  but  a  moon  of  tender  beams. 
Then  hate  not  love,  because  a  Juliet  died, 
But  seek  to  sleep,  like  her,  by  a  true  lover's  side. 


130.     SAPPHO. 

LOOK  on  this  brow  !  the  laurel  wreath 
Beamed  on  it,  like  a  wreath  of  fire ; 
For  passion  gave  the  living  breath. 
That  shook  the  chords  of  Sappho's  lyre ! 

Look  on  this  brow !  the  lowest  slave, 
The  veriest  wretch  of  want  and  care, 

Might  shudder  at  the  lot  that  gave 
Her  genius,  glory,  and  despair. 
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For  from  these  lips  were  uttered  sighs, 
That  more  than  fever  scorched  the  frame, 

And  tears  were  rained  from  these  bright  eyes, 
That  from  the  heart,  like  life-blood,  came. 

She  loved!  she  felt  the  lightning-gleam. 
That  keenest  strikes  the  loftiest  mind ; 

Life  quenched  in  one  ecstatic  dream, 
The  world  a  waste  before — ^behmd. 

I 

\ 

And  she*  had  hope — tHe  treacherous  hope, 

The  last  deep  poison  of  the  bowl, 
That  makes  us  drain  it,  drop  by  drop, 

Nor  lose  one  misery  of  sojiL 

Then  all  gave  way — mind,  passion,  pride ; 

She  cast  one  weeping  glance  above, 
And  buried  in  her  bed  the  tide. 

The  whole  concentred  strife  of  Love. 

Dr,  Croly. 


131.     LOVE. 

NAY,  pray  thee  let  me  weep,  for  tears 
Are  love's  most  fitting  offerings — 
m  weep  his  smiles,  111  weep  his  sighs. 

But,  more  than  all.  111  weep  his  wings, 
ril  weep  his  smiles,  for  first  they  taught 

My  young  heart  what  his  sighs  could  be  ; 
111  weep  his  wings,  for  they  have  borne 
Away  the  truth  you  plighted  me. 
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132.    THE  FORSAKEN  HEART. 

MY  heart  is  like  a  lonely  lyre, 
Whose  melody  hath  died  away : 
The  flame  of  a  neglected  fire, 
Burning  away. 

And  thou  art  as  the  careless  fingers, 

Which  tore  those  tuneless  strings  away; 
The  gale,  which  as  the  last  spark  lingers, 
Wastes  it  away. 

The  world,  the  senseless  world,  remembers 

The  music  which  hath  passed  away : 
Its  tears  have  steeped  the  cold,  cold  embers ; 
But  thou  art  gay. 


\         133.    LINES  SENT  WITH  AN   HOURGLASS  TO 
A  LADY  ON   NEW  YEAR'S   DAY. 

YES,  all  things  fade  away 
That  the  soul  cherishes  and  seeks  on  earth ; 
Fair  flowers !  that  do  but  bloom  their  summer's  day. 
And  are  forgot — their  being  and  their  birth. 


I 
I 


Youth  hath  its  favoured  hour 

Of  fancies  and  high  hopes,  and  dazzling  dreams ; 
It  flies — and  with  it  all  the  glittering  dower 

That  to  young  bosoms  the  securest  seems. 

And  manhood's  hoxu:  comes  next, 

Fevered  and  filled  with  the  world's  active  thoughts ; 
Schemes  and  ambitions,  till  the  spirit  vexed. 

Finds  that  its  hour  hath  fled — and  left  it  nought ! 


~-* 
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Shortest  and  last  is  thine, 

Wasted  on  vain  regrets  and  memories — ^Age ! 
For  while  thy  retrospects  too  brightly  shine, 

The  sand  ebbs  out     So  doth  thy  pilgrimage. 

Thus  pleasure  hath  its  hour ! 

And  grief,  and  pain,  and  peril  have  no  more ; 
Hatred  and  love,  but  the  same  transient  power, 

Time  but  remains — ruling  as  heretofore. 

On,  conqueror  of  the  earth ! 

And  fold  not  yet  thy  world-destroying  wing ; 
Still  reign — while,  scattering  man's  work  and  worth, 

Omnipotent  o'er  each  created  thing. 

Thy  end  will  come.  Oh  Time ! 

When  thou,  a  conqueror,  shall  conquered  be ; 
Thyself,  thy  victories,  and  thy  power  sublime, 

No  more  remembered  in  eternity. 


134-    TO   LOUISA. 

IF  memory  ever  should  whisper  the  name 
Of  one  who  hath  loved  thee,  not  wisely,  but  well, 
And  dwelt  on  thy  charms  with  that  passionate  flame 
Which  none  but  the  soul  of  a  poet  can  tell, — 

Remember  his  heart  was  not  tempered  like  those 
Who  have  never  awoke  to  the  exquisite  touch. 

Which  passion  imparts  to  the  bosom  that  glows, 
Till  its  error  in  love  is  in  loving  too  much. 

Remember,  if  fondness  seduced  him  too  far. 
The  language  that  broke  from  thine  eloquent  eye : 

For  who  could  be  blind  to  so  brilliant  a  star. 
If  it  beamed  but  on  him,  though  a  thousand  were  by? 
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And  roiTT'TTiber.  ivliilsl  olliirs  axk:  boimd  by  il',  spcJl, 
With  what  ills  and  what  anguish  his  spirit  mutt  txigt. 

Who  breathes  tbee  this  wild  and  etenuti  farewell ;, 
They  hope  while  they  love,  but  he  loves  without  hoptt! 


135.    WITH  A  WHITE  ROSE. 

■  LoKT  «f  iIm  hodtt  of  Yoifc  to  Ui  HbOoi  of  thi  hsoB  cf  L 


I 


F  this  pale  rose  offend  thy  sight, 
Go  place  it  in  thy  b 


136.    THE   CHARM. 


WIND  the  spell,  bind  the  spelt ; 
What  is  in  it  ?  Fond  farewell ! 
Wreathed  with  drops  from  azure  eyes, 
Twilight  vows,  and  midnight  sighs. 

Bind  it  in  the  maiden's  soul ! 
Suns  may  set  and  years  may  roUj 
Yet,  beneath  the  tender  twine 
All  the  spirit  shall  be  thine. 

Oceans  may  between  you  sweep, 
But  the  spell's  as  strong  as  deep! 
Anguish,  distance,  time  are  vain, 
Death  alone  can  loose  the  chain. 
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137.    LINES  WRITTEN   IN  AN  ALBUM. 

I  CAN  NOT  stain  this  snowy  leaf 
Without  a  sigh  of  pensive  grief ; 
As  musing  on  my  days  gone  by, 
And  those  that  still  before  me  lie. 
I  read  a  mournful  emblem  here, 
That  few  could  read  without  a  tear! 
For,  as  my  musing  eyes  I  cast 
Upon  the  pages  that  are  past, 
I  search  them  all,  but  search  in  vain, 
To  find  even  one  without  a  stain ! 
But  what  has  been,  is  not  to  be, 
The  happy  future  yet  is  free ; 
Far  as  my  forward  eye  can  go, 
The  future  still  is  white  as  snow ; 
So  free  from  stains,  so  free  from  cares, 
The  tainted  past  it  half  repairs ! 
It  is  a  goodly  sight — but  oh !  j ' 

Too  well  within  this  heart  I  know 
That  thy  fair  future,  at  the  last. 
Shall  be  itself  a  tainted  past. 

Walter  Paterson, 


I 


138.     SILENT  LOVE.  I 

OH  !  I  could  whisper  thee  a  tale 

That  surely  would  thy  pity  move ;  ; 

But  what  would  idle  words  avail  | 

Unless  the  heart  might  speak  its  love?  ! 


To  tell  that  tale  my  pen  were  weak; 

My  tongue  its  office  too  denies  : 
Then  mark  it  on  my  varying  cheek. 

And  read  it  in  my  languid  eyes. 


I 
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139.    THE  INCOGNITA. 

■  WrittcBimdbrtlM  Portrait  of  an  Uoknofwn  Ladf. 

UPON  her  cheek  the  eye  may  trace 
The  lineaments  of  heavenly  grace ; 
A  tender  blush  of  rosy  light. 
That  wins  and  then  detains  ,the  si^^t 
It  is  not  brilliant ;  no,  nor  gay ; 
It  is  not  pleasure's  dazzling  ray ; 
It  does  not  wildly  flash  and  bum, 
Like  rich  wines  in  a  starry  bowl ; 
But  soiUy  beams  and  shines,  as  roll 
Sweet  waters  from  a  crystal  urn. 
It  makes,  albeit  he  strove  in  vain, 
The  gazer  turn  to  gaze  again. 
It  seems  to  speak  in  pensive  tone 
Of  childhood's  happier  moments  flown ; 
Of  loss  of  hopes  too  dearly  prized, 
Dreams  of  delight  unrealised. 
And  all  the  waning  fears  that  wring 
A  woman's  heart  in  love's  first  spring. 

On  her  smooth  brow  her  chestnut  hair 

Descends,  and  makes  a  twilight  there ; 

As  softly  shadowed  and  as  sweet 

As  that  when  light  and  darkness  meet 

On  that  pure  tablet  grief  hath  laid 

Her  hand,  but  not  one  furrow  made ; 

On  that  unsullied  page,  as  yet. 

No  impress  of  her  seal  is  set 

From  those  rich  tresses  to  the  view 

That  dark  eye  takes  a  darker  hue ; 

Full,  glossy,  brilliant,  there  the  mind 

Sits  like  a  deity  enshrined ; 

Within  its  pupil  works  a  spell 

Which  fills  the  mind,  we  know  not  why, 

With  scenes  on  which  our  thoughts  would  dwell. 

Of  vanished  hoiu^  of  bliss  gone  by. 
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We  gaze  and  grieve,  and  still  we  gaze, 
Upon  that  soul-appealing  token ; 
And  mourn  that  Time  can  never  raise 
One  flower  like  that  his  touch  has  brokea 


140.    THE   BACHELOR'S   DREAM. 

THE  music  ceas'd,  the  last  quadrille  was  o*er, 
And  one* by  one  the  waning  beauties  fled  ; 
The  garlands  vanished  from  the  frescoed  floor, 
The  nodding  fiddler  hung  his  weary  head. 

And  I,  a  melancholy  single  man, 

Retired  to  mourn  my  solitary  fate. 
I  slept  awhile ;  but  o*er  my  slumbers  ran 

The  sylph-like  image  of  my  blooming  Kate 

I  dreamt  of  mutual  love  and  Hymen's  joys, 
Of  happy  moments  and  connubial  blisses ; 

And  then  I  thought  of  little  girls  and  boys, 
The  mother's  glances  and  the  infant's  kisses. 

I  saw  them  all  in  sweet  perspective  sitting. 
In  winter's  eve,  around  a  blazing  fire. 

The  children  playing  and  the  mother  knitting, 
Or  fondly  gazing  on  the  happy  sire. 

The  scene  was  chang'd.    In  came  the  baker's  bill ; 

I  stared  to  see  the  hideous  consummation 
Of  pies  and  puddings  that  it  took  to  fill 

The  bellies  of  the  rising  generation. 

There  was  no  end  to  eating :  legs  of  mutton 
Were  vanquished  daily  by  this  little  host ; 

To  see  them  you'd  have  thought  each  tiny  glutton 
Had  laid  a  wager  who  could  eat  the  most 
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The  massy  pudding  smok'd  upon  the  platter; 

The  ponderous  sirioin  rear'd  its  head  in<  vain ;  > 
The  little  urchins  kicked  up  such  a  clatter 

That  scarce  a  remnant  e'er  appeared  again. 

Then  came  the  school  bill:  board  and  education 
So  much  per  annum ;  but  the  extras  mounted 

To  nearly  twice  the  primal  stipulation ; 
And  every  little  bagatelle  was  counted  1 

To  menditag  tuck;  a  new  Homeri  Ilias ; 

A  pane  (^ glass;  repsuring  coat  and  breeches; 
A  slate  and  pencil ;  binding  old  Vixgilius ; 

Drawing  a  tooth ;  an  open  draft  and  leeches. 

And  now  I  languished  for  the  single  state, 
The  social  converse  and  the  dreamy  Sunday, 

The  jaunt  to  Windsor  with  my  sweetheart  Kate, 
And  cursed  again  the  weekly  bills  of  Monday. 

Then  Kate  began  to  scold — I  stampt  and  swore, 
The  kittens  squeak,  the  children  loudly  scream ; 

And  thus  awaking  with  the  wild  uproar, 
I  thanked  my  stars  that  it  was  but  a  dream. 


141.    THE  SONG  OF  THE  ZEPHYRS. 

O'ER  the  lofty  swelling  mountain. 
O'er  the  running  simimer  fountain  - 
By  the  towering  forest  waving, — 
By  the  brook  the  willows  laving, 
Wafting  odorous  airs  along. 
We  hear  the  mellow-breathing  song. 
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Little  wanton,  winged  rovers, 
Oft  we  tread  the  walks  of  lovers ; 
Witness  smiles  with  passion  glowing, 
Souls  with  tenderness  overflowing. 
Vows  that,  faultering'on  the  tongue, 
Mingle  with  our  breezy  song! 

Oft  we  fan  the  flame  that  rushes 
O'er  the  maiden's  cheek  in  blushes : 
Softly  to  her  swain  revealing. 
All  thq  luxury  of  feeling, 
In  her  bosom — though  so  strong — 
Gentle  as  her  airy  song ! 

Oft  we  in  our  sportive  duty, 
Kiss  the  dimpling  cheek  of  beaut)' — 
And  on  soft  ethereal  winglets — 
Wanton  in  her  sunny  ringlets — 
Breathing,  as  we  dance  along, 
Liquid  notes,  of  rapturous  song! 

When  care's  ever-rising  bubble, 
Clouds  the  wanderer's  soul  with  trouble, 
We,  sweet  pleasure's  viewless  minions, 
Fan  his  brow  with  balmy  pinions, 
Chasing  sorrow's ^ shade  along. 
With  our  spirit-stirring  song. 

While  the  sweets  of  eve  diffusing, 
Oft  we  meet  the  poet  musing, 
Mark  his  eye,  sublime  of  glancing, 
With  erratic  thought  entrancing ! 
Catching  inspiration  strong 
From  our  soul-enchanting  song. 

Oft  we  waft  the  pious  whispers 

Of  the  saints  low-breathing  vespers — 

Sighs  of  love — and  tears  of  sorrow, — 

For  our  sweetest  strains  we  borrow, 

Blowing  on  our  wings  along 

All  the  ecstasy  of  song. 
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142.    LOVE. 

OH !  not  when  hopes  are  brightest, 
Is  all  love's  sweet  enchantment  known  ; 
Oh !  not  when  hearts  are  lightest, 

Is  all  fond  woman's  fervour  shown. 
But  when  life's  clouds  overtake  us, 

And  the  cold  world  is  clothed  in  gloom  . 
When  summer  friends  forsake  us 
The  rose  of  love  is  best  in  bloom. 

Love  is  no  wandering  vapour, 

That  lures  astray  with  treacherous  spark  ; 
Love  is  no  transient  taper. 

That  lives  an  hour  and  leaves  us  dark, 
But,  like  the  lamp  that  lightens 

The  Greenland  hut  beneath  the  snow. 
The  bosom's  home  it  brightens 

When  all  beside  is  chill  below. 

Pringle, 


143.     SONG. 

'  T^WAS  sweet  to  look  upon  thine  eyes, 
A    As  they  looked  answering  to  mine  own ; 

Twas  sweet  to  listen  to  thy  sighs. 
And  hear  my  name  on  every  tone. 

Twas  sweet  to  meet  in  yon  lone  glen, 

While  smiles  the  heart's  best  sunshine  shed  : 

'Twas  sweet  to  part,  and  think  again 
The  gentle  thing  that  each  had  said. 

But  all  this  sweetness  was  not  worth 
The  tears  that  dimmed  its  after  light ; 

Love  is  a  sweet  star  at  its  birth. 
But  one  that  sets  in  deepest  night. 

10 
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144.     LOVE'S   LAST  WORDS. 

LIGHT  be  around  thee,  hope  be  thy  guide, 
Gay  be  thy  bark  and  smooth  be  the  tide, 
Soft  be  the  wind  that  beareth  thee  on. 
Sweet  be  thy  welcome,  thy  wanderings  done. 

Bright  be  the  hearth,  may  the  eyes  you  love  best 
Greet  the  long-absent  again  to  his  rest ; 
Be  thy  life  like  glad  music  which  floateth  away. 
As  the  gale  lingering  over  the  rose-tree  in  May. 

But  yet  while  thy  moments  in  melody  roll, 

Be  one  dark  remembrance  left  on  thy  soul, 

Be  the  song  of  the  evening  thrice  sad  on  thine  ear — 

Then  think  how  your  twilights  were  passed  away  here. 

And  yet  let  the  shadow  of  sorrowing  be 
Light  as  the  dream  of  the  morning  to  thee ! 
One  fond,  faint  recollection,  one  last  sigh  of  thine. 
May  be  granted  to  love  so  devoted  as  mine. 


145.     DOMESTIC   LOVE. 

DOMESTIC  love!  not  in  proud  palace  halls 
Is  often  seen  thy  beauty  to  abide ; 
Thy  dwelling  is  in  lonely  cottage  walls 
That  in  the  thickets  of  the  woodbine  hide, 
With  hum  of  bees  around,  and  from  the  side 
Of  woody  hills  some  little  bubbling  spring 
Shining  along  through  banks  with  harebells  dyed. 
And  many  a  bird  to  warble  on  the  wing. 
When  moon  her  saffron  robe  o'er  heaven  and  earth  doth  fli 
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O  love  of  loves !  to  thy  white  h^d  is  given 
Of  earthly  happiness  the  golden  key! 
These  are  the  joyous  hours  of  winter  even, 
When  the  babes  cling  around  their  father's  knee. 
And  thine  the  soul,  that  on  the  midnight  sea, 
Melts  the  rude  mariner  with  thoughts  of  home, 
Peopling  the  gloom  with  all  he  longs  to  see. 
Spirit !  IVe  built  a  shrine,  and  thou  hast  come, 
And  on  its  altar  closed,  for  ever  closed,  thy  plume. 

Dr,  Croly, 


146.     LOVE. 

AWAKE,  my  harp,  some  joyful  measure  \ 
No  longer  breathe  a  pensive  strain ; 
Be,  like  my  soul,  attuned  to  pleasure. 
And  never  mourn  again. 

Awake,  my  harp,  some  joyful  measure ! 

Twas  love  that  taught  thy  strings  to  move ; 
And  love  now  fills  my  soul  with  pleasure ; 

Then  hymn  the  charms  of  love ! 

O  Love!  some  c^l  thy  musings  folly, 
Some  call  thee  cruel,  base,  and  blind ; 

But  thou,  methinks,  art  pure  and  holy. 
Exalted, — raised, — refined. 

And  some  there  are  who  can  dissemble 
The  raptures  of  thy  ardent  flame ; 

And  some  poor  maidens  start  and  tremble, 
If  they  but  hear  thy  name. 

But  though  thy  charms  were  all  illusion, 
Such  dear  deceits  I  still  would  seek ; 

Thy  mantling  blush,  thy  soft  confusion, 
Thy  looks  that  more  than  speak. 
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Tbou  know'st,  O  Love !  how  I  have  blest  thee, 
How  oft  for  thee  my  heart  hath  beat ; 

How  oft  in  sorrow  IVe  caress'd  thee, 
And  thought  my  sorrow  sweet 

O  Love !  some  call  thy  musings  folly, 
Some  call  thee  cruel,  base,  and  blind ; 

But  thou,  methinks,  art  pure  and  holy, 
Exalted, — ^raised, — refined. 


H7.    STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 


ACROSS  the  waves—  away  and  far, 
My  spirit  turns  to  thee ; 
I  love  thee  as  men  love  a  star, 
The  brightest  where  a  thousand  be, 
Sadly  and  silently ; 

With  love  unstained  by  hopes  or  fears. 
Too  deep  for  words,  too  pure  for  tears  I 


My  heart  is  tutored  not  to  weep ; 

Calm,  like  the  calm  of  even, 

Where  grief  lies  hushed,  but  not  asleep. 

Hallows  the  hours  I  love  to  keep 

For  only  thee  and  heaven ; 

Too  far  and  fair  to  aid  the  birth 

Of  thoughts  that  have  a  taint  of  earth ! 

And  yet  the  days  for  ever  gone. 

When  thou  wert  as  a  bird. 

Living  'mid  flowers  and  leaves  alone. 

And  singing  in  so  soft  a  tone 

As  I  never  since  have  heard, 

Will  make  me  grieve  that  birds  and  things 

So  beautiful,  have  ever  wings! 
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And  there  are  hours  in  the  lonely  night 

When  I  seem  to  hear  thy  calls, 

Faint  as  the  echoes  of  far  delight, 

And  dreamy  and  sad  as  the  sighing  flight 

Of  4istant  waterfalls ; — 

And  then  my  vow  is  hard  to  keep, 

For  it  were  a  joy,  indeed,  to  weep. 

For  I  feel  as  men  feel,  when  moonlight  falls 

Amid  old  cathedral  aisles ; 

Or  the  wind  plays  sadly  along  the  walls 

Of  lonely  and  forsaken  halls 

That  we  knew  in  their  day  of  smiles ; 

Or  as  one  who  hears,  amid  foreign  flowers, 

A  tune  he  had  learned  in  his  mother's  bowers. 

But  I  may  not,  and  I  dare  not  weep. 

Lest  the  vision  pass  away, 

And  the  vigils  that  I  love  to  keep 

Be  broken  up,  by  the  fevered  sleep 

That  leaves  me  with  the  day ; 

Like  one  who  has  travelled  far  to  the  spot 

WTiere  his  home  should  be — and  finds  it  not ! 

Yet  then,  like  the  incense  of  many  flowers. 

Rise  pleasant  thoughts  to  me ; 

For  I  know,  from  thy  dwelling  in  eastern  bowers. 

That  thy  spirit  has  come  in  those  silent  hours 

To  meet  me  over  the  sea ; 

And  I  feel  in  my  soul,  the  fadeless  truth 

Of  her  whom  I  loved  in  early  youth. 

Like  hidden  streams,  whose  quiet  tone 

Is  unheard  in  the  garish  day, 

That  utter  a  music  all  their  own, 

When  the  night-dew  falls,  and  the  lady  moon 

Looks  out  to  hear  them  play, — 

I  knew  not  half  thy  gentle  worth. 

Till  grief  drew  all  its  music  forth. 
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We  shall  not  meet  on  earth  again! — 

And  I  would  have  it  so ; 

For  they  tell  me  that  the  cloud  of  pain 

Has  flung  its  shadow  o'er  thy  brain 

And  touched  thy  looks  with  woe ; 

And  I  have  heard  that  storm  and  shower 

Have  dimmed  thy  loveliness,  my  flower! 

I  would  not  look  upon  thy  tears, 

For  I  have  thee  in  my  heart, 

Just  as  thou  wert,  in  those  blessed  years 

When  we  were,  both,  too  young,  for  fears 

That  we  should  ever  part ; 

And  I  would  not  aught  should  mar  the  spell, 

The  picture  nursed  so  long  and  well ; 

I  love  to  think  on  thee,  as  one 

With  whom  the  strife  is  o*er ; 

And  feel  that  I  am  journeying  on, 

Wasted,  and  weary,  and  alone, 

To  join  thee  on  that  shore, 

Where  thou,  I  know,  wilt  look  for  me. 

And  I,  for  ever,  be  with  thee ! 

T,  K,  Hcrvey. 
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IN  joyous  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known 
Thought,  feeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  its  owni 
Who  hath  not  paused  while  beauty's  pensive  eye 
Asked  from  his  heart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  ? 
Who  hath  not  vowed,  with  rapture-smitten  frame, 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name? 
There  he,  perhaps,  who  barren  hearts  avow. 
Cold  as  the  rocks  on  Tomeo's  hoary  brow ; 
There  he  whose  loveless  wisdom  never  failed, 
In  self-adorning  pride  securely  mailed ; — 
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\  But  triumph  not,  ye  peace  enamoured  few ! 

Fire,  nature,  genius,  never  dwelt  with  you ! 

For  you  no  fancy  consecrates  the  scene 

Where  rapture  uttered  vows,  and  wept  between ; 

Tis  yours,  unmoved  to  sever  or  to  meet ; 

No  pledge  is  sacred  and  no  home  is  sweet ! 

Who  that  would  ask  a  heart  to  dulness  wed 

The  waveless  calm,  the  slumber  of  the  dead?  I 

No!  the  wild  bliss  of  nature  needs  alloy! 

And  fear  and  sorrow  fan  the  fire  of  joy ;  j 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears,  I 

'  Without  the  home  that  blighted  love  endears,  I 

'  Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won,  j 

I  Oh!  What  were  man?  a  world  without  a  sun!  ! 

I  Till  Hymen  brought  his  love-delighted  hour,  | 

I  There  dwelt  no  joy  in  Eden's  rosy-tinted  bower !  ' 

In  vain  the  viewless  seraph  lingering  there  j 

I  At  Starr}'  midnight  charmed  the  silent  air !  I 

In  vain  the  wild  bird  carolled  on  the  steep, 

To  hail  the  sun,  slow-wheeling  from  the  deep ; 
,  In  vain  to  soothe  the  solitary  shade,  ; 

Aerial  notes  in  mingling  measure  played ;  j 

The  summer  wind  that  shook  the  spangled  tree, 

The  whispering  wave,  the  murmur  of  the  bee ; 

Still  slowly  passed  the  melancholy  day, 
I  And  still  the  stranger  wist  not  where  to  stray, — 

I  The  world  was  sad!  the  garden  was  a  wild! 

'  And  man,  the  hermit,  sighed — till  woman  smiled. 

I  CampbelL 


149.     LOVE. 

HAIL,  holy  love !  thou  word  that  sums  all  human  bhss. 
Gives  and  receives  all  bliss,  fullest  when  most 
Thou  givest !  spring-head  of  all  felicity. 
Deepest  when  most  is  drawn ;  emblem  of  God  ! 
O'erflowing  most  when  greatest  numbers  drink! 
Essence  that  binds  the  uncreated  Three, 


I 
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Chain  thai  unites  creation  to  its  head, 

Ccnire  to  which  all  being  gravitaies, 
Eiernal,  evcr-KTO*ingi  happy  love! 
EnduriiiL!  nil,  hopinL'.  forgiving  all ; 

CiiiiEi]  ihou  seek'st  no  more, 

Hop'sl  nol,  nor  fear'si,  but  in.lhe  present  liv'st. 

And  hold'st  perfection  smiling  in  thy  arms. 

Mysterious,  inliiiili.'.  exhauitltss  love  ! 

On  earth  mysterious,  and  mysterious  still 

In  heaven!  ,Sweet  chord,  (hat  iiannoniscs  all 

The  harps  of  paradise,  the  spring,  the  well, 

That  fills  the  bowl  and  banquet  of  the  sky. 

Hail  love !  first  love,  thou  word  that  sums  all  bliss. 

The  sparkling  cream  of  all  time's  blessedness, 

The  silken  do*n  of  happiness  complete ! 

Uisccmer  of  the  ripest  grapes  of  joy, 

She  gathercth,  and  selecteth  with  her  hand, 

All  finest  relishes,  al)  fairest  sights, 

All  rarest  odours,  all  divinest  sounds. 

All  thoughts,  all  feelings  dearest  to  the  soul ; 

And  brings  the  holy  mixture  home,  and  fills 

The  heart  with  all  superlatives  of  Itliss ! 

Uui  who  would  that  expound  which  words  transcend. 

Must  talk  in  vain.    Behold  a  meeting  scene 

Of  early  love,  and  thence  infers  its  worth. 

Polhli. 


150.    LOVE. 

TO  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain ; 
To  weep,  yet  scarce  know  why ; 
To  sport  an  hour  with  beauty's  chain. 

Then  thrown  it  idly  by  : 
To  kneel  at  many  a  shrine. 
Yet  lay  the  heart  on  none. 
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To  think  all  other  charms  divine 
But  those  we  just  have  seen ; 
This  is  love,  careless  love, 
Such  as  kindleth  hearts  that  rove. 

To  keep  one  raised  flame 

Thro*  life  unchill'd,  unmov*d ; 
To  love  in  wintry  age  the  same 

That  first  in  youth  we  lov*d ; 
To  feel  that  we  adore 

To  such  refin'd  excess, 
That  tho'  the  heart  would  break  with  more, 

We  could  not  live  with  less ; 
This  is  love,  faithful  love. 
Such  as  saints  might  feel  above. 

T,  Moore, 
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151.     CAROLINE. 

I'LL  bid  my  hyacinth  to  blow, 
rU  teach  my  grotto  green  to  be ; 
And  sing  my  true  love  all  below 

The  holly  bower  and  myrtle  tree. 

There  all  his  wild  wood  scents  to  bring. 

The  sweet  south  wind  shall  wander  by ; 
And  with  the  music  of  his  wing, 
•    pelight  my  rustling  canopy. 

Come  to  my  close  and  clustering  bower, 
Thou  spirit  of  a  milder  clime ! 

Fresh  with  the  dews  of  fruit  and  flower, 
Of  mountain  heath,  and  moory  thyme. 

With  all  thy  rural  echoes  cornc, 

Sweet  comrade  of  the  rosy  day, 

Wafting  the  wild  bee's  gentle  hum, 
Or  cuckoo's  plaintive  roundelay. 


TIte  Lover i 

Where'er  thy  inonimt;  breath  has  played. 
Whatever  iaita  of  ocean  fann'd. 

Come  to  my  blossom  n-oven  shade. 

Thou  wandering  wind  of  fairy  land. 

For  sure  from  some  enchanted  isle, 

Where  Heaven  and  love  their  sabbath  t- 

Where  pure  and  happy  spirits  smile. 

Of  beauty's  fairest,  brightest  mould. 

From  some  green  Eden  of  the  deep. 

Where  pleasure's  sigh  alone  is  heard, 

Where  tears  of  rapture  lovers  weep, 
Endear'd,  undoubting,  undecciv'd. 

From  some  sweet  Paradise  afar, 

Thy  music  wanders  distant,  lost ; 

Where  nature  lights  her  leading  star. 
And  love  is  never,  never  cross'd. 

Ohl  gentle  gale  of  Eden  bowers, 

If  back  thy  rosy  feet  should  roam. 

To  revel  inlli  Ihc  cloudless  hours. 

In  nature's  more  propitious  home. 

Name  to  thy  lov'd  Elysian  groves. 
That  o'er  enchanted  spirits  twine, 

A  fairer  form  than  cherub  loves. 
And  let  the  name  be  Caroline. 

Campbdi 


IS2.    THE  QUARREL  OF  LOVE  AND   HY! 


W1 


THEN  Love  and  HjTnen  both  were  boys, 
'    They  fix'd  a  day  of  smiling  weather, 
To  show  each  other  all  their  toys. 
And  pass  an  afternoon  together. 


2 
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To  Hymen's  bower  young  Cupid  came, 

And  each  with  each  was  quite  delighted ; 

Love  shot  his  dart  of  surest  aim, 

And  Hymen's  brightest  torch  was  lighted 

But  Hyinen,  soon,  capricious  elf 

(Now  Hymen's  but  a  peevish  fellow), 

Told  Love,  he  wished  the  bow  himself, 
And  then  began  to  pout  and  bellow. 

Love  gave  his  friend  the  weapon  straight, 
(Young  Love  is  such  a  cheerful  giver !) 

And  thus,  for  Hymen's  torch  of  state. 

Chose  his  best  bow  and  fullest  quiver. 

While  each  his  proper  arms  possess'd, 

Men  neither  could  nor  would  resist  them  ; 

For  Hymen's  fires  inflamed  their  breast, 

And  Cupid's  arrows  seldom  missed  them. 

But,  changing  thus  their  arms  about, 

The  boys  became  perplex'd  and  stupid; 

Love  puts  the  torch  of  Hymen  out, 

VVhile  Hymen  blunts  the  shafts  of  Cupid. 

'Twas  this  dissolved  their  union  sweet, 
And  broke  affection's  firmest  tether  : 

So  now  if  Love  and  Hymen  meet, 

They  seldom  sojourn  long  together. 


153.    TO    HELEN. 

THOUGH  my  visions  of  life  are  soon  to  depart, 
Yet  sigh  not,  dear  Helen  !  thus  deeply  for  me  ; 
The  hngering  pulsations  that  throb  in  my  heart 
Are  only  its  fond  apprehensions  for  thee. 
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Oh,  sad  are  the  perils  that  compass  thy  way, 
For  a  season  of  sorrow  and  darkness  is  nigh : 

When  the  glowworm  appears,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
Her  lustre  betrays  her,  and  dooms  her  to  die. 


For  me,  love  !  no  sweet  wasting  odours  shall  bum. 

No  marble  invoke  thee  to  deck  it  with  flowers, 
My  ashes  shall  rest  in  a  crystalline  urn. 

And  that  urn  be  abroad  in  the  sun  and  the  showers. 
It  shall  lightly  be  swept  by  the  cool  blowing  gale, 

When  the  gay-coloured  evening  shmes  cheerfully  through 
Around  it  the  shadows  of  twilight  shall  sail. 

And  the  mists  of  the  morning  embalm  it  in  dew. 


Sweet  girl !  may  thy  relics  be  laid  in  th'at  shrine ! 

For  though  death  we  are  told  is  unconscious  of  love. 
Yet  it  soothes  me  to  hope  they  may  mingle  with  mine, 

As  our  spirits  will  mingle  for  ever  above. 
And  if,  when  the  race  of  our  being  is  run. 

Any  records  remain  of  the  loves  that  we  bore, 
Our  story  shall  be,  that  in  life  we  were  one. 

And  in  dying  we  met  to  be  parted  no  more. 

Horace  Twiss, 
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154.     LOVE   AND   BEAUTY. 

IN  courts,  where  revel  reigns,  and  passionate  song 
Floats  like  a  triumph  on  the  Bacchant's  breath. 
Ah  !  what  hath  Love  to  do,  unless  prolong 
Its  rare  existence  to  a  lingering  death  1 
And  die  it  must  in  war,  the  soldier  saith ; 
Its  voice  is  shivered  by  the  trumpet's  tone ; 
It  sees  the  fiery  fight,  and  lo!  'tis  flown. 


Dkthnary. 

H        "-^Th  no  home  upon  the  weltering  seas. 
B-^  *^r   if  ii  bidsth  there,  on  bilter  food, 
W        £^"«xli  alone,  trembling  at  each  idle  breeze, 
^  ^-^  nil! 'tis  blasted  by  ihe  battle  rude; 

-^  '^    S'"ilc  thing  nilh  gentle  strength  endured ; 

J ,  ^    ■*  bkcnce  killed,  by  scorn :  as  often  slain 
^'    t^koitonous  pleasure  3S  the  sliog  of  pain. 


^**"  Love !  Beside  the  fountains  and  bright  fields, 
.**3f  running  waters  ant(  in  mossy  glades, 
*^KiaE  "■hatcvcr  ihc  green  quiet  yields), 
■  1 E  towns  from  morning  till  ihe  e\'ening  shades 
tO.  and  the  world  like  a  phantxma  fades, 
roams  he  like  a  Sylvan,  whom  the  air 
lips—  unwing'd,  and  making  all  bis  earc. 


Vtf^, 


^**wt.  nieht  and  day  are  his.     The  radiant  sky 

If  doubly  bcnuliful,  and  sun  and  shower, 

^»*d  njnbows,  which  upon  the  mountains  lie. 

And  twice  its  common  odour,  hatb  the  tlowcr, 

And  doubly  fill'd  with  joy  is  every  hour ; 

^d  muuc  hongeth  on  the  winds  and  floods, 

^nd  lioji-ereth  in  the  caves  and  desert  woods. 

And  in  the  papulous  forests  thick  with  life, 
Which  (ih«p  iUid  cuol  as  Faunus  ever  knew) 

Are  tiaunled  only  by  nielodious  strife 
Of  birds  or  insects,  when  the  year  is  new, 
Feeding  upon  the  fragrant  summer  dew, 

-And  there  the  untiring  seasons,  bring  for  aye, 

Tu  night  rich  slumber,  and  fresh  life  to  day. 

And  tiEUity,  in  her  own  eternal  form 

[The  wmc  that  wiich'd  the  Dardien  shepherd  young) 
Abideth.    Art  doth  never  these  deform, 

Tlic  amannlhene  hues  which  life  hath  lluni; 

O'rr  lips  and  checks  to  crimson  blushes  stung  ; 
Bui  frre  as  is  the  elemental  air, 
Nuurr  and  Beauty  live — and  both  are  fair. 

Barry  Ccrnwatl. 
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155.     LOVE  AND   REASON. 

"TPWAS  in  the  summer-time  so  sweet, 
X    When  hearts  and  flowers  are  both  in  seaso 

That — ^who,  of  all  the  world  should  meet, 
One  early  dawn,  but  Love  and  Reason. 

Love  told  his  dream  of  yesternight, 
While  Reason  talked  about  the  weather ; 

The  mom,  in  sooth,  was  fair  and  bright, 
And  on  they  took  their  way  together. 

The  boy  in  many  a  gambol  flew, 

While  Reason  like  a  Juno  stalk'd, 
And  from  her  portly  figure  threw 

A  lengthened  shadow  as  she  walked. 

No  wonder  Love,  as  on  they  passed. 
Should  find  that  sunny  morning  chill, 

For  still  the  shadow  Reason  cast 
Fell  on  the  boy,  and  cooPd  him  still. 

In  vain  he  tried  his  wings  to  warm. 

Or  find  a  pathway  not  so  dim, 
For  still  the  maid's  gigantic  form 

Would  pass  between  the  sun  and  him! 

*  This  must  not  be,'  said  little  Love, 
'  The  sun  was  made  for  more  than  you ; ' 

So,  turning  through  a  myrtle  grove. 
He  bade  the  portly  nymph  adieu! 

Now  gaily  roves  the  laughing  boy 
O'er  many  a  mead,  by  many  a  stream  ; 

In  every  breeze  inhaling  joy. 
And  drinking  bliss  in  every  beam. 
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From  all  the  gardens,  all  the  bowers, 
He  culled  the  many  sweets  that  shaded, 

And  all  the  fruits,  and  smelt  the  flowers, 
Till  taste  was  gone,and  odour  faded! 

But  now  the  sun,  ixTpomp  of  noon, 
Look'd  blazing  o'er  the  parch'd  plains ; 

Alas !  the  boy  grew  languid  soon, 
And  fever  thrill'd  through  all  his  veins. 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow, 

No  more  with  vivid  bloom  he  smiled ; 
Oh !  where  was  tranquil  Reason  now. 

To  cast  her  shadow  o'er  the  child? 

Beneath  a  green  and  aged  palm. 

His  foot  at  length  for  shelter  turning, 
He  saw  the  nymph  reclining  calm, 

With  brow  as  cool  as  his  was  burning. 

*  Oh !  take  me  to  that  bosom  cold,* 

In  murmurs  at  her  feet  he  said; 
And  Reason  oped  her  garment's  fold, 

And  flung  it  round  his  fever'd  head 

He  felt  her  bosom's  icy  touch. 

And,  soon  it  chill'd  his  pulse  to  rest ; 
For  ah !  the  chill  was  quite  too  much, 

And  Love  expired  on  Reason's  breast 

T,  Moore, 


156.    WHO'LL  BUY  A  HEART? 

FROM  THE  SPANISH. 

POOR  heart  of  mine,  tormenting  heart!. 
Long  hast  thou*teazed  me — thou  and  I  : 
May  just  as  well  agree  to  part: 
Who'll  buy  a  heart?  wholl  buy?  who'll  buy? 


Like  mendicants  from  door  to  door. 

Here'-.  prom|>l  |)OiM;ssiun — I  ini^dit  Itll 
A  tlioua^nd  merits  ;  come  and  try  ; — 

I  have  a  heart — a  heart  to  sell : 
Who'll  buy  a.  heart?  who'll  buy?  whc 

How  oft  beneath  its  folds  lay  hid 
The  gnawing'  viper'?  tooth  of  woe  — 

Will  no  one  buy  ?  vrill  no  one  bid  f 
It's  going  now.    Yes!  it  must  go! 

So  littled  offer'd— it  were  well 
To  keep  it  yet ;  but  no,  not  I ; 

I  hive  a  heart — a  bean  to  sell : 
Wholl  buy  a  heart?  wboll  buy?  who* 

I  would  'iwete  gonel  for  I  confess 
I'm  llred,  and  longing  to  be  freed; 

Come  bid.  fair  maiden,  more  or  less: 
So  good— and  very  cheap  indeed. 

Once  more — but  once — I  cannot  dwell 
So  long ;  tis  going,  going,  lie ! 

No  offer!  I've  a  heart  to  selL 
WhoTl  buy  a  heart?  wboTl  buy?  who! 
7rf, 
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For,  tbongb  the  >ea  in  cloud-hi|^  waves  may  rise, 

Tboi^  the  stonn  lage,  and  felon  winds  revel, 
He  knows  tliU  sweet  star  beameth  in  the  sides. 

Unchangeable- 
Alas!  fer  him,  who  life^  rough  sea  would  try, 

flxiQE  Kif  nic  on  metcon  MaTing  &r, 

lUcing  dw  changefiil  beam  of  beauty's  eye 

His  polar  star. 

The  seaman  trusts,  indeed,  nor  tnuts  in  vain, 

For  oonstant  are  the  bright-eyed  host  of  heaven. 
While  the  swift  changing  of  the  fickle  main 
To  beauty's  given. 

But  thou!  who  in  the  pride  of  beauty  brave, 

Shinest  brighter  than  the  fairest  star  on  high, 
Take  not  thy  pattern  from  the  fickle  wave. 
But  from  the  sky. 


IS8L     CUPID'S  PUNISHMENT  AND  REVENGE. 


LISTEN,  sweet  ladies,  listen, 
listen  while  1  say 
How  Love  was  put  in  prison. 
And  bound  the  other  day : 
You  who  jeer  and  scoff  him. 
Will  joy  to  hear  it  of  him. 

Some  damsels  had  conceried 
To  take  him  unespied. 

And  by  their  strength  exerted, 
His  hands  behind  him  tied : 

His  wings  of  down  and  feather. 

They  twisted  both  together. 


Ah !  Iiow  his  grief  transcended, 
May  hardly  be  expressed, 

And  how  his  tears  descended 
Upon  his  ivory  breast 

I  tremble  while  I  name  it, 

To  think  how  they  o'ercame  it. 

These  cruel,  fair  murd'resses. 

Stript  bod)  bis  feathery  wings. 
And  cropt  the  golden  tresses 

He  o'er  his  shoulder  flings ; 
While  he  still  writhed  in  anguish. 
And  rnorc  and  more  did  languish. 

To  a  huge  oak  they  took  him, 
That  spread  its  arms  in  itir, 

And  then  they  all  forsook  him. 
And  left  him  hanging  there. 

Oh!  was  not  this  inhuman, 

Inflicted,  too,  by  woman  ? 

What  would  not  be  the  horror. 
If  love,  indeed,  were  dead! 

The  world's  whole  soul  were  sorrow, 
And  all  its  joyance  fled : 

Air,  sea,  without  his  presence. 

Would  lose  their  chiefest  pleasance. 

But  his  immortal  mother 

Beheld  his  agony  j 
First  this  band,  then  the  other. 

She  loosed,  and  let  him  free ; 
And,  now  his  state  was  changed. 
i  le  vow'd  to  be  revenged. 

.She  fill'd  his  bumish'd  quiver 
With  gold  and  leaden  darts. 

And  being  no  forgivcr. 

With  gold  he  pierced  the  hearts 

Of  lovers,  hopeless,  friendless, 

And  made  their  torments  endless. 
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With  leaden  shaft,  not  forceless, 

'GaiDst  happy  lovers'  state, 
He  aim'd  with  hand  remorseless, 

And  tum'd  their  love  to  hate ; 

Their  hopes,  long-cherished,  blasting 

With  haired  everlasting. 

Yc  &ir  ones,  who  so  often 

At  Cupid's  power  have  laughed. 
Your  haughty  carriage  soften. 

Beware  his  vengeful  shaft; 
There  lies  within  his  quiver 
Or  love  or  hate  for  ever. 


i;-).    THE   LECKND   OF  THL   ROSE. 

LADY,  one  who  loves  thee  n-oU 
Sent  me  here  with  thee  10  duell ; 
I  bring  with  me  thy  lover's  sigh, 
I  coinc  with  thcc  to  live  and  die ; 
To  live  with  thee,  belov'd,  caress'd. 
To  die  upon  thnt  gentle  breast! 
Sweeter  than  the  myrtle  wTeath, 
<  »f  love  and  joy  my  blossoms  brcalht  : 
lj>ve:  whose  name  thy  breast  aiarni^, 
Yft  who  heightens  all  thy  charms ; 
Who  li-nds  thy  check  Its  orient  d}t5. 
Who  triumphs  in  thy  laughing  ejfs: 
"Twas  from  him  1  borrow'd,  too, 
My  SB-ect  perfume,  my  purple  hue ; 
His  fragrant  hrcaih  my  buds  exhale. 
My  Mijom— ah  lady  !  list  my  talc, 

I  was  the  Summer's  fairest  priile, 
Thf  nijjhtingale's  betrothed  bride,' 
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In  Shiran'  bowers  I  sprang  to  birth, 
When  Love  first  lighted  on  the  earth, 
And  then  my  pure  inodorous  blossom, 

Blooming  on  its  thomless  tree, 
Was  snowy  on  his  mother's  bosom. 

Rising  from  the  emerald  sea. 
Young  Love,  rambling  through  the  woo4. 
Found  me  in  cny  solitude, 
Bright  with  dew,  and  freshly  blown 

And  trembling  to  the  Zephyr's  sighs  ! 
But,  as  he  stoop'd  to  gaze  upon 

The  loving  gem,  with  rnplured  eyes, 
It  chanced  a  bee  was  busy  there. 
Searching  for  its  fragrant  fare ; 
And  Cupid  stooping,  too,  to  sip, 
The  angry  insect  stung  his  lip, — 
And  gushing  from  the  ambrosia]  cell. 
One  bright  drop  on  my  bosom  fell! 
Weeping,  to  his  mother,  he 
Told  the  tale  of  treachery; 
And  she,  her  vengeful  boy  to  please. 
Strung  his  bow  with  captive  bees. 
But  placed  upon  my  slender  stem 
The  polson'd  sting  she  pluck'd  from  them. 
And  none  since  that  eventful  mom 
Has  found  the  tlowcr  without  a  thorn. 
Yet  even  the  sorrows  Love  doth  send. 
But  mote  divine  enchantment  lend. 
Still  in  Beauty's  sWcetest  bowers 
Blooms  the  Rose,  the  Queen  of  flowers. 
Brightening  with  the  sanguine  stains, 
Borrow'd  from  celestial  veins, — ^ 
And  breathing  of  the  kiss  she  caught, 
From  Love's  own  lips,  with  rapture  frjugliL 
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i«a    SIXTEEN. 

IN  ClenKatina's  artless  mien 
LodDa  uks  me  what  I  see. 
And  wre  the  roses  of  nxteoi 
Enough  for  me? 

Lncilla  asks,  if  tbu  be  all, 

Have  1  not  cuU'd  as  sweet  before  ? 
Ab  res,  LnciUa!  and  their  fall ' 
I  still  deplore. 

I  now  behold  another  scene, 

Where  pleasure  beams  with  heaven's  own  light, 
More  pure,  more  constant,  more  serene, 
And  not  less  blight 

Faith,  on  whose  breast  the  loves  repose, 

Whose  chain  of  flowers  no  force  can  sever, 
And  modesty,  who,  when  she  goes. 
Is  gone  for  ever. 

Waiter  Savage  Laitdor, . 


ifii.    FORGET  ME  NOT. 

FORGET  me  not,  when,  friends  and  fortune  smiling, 
'Mid  sweets  and  flowers  thy  careless  footsteps  Stray; 
Wbeo  lovers'  looks  and  tender  words  bcguiliDg, 

Would  steal  thy  thoughts  from  him  who  wanders  far  away. 
If  c'a,  thy  changeful  heart  o'er  plighted  vows  prevailing, 
Titou  bear'st  a  wretched  soul  deep  in  thy  breast  bewailing; 
O  tbink  'tis  thine,  rny  love,  and  dark  despair  my  lot , — 
Forget  me  not. 
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When  care  and  pain,  with  phantoms  dread  surrounding, 
Appal  thy  trembling  mind,  forlorn,  oppressed, 
!  An  inward  voice,  in  tender  whisper  sounding. 

Shall  soothe  thy  boding  fears,  and  fortify  thy  breast ; 
And  round  thy  weary  couch  a  gentle  spirit  flying, 
Shall  breathe  these  cheering  notes  in  hollow  murmurs  sighing: 
*  Faint  not,  dear  maid,  but  think  thy  lover  shares  thy  lot ;— ' 

Forget  me  not. 


I 
I  1 


When  from  her  clay-built  nest,  my  soul  departing. 

Prepares  her  blissful  flight  to  realms  on  high, 
O !  should  I  see  one  tear  of  anguish  starting,  1 

To  catch  the  falling  drops  I'd  leave  my  native  sky ; 
Then  round  thy  lovely  foiin  a  watch  incessant  keeping,  \ 

And  every  sigh  of  love  in  thrilling  transports  steeping,  \ 

I'll  snatch  thy  constant  soul,  to  share  in  heaven  my  lot; — 

Forget  me  not ! 


162.     THE   VALE   OF   LOVES  I 

I 
I 

I  DREAMT  that  in  the  Paphian  groves, 
My  nets  by  moonlight  laying, 
I  caught  a  flight  of  wanton  Loves, 

Among  the  rose-sheds  playing.  1 

Some  just  had  left  their  silvery  shell,  ' 

While  some  were  full  in  feather ; 
So  pretty  a  lot  of  loves  to  sell, 

Were  never  yet  strung  together ; 
Come  buy  my  loves,  come  buy  my  loves, 
Ye  dames,  and  rose-lipp'd  misses ! 
They're  new  and  bright. 
The  cost  is  light. 
For  the  coin  of  this  isle  is  kisses.  \ 

First  Chloris  came,  with  looks  sedate. 

The  coin  on  her  lips  was  ready ; 
*  I  buy,'  quoth  she,  *  my  love  by  weight, 

Full  grown,  if  you  please,  and  steady.' 
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*  Let  mine  be  light*,  said  Fanny, '  pray ; 

Such  lasting  toy  rends  one : 
A  light  little  love  that  wiU  last  a  day — 

To-morrow  111  sport  a  new  one.' 
Come  buy  my  loves,  come  buy  my  loves, 
Ye  dames,  and  rose-lipp*d  misses ! 
There  are  some  will  keep. 
Some  light  and  cheap, 
At  from  ten  to  twenty  kisses. 

The  learned  prue  took  a  pert  young  thing, 

To  divert  her  virgin  muse  with. 
And  sometimes  pluck  a  quill  from  his  wing, 

To  indite  her  billetdoux  with. 
Poor  Chloe  would  give  for  a  weU-fledged  pair 

Her  only  eye,  if  you'd  ask  it ; 
And  Tabitha  begg'd,  old  toothless  fair, 

For  the  youngest  love  in  the  basket 

But  ONE  was  left  when  Susan  came, 

One  worth  them  all  together; 
At  sight  of  her  dear  looks  of  shame, 
He  smiled,  and  pruned  his  feather. 
She  wish'd  the  boy,  'twas  more  than  whim— 

Her  looks,  her  sighs,  betra/d  it ; 
But  kisses  were  not  enough  for  him, 
I  ask'd  a  heart,  and — she  paid  it ! 
Good-bye,  my  loves ;  good-bye,  my  loves ; 
'Twould  make  you  smile  t've  seen  us. 
First  trade  for  this 
Sweet  child  of  bliss. 
And  then  nurse  the  boy  between  us. 

T,  Moore. 


-•o»- 


i68  TIic  Laveri 


163.     MATILDA. 

IF  chance  some  pensive  stranger  thither  led, 
His  bosom  glowing  from  romantic  views, 

The  gorgeous  palace  or  proud  landscape's  hues,  ; 

Should  ask  who  sleeps  beneath  this  lonely  bed  ? 
'Tis  poor  Matilda ! — to  the  cloistered  scene 

A  mourner  beauteous,  and  unknown,  she  came, 

To  shed  her  secret  tears,  and  quench  the  flame  >  ' 

Of  hopeless  love !   Yet  was  her  look  serene  I 

As  the  pale  moonlight  in  the  midnight  aisle.  1 

Her  voice  was  soft,  which  yet  a  charm  could  lend,  1 

Like  that  which  spake  of  a  departed  friend ;  , 

And  a  meek  sadness  sat  upon  her  smile ! 
Ah  !  be  the  spot  by  passing  pity  blest 
Where  hush'd  to  long  repose  the  wretched  rest. 

W,  L,  Bowles, 


164.    TO  A  LADY  IN   ILLNESS. 

NEW  to  the  world  when  all  was  fairy  ground. 
And  shapes  romantic  streamed  before  my  sight. 

Thy  beauty  caught  my  soul,  and  tints  as  bright 
And  fair  as  fancy's  dreams  on  thee  I  found. 
In  cold  experience,  when  my  hopes  were  drown'd, 

And  life's  dark  clouds  o'erveil'd  in  mists  of  night 

The  forms  that  wont  to  fill  me  with  delight, 
Thy  view  again  dispell'd  the  darkness  round. 
Shall  I  forget  thee  when  thy  pallid  cheek. 

The  sighing  voice,  wan  looks,  and  plaintive  air, 
No  more  the  roseate  hue  of  health  bespeak? 

Shall  I  neglect  thee  as  no  longer  fair? 
No,  lovely  maid  ?;  If  in  my  heart  I  seek. 

Thy  beauty  deeply  is  engraven  there. 

Sir  Egerton  Bridges, 
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165.    NORWEGIAN  LOVE-SONG. 

FBOM  TMB  BAinSM  OP  i»IBBB& 

THE  bright  red  sun  in  ocean  slept ; 
Beneath  a  pine  tree  Gunild  wept, 
And  eyed  the  hills  with  silver  crowns, 
And  listened  to  each  little  sound 
That  stirred  on  high. 

'Thou  stream/  she  said^'from  heights  above. 
Flow  softly  to  a  woman's  love! 
As  on  thy  azure  current  steering, 
Flow  soft,  and  shut  not  from  my  hearing, 
The  sounds  of  love.' 

Kre  chased  the  moon  the  night-cloud  pale. 
He  sought  the  deer  in  distant  dale ; 
'  Farewell,'  he  said,  *when  evening  closes 
Hxpect  me  where  the  moon  reposes, 
In  yonder  vale.' 

*  Return,  return,  my  Harold  dear ! 
This  wedded  bosom  pants  with  fear ; 
By  woodland  foe  I  deem  thee  dying ; 
U,  come !  and  hear  the  rocks  replying 
To  Gunild's  joy.'  ^ 

Then  horns  and  hounds  came  beating  wide ; 
*Tis  he!  'tis  he!'  fair  Gunild  cried; 
'Ye  winds,  to  Harold  bear  my  cry ! ' 
And  rocks  and  mountains  answered  high, 
"Tishe!  'tis  he!' 

Walker. 


IOVE  !  our  being's  waking  blii: 
— *   Si)iritgarb  of  happiness  ; 
Heaven's  lialo  sent  tu  hliinc 
O'er  a  world  no  more  divine! 
Nature's  heart,  whose  choicest  mea 
Jieats  in  time  to  promised  pleasure 
Drop  to  drop  within  the  ocean ; 

Star  to  star  in  hea^'cn  above, 
Moving  with  harmonious  motion 

Round  the  sun  they  love ; 
Brotherhood  and  sympathy 
Are  the  laws  that  flow  from  thee. 
Love !  that  art  within  the  mind 
Of  our  erring,  hapless  kind, 
Even  this — a  recollection 
Of  a  holier  affection. 

Bom  in  heaven ;  fairest  then, 
With  the  silver  chaplets  round  it, 
Of  the  singing  stars  that  bound  it, 
Then  nestled  on  its  father's  breast. 
With  angel-wings  to  shade  its  rest, — 

Reflected  last  on  men. 
Ere  then,  as  rich  as  thought,  as  fair 
As  minstrel  dreams,  its  speech  was  pi 
Its  kindred  sweet,  ^hosc  forms  that  bl 
This  world  with  their  rare  loveliness, 
And  felt  the  sense,  with  music  flung 
From  harps  unearthly,  spirit-strung. 
What  if  it  fell  to  mix  with  men. 
And  none  mn«;t  ff»pi  i*^  *-»••- *    " 


r 
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The  minstrel's  magic  melody. 
In  such  soft  numbers  move; 
But  liker  still,  for  that  they  be 
Themselves  the  brood  of  Memory, 
Those  recollected  distant  chants 
Of  homes  for  which  the  Switzer  pants, 
That  raise  beneath  the  tropics  glow 
His  old  familiar  Alpine  snow.  Laihanu 


167.    A  LOVER. 

\  KABIAN  fiction  never  filled  the  world, 
^  *•  With  half  the  wonders  that  were  wrought  for  him. 
I^lanb  breathed  in  one  great  presence  of  the  spring ; 
Life  tum'd  the  meanest  of  her  implements 
Hdbre  his  eyes  to  price,  above  all  gold ; 
The  house  she  dwelt  in  was  a  sainted  shrine ; 
Her  chamber  window  did  surpass  in  glory 
The  portal  of  the  dawn ;  all  paradise 
Could,  by  the  simple  opening  of  a  door, 
Let  itself  in  upon  him ; — pathways,  walka, 
Suarm'd  with  enchantment,  but  his  spirit  sank, 
Surcharg'd  within  him — overblest  to  move 
r>cneath  a  sun  that  walks  a  weary  world 
To  its  dull  ronnd  of  ordinary  cares ; — 
A  :Tian  loo  happy  for  mortality.  Wordsworth. 


m.    SHE  WAS  A   PHANTOM   OF   DELIGHT. 

SHE  was  a  phantom  of  delight 
WTien  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  sight ; 

A  lovely  apparition,  sent  I 

To  be  a  moment's  ornament ;  \ 

Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair ;  1 

Like  twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair ;  I 
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* 

But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  dawn— 
A  dancing  shape,  an  image  gay, 
To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  waylay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  spirit,  yet  a  woman  too ! 

Her  household  motions  light  and  free. 

And  steps  of  virgin  liberty; 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet; 

A  creature,  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nature's  daily  food — 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 


And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 
The  very  pulse  of  the  machine ; 
A  being  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 
A  traveller  between  life  and  death ; 
The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and  skill ; 
A  perfect  woman,  nobly  plann'd, 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  conunand ; 
And  yet  a  spirit  still,  and  bright 
With  something  of  an  angel  light 

Wordsworth, 


169.   she  dwelt  among  the  untrodden 

Ways. 

SHE  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways, 
Beside  the  springs  of  Dove, 
A  maid,  whom  there  were  none  to  praise. 
And  very  few  to  love. 


Dictumary.  173 

A  violet,  by  a  mossy  stone. 

Half  hidden  from  the  eye ! 
Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

«  She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 
When  Lucy  o^ised  to  be ; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  and,  oh. 
The  difference  to  me. 

W.  Wordsworth. 


17a    INCOGNITA. 

IMAGE  of  one,  who  lived  of  yore! 
Hail  to  that  lovely  mien. 
Once  quick  and  conscious ; — ^now  no  more 

On  land  or  ocean  seen. 
Were  all  earth's  breathing  forms  to  pass 
Before  me  in  Agrippa's  glass, 
Many  as  fair  as  thou  might  be : 

But  oh !  not  one, — not  one  like  thee. 

• 
Thou  art  no  child  of  fancy ; — thou 

The  very  look  dost  wear, 
That  gave  enchantment  to  a  brow 

Wreath'd  with  luxuriant  hair. 
Lips  of  mom  embathed  in  dew, 
And  eyes  of  evening's  starry  blue ; 
Of  all  who  e'er  enjoyed  the  sun, 
Thou  art  the  image  of  but  one. 

And  who  was  she  in  virgin  prime, 

And  May  of  womanhood, 
Whose  roses  here,  unpluck'd  by  time, 

In  shadowy  tints  have  stood ; 
While  many  a  winter's  withering  blast 
Hath  o'^r  the  dark  cold  chamber  pass'd. 
In  which  her  once-resplendent  form 
Sltunbcr'd  to  dust  beneath  the  storm? 
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Of  gentle  blood ; — upon  her  birth 

Consenting  planets  smiled, 
And  she  had  seen  those  days  of  mirth 

That  frolic  round  the  child. 
To  bridal  bloom  her  streng^  had  sprung: 
Behold  her  beautiful  and  young ! 
Lives  there  a  record  which  hath  told 
That  she  was  wedded,  widow'd,  old  i 

How  long  her  dates,  'twere  vain  to  guess ; 

The  pencil's  cunning  art 
Can  but  a  single  glance  express 

One  motion  of  the  heart ; 
A  smile,  a  blush, — 2l  transient  grace 
Of  air,  and  attitude,  and  face — 
One  passion's  changing  colour  mix, 
One  moment's  flight  for  ages  fix. 

Her  joys  and  giiefs  alike  in  vain, 

Would  fancy  here  recall ; 
Her  throbs  of  ecstasy  or  pain 

Lull'd  in  oblivion  all. 
With  her,  mcthinks,  life's  little  hour 
Pass'd  like  the  fragrance  of  a  flower, 
That  leaves  upon  the  vernal  mind 
Sweetness  we  ne'er  again  may  find. 

Where  dwelt  she? — ^Ask  yon  agM  tree, 

Whose  boughs  embower  the  lawn, 
Whether  the  birds'  wild  minstrelsy 

Awoke  her  here  at  dawn ; 
Whether  beneath  its  youthful  shade. 
At  noon,  in  infancy  she  pla/d : 
If  from  the  oak  no  answer  come. 
Of  her  all  oracles  are  dumb. 

The  dead  are  like  the  stars  by  day. 
Withdrawn  from  mortal  eye  ; 

But  not  extinct,  they  hdld  their  way 
In  glory  through  the  sky : 


Spirici  from  bondage,  thus  set  free, 
Vuiish  amidst  immeosity. 
Where  hum^in  thau);ht3,  like  human  'iglic, 
ftt\  10  pursue  their  trackless  Dtght. 

Somewhere  within  created  space, — 

Cnuld  I  explore  th^t  round, — 
In  bliss,  or  woe,  there  is  a  place. 

Wlicrc  she  might  still  be  found  ,- 
And  oh !  unless  those  eyes  deceive. 
1  may,  1  must,  I  will  believe. 
Th»t  she,  whose  charms  so  rocelcly  glow, 
li  what  she  only  sccm'd  below. 

An  angel  in  that  glorious  realm. 
Where  God  himself  Is  king  ;— 

But  awe  and  fear,  that  overwhelm 
Presumption,  check  my  wing ; 

Nor  dare  imagination  look 

t'pon  the  S)-mbols  of  that  book 

Wherein  ciemity  unrolls 

The  judf-mciii  on  dep.trtcd  souls. 

Of  her  of  whom  these  pictured  tines 

A  timt  resemblance  form ; 
Tair  as  the  second  rainbow  shint-s 

Aloof  amid  the  storm ; 
Of  her  this  '  shadow  of  a  shade.' 
Ukc  its  origin^  must  Cade, 
And  she,  forgotten  when  unseen. 
Shall  be  as  if  she  ne'er  had  been. 

Ah  I  then  perchance,  this  dieaming  strain 

Of  all  that  e'er  I  sung, 
A  lorn  memorial  may  icmain. 

When  silent  lies  my  tongue. 
When  that  the  meteor  of  my  fjme 
ijO«t  the  vain  lips  of  my  name 
This  leaf,  this  fiillen  leaf,  muy  be 
The  oidy  traee  of  her  and  me. 


With  one  who  lived  of  old,  my  song 

In  lonely,  cadence  rose ; 
To  one  who  is  unborn,  belong 

The  accents  of  its  close : 
Ages  to  come,  ^ith  courteous  ear, 
Some  youth  my  warning  voice  may  hear ; 
And  voices  from  the  dead  should  be 
The  warnings  of  eternity. 

When  these  weak  hnes  thy  presence  greet, 

Reader !  if  I  am  blest, 
Again,  as  spirits,  may  we  meet 

In  glory  and  in  rest ; 
If  not, — and  I  have  lost  my  way — 
There  part  we ;  go  not  thou  astray. 
No  tomb,  no  vefse,  my  story  tell ! 
Once,  and  for  ever,  fare  thee  weU. 

James  Montgomery, 


i;i.     TO    lANTHE. 

•  

WHILE  the  winds  whistle  round  my  cheerless  room, 
And  the  pale  morning  droops  with  winter's  gloom ; 
While  indistinct  lie  rude  and  cultured  lands. 
The  ripening  harvest  of  the  hoary  sands : 
Alone  and  destitute  of  every  page 
That  fires  the  poet,  or  informs  the  sage. 
Where  shall  my  wishes,  where  my  fancy  rove. 
Rest  upon  past,  or  cherish  promised  love? 

Alas !  the  past  I  never  can  regain,  |  3 

Wishes  may  rise,  and  tears  may  flow  in  vain. 
Fancy,  tliat  shows  her  in  her  early  bloom, 
Throws  barren  sunshine  o'er  the  unyielding  tomb. 
What  then  would  passion,  what  would  reason  dor 
Sure,  to  retrace  is  worse  than  to  piursue. 
There  will  I  sit,  till  heaven  shall  cease  to  lour, 
And  happier  Hesper  bring  the  appointed  houi! 
Gaze  on  the  mingled  waste  of  sky  and  sea, 
Think  of  my  love,  and  bid  her  think  of  me. 

Walter  Savage  Lander, 
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For  RMons  not  to  love  Iiini  once  I  sought, 

And  vearied  all  my  thought 
To  vei  myself  and  him ;  I  now  would  give 

My  lore,  could  he  but  live 
\Vbo  lately  lived  for  me,  and,  when  he  found 

Twas  rain,  in  holy  ground 
He  hid  his  face  amid  die  shades  of  death  \ 


I  waste  for  him  my  breath 
Who  wasted  his  for  me!  but  mine  returns. 

And  this  lom  bosom  bums  ! 

VVidi  stifling  heat,  hi^ving  ii  up  in  steep,  i 

And  waking  me  to  weep  I 

Teai^  that  had  melted  his  soft  heart ; — for  years  i 

Wept  he  as  bitter  tears ! 

'Merciful  Cod ! '  such  was  his  latest  prayer, 

'These  may  she  never  share! '  ! 

Quieter  is  his  breath,  his  breast  more  cold  | 

Than  daisies  in  the  mould, 
\^'here  children  spell,  athwart  the  churchyard  gate. 

His  name  and  life's  brief  date. 
IVay  for  him,  gentle  souls,  whoe'er  you  be,  , 

And,  oh !  pray,  too,  for  me ' 

Walter  Savage  Laiidor. 
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173,    WOMAN. 

FAIREST  and  loveliest  of  created  things, 
By  our  great  Author  in  the  image  form'd 
Of  his  celestial  glory,  and  designed 
To  be  man's  solace.     Undefiled  by  sin 
How  much  dost  thou  exceed  all  earthly ^hapes 
Of  beautiful,  to  charm  the  wistfiil  eye, 
Bland  to  the  touch,  or  precious  to  the  use ! 
His  treasure  of  delight,  while  the  fresh  prime 
Adorns  his  forehead  with  the  joy  of  youth ; 
His  comfort  in  the  winter  of  the  soul  I 
Chaste  woman,  thou  art  e*en  a  brighter  gem 
To  him  who  wears  thee  than  e*er  shone  displayed 
Upon  the  monarch's  .diadem;  a  charm 
More  sweet  to  lull  all  sorrow,  than  the  tint 
Of  spring's  young  verdure  in  the  dewy  mom, 
Or  music's  mellow  tones,  which  floating  come 
Over  the  water  like  a  fairy  dream ! 
Thou  hangcst  as  a  wreath,  upon  his  neck, 
More  fragrant  the  rose,  in  thy  pure  garb 
Of  blushing  gentleness.     Thou  art  a  joy 
More  sprightly  than  the  lark  in  vernal  suns 
Raising  his  throat  to  heaven,  or  forest  call 
By  blithesome  Dryads  blown ;  a  faithful  stay ; 
In  all  the  world's  mischances  a  helpmate 
For  man  in  sickness,  and  decay,  and  death. 
Thou  art  more  precious  than  an  only  child 
In  weary  age  begotten,  a  clear  spring 
Amid  the  desert,  an  unhoped-for  land 
To  baffled  mariners,  or  dawn  of  day 
To  who  has  prcss'd  all  night  a  fever'd  couch. 
Oh,  wherefore,  best  desired,  and  most  beloved 
Of  all  heaven's  works,  oh,  wherefore  wert  thou  made 
To  be  our  curse  as  well  as  blessing  I  lured 
From  thy  first  shape  of  innocence  to  become 
A  thing  abased  by  guilt,  and  more  deform'd 
As  thine  original  glory  was  more  bright! 

William  Herbert. 
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OH  NO  !  NOT  EVEN  WHEN    FIRST  WE 
LOVED. 

OH  no !  not  e'en  whra  Grst  we  loved, 
Wert  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  art  ; 
Tby  beauty  then  my  sense!  moved. 

But  now  thy  virtues  bind  my  heart. 
"N^rtul  was  but  passion's  sigh  before, 

Has  since  been  tum'd  to  reason's  vow; 
.^nil  thoagh  I  then  might  love  thee  more, 
Trust  me,  I  love  thee  better  now  1 

Alilwugh  mj  heart,  in  earlier  youth, 

Miyhl  kindle  with  more  wild  desire; 
Bdicvc  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  lire. 
Tht  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core 

Thw  then  but  sparkled  on  my  brow, 
^nd  though  1  seem'd  to  love  thee  more, 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  belter  now. 

Thomas  .\Teori'. 


i;;.    THE  BROKEN   APPOINTMENT. 

I  SOUGHT  at  mom  the  beechen  bower. 
Thy  verdant  grot. 
It  came — it  went — the  promised  hour; 

I  found  thee  not. 
bghi  Zephyrs  from  tlie  quivering  boughs 

Soon  brush'd  the  transient  dew, 
Tlim  first,  I  f«ar"d  that  Love's  own  vows 
Were  transient  loo ! 

At  eve  I  sought  the  wctl'known  stream 

Where,  woni  to  rove, 
We  brothcd  sii  oft,  by  twilight  ijleam, 

Our  vows  of  love; 
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I  stopp'd  upon  the  pleasant  brink 

And  saw  the  wave  glide  past ; 

Ah  me !  I  could  not  help  but  think 
Love  glides  as  fast 

Tlien,  all  along  the  moonlight  glen. 

So  soft,  so  fair, 
I  sought  thy  truant  steps  again : 

Thou  wert  not  there. 
The  clouds  held  on  their  busy  way 

Athwart  the  waning  moon ; 
[  And  such,  I  said,  Love's  fitful  ray, 

And  wanes  as  soon. 

■ 

Oh !  I  had  cull'd  for  thee  a  wreath 

Of  blossoms  rare ; 
But  now  each  floweret  droops  beneath 

The  chill  night-air. 
'Tis  past,  long  past  our  latest  hou|^, 

And  yet  thou  art  not  nigh. 
Oh !  Love,  thou  art  indeed  a  flower 

Born  but  to  die. 

Johfi  Kenyon. 


176.     OFT   IN   THE   STILLY  NIGHT. 

OFT  in  the  stilly  night, 
Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Fond  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears, 
Of  boyhood's  years, 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone, 
The  cheerful  hciirt's  now  broken  ! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  mc. 


DUlionary.  Ij 

When  I  Rmember  all 

The  frieDds,  so  link'd  logeihcr, 
tVc  wen  annind  me  Tall, 

like  leaves  in  wiouy  weather, 
1  feel  like  one 
Who  treads  alone, 
Some  banquet  hall  deserted, 
Whose  lights  are  fled, 
Whose  gaiiand's  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night, 

Eie  slumber's  chain  has  bound  mc, 
Sad  meioocy  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  ni& 

Thomas  Moore. 


177.     EPIGRAM. 

HOW  much  arc  they  decciv'd  who  vainly  strive, 
By  jealous  fears  to  keep  our  flames  alive  I 
Lova  is  like  a  torch,  which  if  secur'd  from  blasts, 
Will  bindicT  bum,  but  then  it  longer  lasts. 
Exposed  to  storms  of  jealousy  and  doubi.    • 
The  blaie  graws  greater,  but  'tis  sooner  out. 

li-i/liam  Walsh. 


178.    TO  APOLLO  MAKING    LOVE. 


I  AM,  eiy'd  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd, 
And  panting  for  breath  the  coy  virgin  pursu'J, 
When  his  wisdom,  in  manner  most  ample  exprest 
The  tons  list  of  graces  his  godship  posscst : 
I'm  tbc  god  of  sweet  soni;,  and  inspirer  of  lays ; 
Sol  for  lays  "w  *weet  song,  the  fair  fugitive  stays  ; 
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Tm  the  god  of  the  harp, — stop,  my  fairest— in  vain ; 
Nor  the  harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetch  her  again. 
Every  plant,  every  flower,  and  their  virtues  I  know, 
God  of  light  Tm  above,  and  of  physic  below. 
At  the  dreadful  word  physic  the  nymph  fled  more  fast ; 
At  the  fatal  word  jihysic  she  doubled  her  haste. 
Thou  fond  god  of  wisdom,  there  alter  thy  phrase, 
Bid  her  win  the  young  bloom,  and  thy  ravishing  rays, 
Tell  her  less  of  thy  knowledge,  and  more  of  thy  charms. 
And  my  life  for  't,  the  damsel  shall  fly  to  thy  arms.  ^ 

Thomas  TickelL 


179.     ON   HIS   MISTRESS  DROWNED. 

SWEET  stream,  that  dost  with  equal  pace 
.  Both  thyself  fly  and  thyself  chase, 
Forbear  awhile  to  flow, 
And  listen  to  my  woe. 

Then  go,  and  tell  the  sea  that  all  its  brine 

Is  fresh,  compar'd  to  mine ; 
Inform  it  that  the  gentler  dame. 
Who  ^*ias  the  life  of  all  my  flame, 

In  the  glory  of  her  bud 

Has  pass'd  the  fatal  flood. 
Death  by  this  only  stroke  triumphs  above 

The  greatest  power  of  Love ; 

Alas,  alas !  I  must  give  o'er, 
My  sighs  will  let  me  add  no  more. 
Go  on,  sweet  stream,  and  henceforth  rest 
No  more  than  does  my  troubled  breast ; 
And  if  my  sad  complaints  have  made  thee  stay, 
These  tears,  these  tears,  shall  mend  thy  way. 

Sprat,  Bishop  of  Rochester, 


Dictionary.  183 


i&x    TO  A  HANDSOME  YOUNG  LADY  WHO 
TALKED  TOO  MUCH. 

WHILE  rapCur'd  on  your  charms  I  gaze, 
You  talk  so  loud  and  long, 
I  find  you,  angel  in  your  face, 
But  woman  in  your  tongue. 

When  taken  captive  by  your  eyes. 

What  pains  I  might  endure ! 
Hut  happily  your  tongue  supplies 

To  beauty's  wounds  a  cure. 

If  lovers,  then,  you  would  pursue, 

Ah !  learn  your  power  to  prize, 
Nor  by  your  idle  tongue  undo 

The  conquests  of  your  eyes. 


181.    THE   RIGHTS  OF   MEN. 

I 

TO  A  LADY.  \ 

WHILE  Others,  Delia,  use  their  pen 
To  nndicate  the  rights  of  men, 
Let  us,  more  wise,  to  bliss  attend : 
He  our*s  the  Rights  which  they  defend  • 

Those  eyes  that  glow  with  love's  own  fire, 
And  what  they  speak  so  well  inspire ; 
That  melting  hand,  that  heaving  breast. 
That  rises  only  to  be  prest ; 
That  ivory  neck,  those  lips  of  bliss 
Which  half  in\ntes  the  ofler'd  kiss ; 
These,  these— and  Love  approves  the  plan--- 
I  deem  the  dearest  Rights  of  Man. 


\ 


^    .»    •wL.^u   uiiNTLEMAN. 


HOW  clc.'ir  the  sky  I  how  soft  the  gi 
])i\-Mh\n'^  Ahm-j;  tlic  dewy  v.ilc  ! 

For  lo  !   the  wintry  wiiuK  ;ire  llctl. 
No  more  the  stream  at  random  strays, 
But  in  its  native  channel  plays, 

And  flowers  enamel  all  the  mead. 
Even  furious  storms  subside,  but  you 
The  plaintive  measure  still  renew, 

Of  Helia*s  absence  still  complain. 
Cease,  tuneful  boy !  nor  feed  your  woe. 
For  absence  may  a  cure  bestow. 

When  sighs  and  tears  and  vows  are  va 
Nay,  heaven  forbid  your  gentle  heart 
Should  with  the  generous  passion  part 

Should  cease  to  love  and  to  admire. 
The  muse  i^ore  liberal  maxims  knows. 
And  if  she  promises  repose, 

Tis  by  fulfilling  your  desire. 
If  e'er  your  melting  suit  inclined 
Her  fearful,  amiable  mind, 

Absence  will  wake  the  latent  flames 
More  than  your  soft  persuasive  tales ; 
Absence  with  magic  power  prevails, 

And  all  her  timid  wildness  tames. 
Believe  the  muse ;  even  now  she  glows. 
Feels  and  commiserates  your  woes ; 

Her  coyness  gentle  love  disarms. 
Surprise  her  with  your  amorous  haste, 
Go  clasp  her  to  vour  ei\crt*r  Kr^^^*- 
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183.    TO  A  LADY, 


BRIMFUL  of  anger,  noi  of  love, 
The  champion  sends  his  foe  one  glove; 
Bat  I,  who  iui-c  A  double  share 
Of  softer  passion,  send  a  pair. 
Nor  ihink  il,  dcarcsl  Cdia,  cruel 
Thai  I  invite  you  to  a  duel ; 
Ready  to  meet  you,  face  10  face, 
At  My  time,  in  any  pUcc ; 
XoT  will  1  leave  you  in  the  lurch 
Thi/  you  should  dare  to  name  the  church. 
There  come  cquipp'd  with  nil  your  charms, 
The  ring  and  licence  are  my  arms ; 
Ulih  these  I  mean  your  power  to  try, 
And  mecl  my  charmer  tho'  I  die. 

Villiert,  Dukt  of  BueiiHshm. 


18+     CUPID  AND   FOLLY. 


CU  PI  D,  e'er  dtprived  of  sight 
Young  and  apt  for  all  delight. 
Met  with  Folly  on  ihc  way. 
As  idle,  and  as  fond  of  play, 
In  gay  sports  the  ume  they  pus ; 
N«w  niDi  now  wrestle  on  the  grasi ; 
Their  pointed  wings  then  nimbly  ply. 
And  ev'ry  way  Kix  mast'ry  try : 
Tin  >  combat  docs  arise. 
Who  has  won  tli"  appointed  priie. 
Genilc  Love  refers  the  case 
To  the  next  that  comes  in  place, 
Trusting  to  his  flatt'ring  wiles, 
And  Mrieiu  ibc  dilute  with  smiles. 
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But  Folly,  who  no  temper  kno^s, 
Words  pursues  with  hotter  blows : 
Till  the  eyes  of  Love  were  lost, 
Which  has  such  pain  to  mortals  cost 
Venus  hears  his  mournful  cries, 
And  repeats  them  in  the  skies, 
So  Jupiter  in  council  set. 
With  peers  for  the  occasion  met 
In  her  arms  the  boy  she  bears, 
Bathing  him  in  falling  tears ; 
But  whilst  his  want  of  eyes  is  shown, 
Secures  the  judges  by  her  own. 
Folly  to  the  board  must  come, 
And  hear  the  trial  and  the  doom ; 
Which  Cytherea  loudly  prays 
May  be  as  heavy  as  the  case, 
Which,  when  all  was  justly  weigh*d, 
Cupid's  wings  now  useless  made, 
That  a  staff  his  feet  must  guide. 
Which  would  still  be  apt  to  slide ; 
This  decree  at  last  was  read — 
That  Love  by  Folly  should  be  led 

Anne^  Countess  of  Winchilsi 


185.    SYMPTOMS   OF   LOVE. 

COME  here,  fond  youth,  whoe'er  thou  be. 
That  boasts  to  love  as  well  as  me, 
And  if  thy  breast  have  felt  so  wide  a  wound, 
Come  hither  and  thy  flame  approve ; 
ril  teach  thee  what  it  is  to  love, 
And  by  what  marks  true  passion  may  be  found. 

It  is  to  be  all  bath'd  in  tears, 

To  live  upon  a  smile  for  years. 
To  lie  whole  ages  at  a  beauty's  feet ; 

To  kneel,  to  languish,  to  implore, 

And  still  though  she  disdain,  adore ; 
It  is  to  do  all  this,  and  think  thy  sufferings  sweet 
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It  is  to  gaie  upon  hefeyej 

With  eager  joy  and  fond  surprise, 
Yet  temper'd  «rith  such  chaste  and  awful  fear 

As  wretcbet  feel  who  .wait  their  doom ; 

Nor  must  one  ruder  thought  presume, 
Tbtf  but  in  whispers  breath'd,  to  meet  lier  ear. 

It  is  to  hope,  tbo'  hope  were  lost, 

Tho*  heaven  and  earth  th^  passion  crost ;  ' 
Tho'  she  were  brif^t  as  sainted  queens  above. 

And  thou  the  least  and  meanest  swain 

That  folds  his  flock  upon  the  plain  \ 
Yet  If  thou  dar'st  not  hope,  thou  dost  not  love. 

It  is  to  quench  thy  joy  in  tears. 

To  nurse  stiange  doubts  and  groundless  fears ; 
If  pangs  of  jealousy  thou  hast  not  proved, 

Tho"  she  were  fonder  and  more  true 

That  any  nymph  old  poets  drew. 
Oh  never  dream  again  that  thou  hast  lov'd. 

If  when  the  darling  maid  is  gone, 

Thou  dost  not  seek  to  be  alone, 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  trance  of  tender  woe ; 

And  muse  and  fold  ihy  languid  arms, 

Feeding  thy  fancy  on  her  charms  ; 
Thou  dost  not  love,  for  love  is  nourish'd  so. 

If  any  hopes  thy  bosom  share 

But  those  which  love  has  planted  there, 
Or  any  cares  but  bis  thy  breast  enthral, 

Tbou  never  yet  his  power  hast  known; 

Love  sits  on  a  despotic  throne, 
And  reigns  a  tyrant,  if  be  reigns  at  all. 

Now  if  thou  art  so  lost  a  thing, 

Here  all  thy  tender  sorrows  bring. 
And  prove  whose  patience  longest  can  endure ; 

Well  strive  whose  fancy  shall  be  lost 

In  dreams  of  fondest  passion  most ; 
For  if  thou  thus  hast  lov'd,  ohl  never  hope  a  curc. 
Aliss  Aiken. 
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i86.    I   DIE  FOR  THY  SWEET  LOVE. 

I  DIE  for  thy  sweet  love !    The  ground 
Not  panteth  so  for  summer  rain, 
As  I  for  one  soft  look  of  thine, 
And  yet — I  sigh  in  vainl 

A  hundred  men  are  near  thee  now — 
Each  one,  perhaps,  surpassing  me ; 

But  who  doth  feel  a  thousandth  part 
Of  what  I  feci  for  thee? 

They  look  on  thee,  as  men  will  look 

Who  round  the  wild  world  laugh  and  rove, 

/  only  think — ^how  sweet  'twould  be 
To  die  for  thy  sweet  love. 

Barry  Comwa 


187.     BY  A   LOVER. 

BY  every  sweet  tradition  of  true  hearts, 
Graven  by  time,  in  love  with  his  own  lore; 

By  all  old  martyrdoms  and  antique  smarts, 
Wlicrein  love  died,  to  be  alive  the  more ; 
Yea,  by  the  sad  impression  on  the  shore 

Left  by  the  drown'd  Leander,  to  endear 
That  coast  for  ever,  where  the  billow's  roar 

Moaneth  for  pity  in  the  poet's  ear  ; 

By  Hero's  faith,  and  the  foreboding  tear 
That  quench'd  her  brand's  last  twinkle  in  its  fall ; 

By  Sappho's  leap,  and  the  low  rustling  fear 
That  sigh'd  around  her  flight,  I  swear  by  all. 

The  world  shall  find  such  pattern  in  my  act, 

As  if  love's  great  example  still  were  lacked. 

Thomas  Hot 
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188.    VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY'S  *  SHERLOCK 
»  UPON    DEATH/ 


I 


MISTAKEN  fair,  lay  Sherlock  by, 
His  doctrine  is  deceiving; 
For  whilst  he  teaches  us  to  die, 
He  cheats  us  of  our  living. 

To  die's  a  lesson  we  shall  know 
Too  soon,  without  a  master ; 

Then  let  us  only  study  now 

How  we  may  live  ^he  faster. 

To  live 's  to  love,  to  bless,  be  blest, 
With  mutual  inclination ; 

Share  then  my  ardour  in  your  breast, 
And  kindly  meet  my  passion. 

But  if  thus  bless'd  I  may  not  live, 

And  that  you  deny, 
To  me  at  least  your  Sherlock  give, 

Tis  I  must  learn  to  die. 


189.     SOLILOQUY   OF  A   BEAUTY   IN   THE 

COUNTRY. 

"T^WAS  night;  and  Flavia  to  her  room  retird, 
A     With  evening  chat  and  sober  reading  tir^d ; 
There  melancholy,  pensive,  and  alone, 
She  meditates  on  the  forsaken  town ; 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  her  drooping  heai, 
She  sigh'd,  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  said  : 
*  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair, 
To  move  with  negligence,  to  dress  with  care ; 
What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  can  boast. 
If  all  in  envious  solitude  arc  lost  ? 


I  go  Tlu  Loveri 

Where  none  admires  'tis  useless  to  excel; 

Where  none  are  beaus  'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle. 

Beauty,  like  wit,  to  jut^cs  should  be  shown ; 

Both  most  are  valued  when  they  best  ai«  known. 

With  every  grace  of  nature,  as  of  art, 

We  cannot  break  one  stubborn  country  heart. 

The  brutes,  insensible,  our  power  defy : 

To  love  exceeds  a  squire's  capacity. 

The  town,  the  court,  is  Beauty's  proper  sphere: 

That  is  our  heaven,  and  we  are  angels  there. 

In  that  gay  circle  thousand  Cupids  rove: 

The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  love. 

How  has  my  conscious  heart  with  triuniph  glow'd. 

How  have  my  sparkling  eyes  their  transport  show 'J, 

At  each  distinguibh'd  birth -ni^ht  ball  to  see 

The  homage  due  to  empire  paid  to  mc! 

When  every  eye  was  fixed  on  me  alone, 

And  dreaded  mine  more  than  the  monarch's  frown ; 

When  rival  statesmen  for  my  favour  strove, 

Less  jealous  in  their  pow'r  than  in  their  love. 

Chang'd  is  the  scene ;  and  all  my  glories  die. 

Like  flow'rs  transplanted  to  a  colder  sky; 

Lost  is  llie  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 

The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  sla\'cs  complain. 

In  stupid  indolence  my  life  is  spent, 

Supinely  calm  and  dully  innocent. 

Unblest  1  wear  niy  useless  time  away; 

Sleep  (wretched  maid!)  all  night,  and  dream  all  day; 

Go  at  set  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer, 

For  dulness  ever  must  be  regular. 

Now  with  mamma  at  tedious  whist  I  playj 

Now  without  scandal  drink  insipid  tea; 

Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air. 

Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there ; 

From  books  to  work,  from  work  to  books,  I  rove, 

And  am  (alas!)  at  leisure  to  improve! 

Is  this  the  life  a  Beauty  ought  to  lead? 

Were  eyes  so  radiant  only  made  to  read? 

These  fingers,  at  whose  touch  even  age  would  glow. 

Arc  these  of  use  for  nothing  but  to  sew? 


DieHatutry. 

Pure  Inring  nature  never  could  design 

To  fimn  k  housewife  in  a  mould  like'  mine  I 

O  Venus,  queen  snd  guardian  of  the  fai', 

Attend  i»npitious  to  thjr  votary's  prayer : 

Let  me  revisit  the  dear  town  again, 

I.et  me  be  seeni — Could  I  that  wish  obtain, 

All  other  wishes  my  own  pow'r  could  gain.' 


1901    FORBIDDEN   LOVE. 

I  LOVE  thee!  Oh  the  strife,  the  pain, 
The  fiery  thoughts  that  through  me  roll! 
I  love  thee;  took— again,  again  I 

O  stars!  that  thou  could'st  read  my  soul ; 
I  would  thy  bright,  bright  eye  could  pierce 

The  crimson  folds  that  hide  my  heart ; 

Then  would'st  thou  lind  the  serpent  fierce 

That  slings  nie — and  will  not  depart. 

Look  love  upon  me,  with  thine  eyes ; 
Yet  no— men's  evil  tongues  are  nigh. 

Look  pity,  then,  and  with  thy  sighs 
Waste  music  on  me — lest  I  die! 

Yet  love  not!  sigh  not  I  turn  (thou  must) 
Thy  beauty,  from  me  sweet  and  kind ; 

Tis  fit  that  1  should  turn  to  dust- 
To  death ;  because,  1  am  not  blind 

I  love  thee— and  I  live!  The  moon 

Who  sees  me  from  her  calm  above. 
The  wind  who  weaves  her  dim  soft  tune 

About  me,  know  how  much  I  love ! 
Naught  else,  Kive  night  and  the  lonely  hour. 

E'er  heard  my  passion  wild  and  strong : 
Even  thou  yet  deem'st  not  of  thy  power, 

Unless — thou  read'st  aright  my  song. 

Barry  Cortfu/aH- 


igi.    ARIADNE. 


THE  moist  and  quiet  moon  was  scarcdy  breaking, 
When  Ariadne  in  her  bower  was  wakiDg ; 
Her  eyelids  still  were  closing,  and  she  beard 
But  indistinctly  yet  a  little  bird, 
That  in  the  leaves  o'er  head,  waiting  the  sun, 
Seem'd  answering  another  distant  one. 
She  waked,  but  stin'd  not,  only  just  to  please 
Her  pillow-nestling  cheek ;  while  the  full  seas 
The  birds,  the  leaves,  the  luEing  love  o'emight, 
The  happy  thought  of  the  returning  light. 
The  sweet,  self-will'd  content,  conspired  to  kccji 
Her  senses  liiiEcring  in  the  field  of  grief; 
And  with  a  little  smile  she  seemed  to  say, 
'  I  know  my  love  is  near  me,  and  'tis  day.' 

Leigh  Hunt 


192.    TO  MARY. 

IT  is  not  alone  while  we  live  in  the  light 
Of  friendship's  kindling  glance, 
That  its  beams  so  true,  and  so  tenderly  bright. 

Our  purest  joys  can  enhance ; 
Itut  that  ray  shines  on  through  a  night  of  tear>>, 
And  its  liglit  is  round  us  in  after  years. 

Nor  is  it  while  yet  on  the  listening  ear 

The  accents  of  friendship  steal, 
That  we  know  the  extent  of  the  joy  so  dear, 

Which  its  touching  tones  reveal : 
Tis  in  after  moments  of  sorrow  and  pain 
Their  echo  surpasses  in  music's  strain. 


I 


Dictionary. 

Tlunigli  jrears  hcve  roll'd  by,  deu-  Mary!  since  w 
Have  lodc'd  on  cftch  other's  face, 
_  Yt-t  thy  memoiy  is  fondly  cbcHsh'd  by  me, 
For  my  heart  is  its  dwelling-place; 
Aad  if  on  this  earth  we  ibould  meet  no  more, 
1 1  must  linger  there  still  until  life  is  o'er. 

The  traveller  wtio  journeys  the  live-long  day. 

Through  some  enchanting  vale, 
Should  he,  when  the  mists  of  evening  are  gray. 

Some  neighbouring  mountain  scale, 
Oh  :  will  he  not  stop,  and  look  back  to  review 
The  delightful  retreats  he  has  wander'd  through  ? 

So  I,  who  have  toil'd  up  life's  steep  hill, 

Some  steps  since  wc  parted  last. 
Often  pensively  pause,  and  look  eagerly  still 

On  the  few  bright  spots  1  have  pass'd ; 
And  some  of  the  brightest,  dear  Mary,  to  me, 
Were  the  lovely  ones  I  enjoyed  with  thee. 


1  know  not  how  so 
The  valley  of  ye 

<  >r  how  quickly  its 

In  the  mists  of  s 

But  till  quench'd  ii 

J  shall  k>ok  back  a 


in  dark  hours  may  shade 

i«  gone  by, 

bappicst  haunts  may  fade 

n  evening  sky; 

the  lustre  of  life's  setting:  s 

times  as  now  1  have  done. 


193.     LOVE. 

^■"HERE  is  a  flower  that  never  changcth  hue; 
In  vain  the  angry  winds  its  leaves  assail, 
Triumphant  over  time,  in  every  vale 
It  lifts  its  hopeful  bead,  glistening  with  dew. 
The  maiden  rears  it  in  her  own  sweet  looks, 

The  youth  conjures  it  in  the  summer  shade, 
ricturi-s  its  image  as  by  murmuring  brooks 
He  ilics  from  scenes  that  his  chaste  dreams  invade 
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I  The  very  fields  its  presence  own  in  spring ; 

■  The  hills  re-echo  with  a  song  of  gladness ; 

!  The  heavens  themselves  their  store  of  tribute  brinr^, 

I  * ' 

j  And  in  this  flower  all  things  renounce  their  sadness. 

O  Love !  where  is  the  heart  that  knows  not  thee  ? 

t 

Thou  only  bloomcst  everlastingly. 

Edward  Moxon, 


■c»- 


194.     CANZONET. 

MAIDEN !  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee, 
Cold  the  rain  beats  on  thy  breast ; 
Why  should  horror's  voice  astound  thee  ? 
Death  can  bid  the  wretched  rest! 
All  under  the  tree 
Thy  bed  may  be, 
And  thou  may'st  slumber  peacefully. 

Maiden!  once  gay  pleasure  knew  thee, 

Now  thy  cheeks  are  pale  and  deep ; 
Love  has  been  a  felon  to  thee, 

Yet,  poor  maiden,  do  not  weep. 
There's  rest  for  thee 
All  under  the  tree, 
Where  thou  wilt  sleep  most  peacefully. 

Ilcnry  Kirke  White, 


195.    TO  THYRZA. 

WITHOUT  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot, 
And  say,  what  truth  might  well  have  said : 
By  aU,  save  one,  perchance  forgot, 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lonely  laid  ? 
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ISy  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sci 

Divide(t,  yet  beloved  in  vain ; 
Tiic  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee, 

To  bid  us  meet— no — ne'er  again. 
I  "ould  this  have  beer ;  a  wprd,  a  look, 

That  softly  said, '  We  part  in  peace/ 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fainter  sighs  thy  soul's  release. 
And,  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 

Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  datt. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  shalt  see, 

Who  held  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart? 
Oh  I  who  like  him  had  watch'd  thee  here  "i 

Or  sadty  mark'd  thy  glazing  eye 
Id  that  dread  hour  ere  death  appear, 

When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 
Till  all  was  past!    But  when  no  more 

Twas  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe, 
Affection's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er. 

Had  floVd  as  fast— as  now  they  How. 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 

In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towers. 
Ere  call'd  but  for  a  lime  away. 

Affection's  mingling  tears  were  ours  ? 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside ; 

The  smile  none  else  might  understand ; 
The  whisper'd  thought  of  hearts  allied. 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand. 


The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  rejoice. 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine ; 
The  song,  celestial  from  thy  voice, 

But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  thine; 
The  pledge  Mre  wore — I  wear  it  still. 

But  where  is  thine  ? — Ah  !  where  art  thou  ? 
Oft  have  I  borne  the  weight  of  ill, 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now! 
Well  bast  thou  left  in  life's  best  bloom 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 
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If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again ; 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitting  sphere, 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss, 

To  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here. 
Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee ! 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven : 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me ; 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven ! 

Byron* 


196.    TO   MARY. 

WELL!  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too ; 
For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  husband's  bless*d — and  'twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot : 

But  let  them  pass — Oh !  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  child, 

I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break ; 

But  when  th'  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kiss'd  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

I  kiss'd  it, — and  repressed  my  sighs. 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see  ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes. 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mary,  adieu!  I  must  away : 

While  thou  art  blest  111  npt  repine ; 
But  near  thee  I  can  never  stay ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 


Dictionary. 

1  dnm^i  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 

H5ul  quench'd  at  length  my  boyish  flame ; 

Not  knew,  tJU  seated  by  ihy  side, 

Mf  heait  in  all,  save  hofie,  the  same. 

Vrt  was  1  calm :  1  knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  look  ; 

Hut  now  lo  tiemble  were  a  crime — 

We  met, — and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

I  uw  thee  Ea*e  upon  my  face. 

Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there ; 

f*De  otJy  feding  couldst  thou  trace : 
The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 


Oh!  where  U  Lethe^  (abled  stream? 
My  foolish  heart,  be  still,  or  break. 


THE  THREE  SEASONS  OF  LOVE. 


^ITH  laughter  swimming  in  thine  eye, 
That  (old  youtli's  heartfelt  revelry ! 
And  motion  changeful  as  the  wing 
tJf  swallow  w&ken'd  by  the  spring ; 
With  accents  blithe  as  voice  of  ^tay, 
Chanting  glad  nature's  roundelay  ; 
Grded  by  joy,  like  planet  bright 
That  smiles  "mid  wreaths  of  dewy  light. 
Thy  image  such,  in  former  time. 
When  thou,  just  entering  on  thy  prime, 
And  woman's  sense  in  thee  combined 
Gclttly  with  childhood's  simplest  mind. 
First  taught'si  my  sighing  soul  to  move 
With  hope  towards  the  heaven  of  love. 

Nmt  years  have  given  my  MaryS  lace 
A  Iboughlfill  aud  a  quiet  grace; 


I 
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Though  happy  still — yet  chance  distress 

Hath  left  a  pensive  loneliness. 

Fancy  hath  tamed  her  fairy  gleams, 

And  thy  heart  broods  o'er  home-bom  dreams ; 

Thy  smiles,  slow  kindling  now  and  mild, 

Shower  blessings  on  a  darling  child ; 

Thy  motion  slow,  and  soft  thy  tread, 

As  if  round  thy  hush'd  infant's  bed ; 

And  when  thou  spcak'st,  thy  melting  tone 

That  tells  thy  heart  is  all  my  own, 

Sounds  sweeter,  from  the  lapse  of  years. 

With  the  wife's  love,  the  mother's  fears ! 

By  thy  glad  youth,  and  tranquil  prime    ^ 

Assured,  1  smile  at  hoary  time ! 

For  thou  art  doom'd  in  age  to  know 

The  calm  that  wisdom  steals  from  woe ; 

The  holy  pride  of  high  intent, 

The  glory  of  a  life  well  spent, 

When  earth's  affections  nearly  o'er, 

With  peace  behind,  and  faith  before, 

Thou  rendcrest  up  again  to  God, 

Untamish'd  by  its  frail  abode, 

Thy  lustrous  soul :  then  harp  and  hymn, 

From  bands  of  sister  seraphim. 

Asleep  will  lay  thee,  till  thine  eye 

Open  in  immortality ! 

John  Wilson, 


198.     LOVE'S  ARTIFICE. 

I  SAID  it  was  a  wilful,  wayward  thing. 
And  so  it  is,  fantastic  and  perverse. 
Which  makes  its  sport  of  persons  and  of  seasons, 
Takes  its  own  way,  no  matter  right  or  wrong. 
It  is  the  bee  that  finds  the  honey  out. 
Where  least  you  dream  'twould  seek  the  nectarous  store  ; 
And  'tis  an  arrant  masker,  this  same  love. 
That  most  outlandish,  freakish  faces  wears 
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To  hide  his  own !    Looks  a  proud  Spaniard  now ; 

Now  a  grave  Turk ;  hot  Ethiopian  next ; 

And  then  phlegmatic  Englishman ;  and  then 

Gay  Frenchman ;  by  and  by  Italian,  at 

All  things  a  song;  and  in  another  skip, 

Gruflf  Dutchman ;  still  is  love  behind  die  mask! 

It  is  a  hypocrite !  looks  every  way 

But  that  where  lies  its  thoughts.    Twill  openly 

Frown  at  the  thing  it  smiles  in  secret  on ; 

Shows  most  like  hate  e'en  when  it  most  is  love. 

Would  fain  convince  you  it  is  very  rock. 

When  it  is  water;  ice  when  it  is  fire, 

Is  oft  its  own  dupe,  like  a  thorough  cheat, 

Persuades  itself  'tis  not  the  thing  it  is ; 

Holds  up  its  head,  purses  its  brows  and  looks 

Askant  with  scornful  lip,  hugging  itself, 

That  it  is  high  disdain— till  suddenly 

It  falls  on  its  knees,  making  most  piteous  suit 

With  hail  of  tears,  and  hurricane  of  sighs, 

Calling  on  heaven  and  earth  for  witnesses 

That  it  is  love,  true  love, — nothing  but  love! 

James  Sheridan  Know  Us, 


199.     ARTIFICE   DISOWNED   BY   LOVF. 

I  CAN  NOT  think  love  thrives  by  artifice, 
Or  can  disguise  its  mood,  and  show  its  face. 
1  would  not  hide  one  portion  of  my  heart 
Where  I  did  give  it  and  did  feel  'twas  right, 
Kor  feign  a  wish,  to  mask  a  wish  that  was, 
Howc'er  to  keep  it.     For  no  cause  except 
Mvsclf  would  I  be  loved.     What  were  't  to  me 
My  lover  valued  me  the  more,  the  more 
He  saw  me  comely  in  another's  eyes. 
When  his  alone  the  vision  1  would  show 
Incoming  to?    I  have  sought  the  reason  oft, 
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They  paint  love  as  a  child,  and  still  have  thought 
It  was  because,  true  love,  like  infancy, 
Frank,  trusting,  unobservant  of  its  mood. 
Doth  show  its  wish  at  once,  and  means  no  more ! 

James  Sheridan  Knowics. 


2oa    LOVE'S  PHILOSOPHY.    '^^ 

THE  fountains  mingle  with  the  river, 
And  the  rivers  with  the  ocean ; 
The  winds  of  heaven  mix  for  ever 

With  a  sweet  emotion ; 
Nothing  in  the  world  is  single; 
All  things  by  a  law  divine 
I  In  one  another's  being  mingle, 

i  Why  not  I  with  thine? 

I 

I 

i  See  the  mountains  kiss  high  heaven, 

i  And  the  waves  clasp  one  another ; 

No  sister  flower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdain'd  its  brother; 

I  And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  earth, 

I  And  the  moonbeams  kiss  the  sea ; 

What  are  all  these  kissings  w^rth, 

If  thou  kiss  not  me? 


Percy  Bysshe  Shelley. 


20I.  OH,  MY  LOVE  HAS  AN  EYE  OF  THE 

SOFTEST  BLUE. 

OH,  my  love  has  an  eye  of  the  softest  blue, 
Yet  it  was  not  that  that  won  me ; 
But  a  little  bright  drop  from  her  soul  was  there, 
Tis  that  that  has  undone  me. 
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I  might  have  pass'd  that  lovely  cheek. 
Nor  perchance  my  heart  have  left  me ; 

But  the  sensitive  blush  that  came  trembling  there. 
Of  my  heart  it  for  ever  bereft  me. 

I  might  have  forgotten  that  red,  red  lip, 

Yet  how  from  that  thought  to  sever? 
But  there  was  a  smile  from  ilie  sunshine  within. 

And  that  smile  I'll  remember  for  ever. 

Think  not  'tis  nothing  but  lifeless  clay. 

The  elegant  form  that  haunts  me ; 
Tis  the  gracefully  elegant  mind  that  moves 

In  every  step,  that  enchants  me. 

Let  me  not  hear  the  nightingale  sing, 
Though  I  once  in  iti  notes  deli^^hied; 

The  feeling  :iikI  mind  tliat -comes  whispering  forili 
Has  left  me  no  music  beside  iL 

Who  could  blame  had  I  loved  that  face, 

Ere  my  eye  could  twice  explore  her ; 
Yet  it  is  for  the  fairy  intelligence  there, 

And  her  warm,  warm  heart,  I  adore  her, 

Charks  Wolfi, 


IF  I  had  thought  thou  could'st  have  died, 
I  might  not  weep  for  thee; 
But  1  forgot  when  by  thy  side 

That  thou  could'st  mortal  be! 
It  never  through  my  mind  had  passed. 

The  time  would  e'er  be  o'er — 
And  I  on  thee  should  look  my  last. 
And  thou  should'st  smile  no  more. 
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And  still  upon  that  face  I  look, 

And  think  'twill  smile  again, 
And  still  the  thought  I  will  not  brook 

That  I  must  look  in  vain  1 
But  when  I  speak  thou  dost  not  say 

What  thou  ne'er  left'st  unsaid ; 
And  now  1  feel,'  as  well  I  may, 

Sweet  Mary!  thou  art  dead! 

If  thou  would'st  stay  e'en  as  thou  art. 

All  cold  and  all  serene ; 
\  still  might  press  thy  silent  heart, 

And  where  thy  smiles  have  been ! 
While  e'en  thy  chill  bleak  corse  1  have. 

Thou  seemest  still  mine  own ; 
But  there  I  lay  thee  in  thy  grave, 

And  I  am  now  alone ! 

I  do  not  think,  where'er  thou  ait, 

Thou  hast  forgotten  me ; 
And  I  perhaps  may  soothe  this  heart 

In  thinking  too  of  thee. 
Yet  there  was  round  thee  such  a  dawn 

Of  light  ne'er  seen  before, 
As  fancy  never  could  have  drawn, 

And  never  can  restore.  Charles  Wolft. 
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203.     LOVE. 

THOU  art  the  wine  whose  drunkenness  is  all 
We  can  desire,  O  Love !  and  happy  souls. 
Ere  from  thy  vine  the  leaves  of  autumn  fall. 

Catch  thee  and  feed  from  thine  o'erflowing  bowls. 
Thousands  who  thirst  for  thy  ambrosial  dew. 

Thou  art  the  radiance  which  when  ocean  rolls 
Invcsteth  it ;  and  when  the  heavens  are  blue 

Thou  fillest  them ;  and  when  the  earth  is  fair 
The  shadows  of  thy  moving  wings  imbue 

Its  deserts  and  its  mountains;  all  they  wear. 
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Beauty  like  some  bright  robe  thou  ever  soarest 

Among  the  towers  of  men,  and  as  soft  air 
In  spring,  which  moves  the  unawakened  forest, 

Clothing  with  leaves  its  branches  bare  and  bleak, 
Thou  floatest  among  men ;  and  age  implorest 

That  which  from  thee  they  should  implore ;  the  weak 
Alone  kneel  to  thee,  offering  up  the  hearts 

The  strong  have  broken ;  yet  where  shall  any  seek 
A  garment,  whom  thou  clothest  not 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley, 


204.    TO   THE   QUEEN   OF   MY   HEART. 

SHALL  we  roam,  my  love. 
To  the  twilight  grove. 
Where  the  moon  is  rising  bright  ? 
Oh,  I'll  whisper  then 
In  the  cool  night  air, 
What  I  dare  not  in  the  broad  daylight. 

I'll  tell  thee  a  part 

Of  the  thoughts  that  start 

To  being  when  thou  art  nigh ; 
And  the  beauty  more  bright 
Than  the  stars'  soft  light, 

Shall  seem  as  a  weft  from  the  sky. 

When  the  pale  mconbeam 
On  tower  and  stream 

Sheds  a  flood  of  silver  sheen, 
How  I  love  to  gaze 
As  the  cold  ray  strays 

O'er  thy  face,  my  heart's  throned  queen. 

Wilt  thou  roam  with  me 
To  the  restless  sea. 

And  linger  upon  the  steep, 
And  list  to  the  flow 
Of  the  waves  below 

How  they  toss  and  roar  and  leap? 
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Those  boiling  waves, 
And  the  storm  that  raves 

At  night  o'er  their  foaming  crest, 
Resemble  the  strife 
That  from  earliest  life 

The  passions  have  waged  in  my  breast 

Oh,  come  then  and  rove 
To  the  sea  or  the  grove. 

When  the  moon's  shining  bright, 
And  111  whisper  there 
In  the  cold  night  air. 

What  I  dare  not  in  the  broad  daylight 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley, 


205.     LOVE  AN   EVIL. 

WHY,  I  could  give  you  fact  and  argument. 
Brought  from  all  earth,  all  life,  all  history, 
Overwhelm  you  with  sad  tales,  convictions  strong, 
Till  you  could  hate  it,  tell  of  gentle  lives, 
Light- as  the  lark's  upon  the  morning  cloud, 
Struck  down  at  once  by  the  keen  shaft  of  love ; 
Of  maiden  beauty,  wasting  all  away 
Like  a  departing  vision  into  air. 
Finding  no  occupation  for  her  eyes 
But  to  bedew  her  couch  with  midnight  tears. 
Till  death  upon  its  bosom  pillow'd  her ; 
Of  noble  natures  sour'd ;  rich  minds  obscur'd ; 
High  hopes  turn'd  blank,  nay,  of  the  kingly  crown, 
Mouldering  amid  the  embers  of  the  throne ; 
And  all  by  love!   We  paint  him  as  a  child. 
When  he  should  sit  a  giant  on  his  clouds. 
The  great  disturbing  spirit  of  the  world. 

George  Croly. 
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»5.    SOVEREIGNTY  OF  LOVE. 

QSOVEREIGN  power  oflove!  O  grief  I  O  balm  I 

^-^  All  rtcords,  saving  thine,  come  cool  and  calm, 

And  iladowy  through  the  mist  of  passed  yeats ; 

For  othtri,  good  or  bad,  haired  and  tears 

Haw  btcomc  indolent,  but  touching  thine, 

Oot  ligh  iJotli  echo,  one  poor  sob  doth  pine. 

One  Icu)  brings  honcydew  from  buried  days. 

Tlw  »Ott  of  Troy  lowers  smothering  o'er  their  bl.iic, 

StW'htJden  shields,  far-piercing  spears,  keen  blades. 

Stnigjling^  and  blood,  and  shrieks  all  dimly  fades 

IlUo  tome  backward  corner  of  the  brain ; 

Vn  in  oar  very  souls,  we  feel  amain 

Tie  cioM  of  Troilus  and  Cressid  sweet 

Hcnct  pageant  history!  hence  gilded  cheat  | 

Smn  planet  in  the  universe  of  deed8 ; 

Wide  sea  that  one  continuous  murmur  breeds 

Along  the  pebbled  shore  of  memory ; 

llasy  old  rotten  timbered  boats  there  be 

Upon  iliy  vaporous  bosom,  magnilied 

Tq  goodly  vessels ;  many  a  sail  of  pride 

Aad  golden-keel'd,  is  left  unlaunch'd  and  dry. 

Bm  wherefore  this?  What  care  though  owl  did  fiy 

Aliout  the  great  Athenian  admiral's  mast? 

Wbu  care  thou^  striding  Alexander  past 

Tbc  Indus  with  his  Macedonian  numbers? 

Though  old  Ulysses  lortur'd  from  his  slumbers 

Tbc  glutted  Cyelops,  what  care?  Juliet  Icaninj; 

Amid  her  window  flowers,  sighing,  weaning 

Tenderly  her  fancy  from  its  maiden  snow 

Doth  more  avail  than  these ;  the  silver  flow 

or  Hero's  tcari,  the  swoon  of  Imogen, 

Fair  Pastorelh  in  the  bandit's  den, 

Aft  things  10  brood  on  with  more  ardency 

That)  the  denth-day  of  empires. 
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207.    SHE  WORE  A  WREATH   OF   ROSES. 

SHE  wore  a  wreath  of  roses 
The  night  that  first  we  met, 
Her  lovely  face  was  smiling 

Beneath  her  curls  of  jet ; 
Her  footstep  had  the  lightness, 

Her  voice  the  joyous  tone, 
The  tokens  of  a  youthful  heart, 

Where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 
I  saw  her  but  a  moment — 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now, 
With  the  wreath  of  summer  flowers 

Upon  her  snowy  brow. 

A  wreath  of  orange  blossoms, 

When  next  we  met,  she  wore ; 
The  expression  of  her  features 

Was  more  thoughtful  than  before ; 
And  standing  by  her  side  was  one 

Who  strove,  and  not  in  vain, 
To  soothe  her,  leaving  that  dear  home 

She  ne'er  might  view  again. 
I  saw  her  but  a  moment — 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now, 
With  the  wTcath  of  orange  blossoms 

Upon  her  snowy  brow. 

And  once  again  I  see  that  brow, 

No  bridal  wreath  is  there, 
The  widow's  sombre  cap  conceals 

The  once  luxuriant  hair ; 
She  weeps  in  silent  solitude, 

And  there  is  no  one  near 
To  press  her  hand  within  his  own, 

And  wipe  away  the  tear. 
I  see  her  broken-hearted, 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now — 
In  the  pride  of  youth  and  beauty. 

With  a  garland  on  her  brow. 

Thomas  Haynes  Bayly, 


Dictionary,  207 


208.    LOVE. 

LOVEy  dearest  lad^,  such  as  I  would  speak. 
Lives  not  within  the  humour  of  the  eye ; 

Not  being  but  an  outward  phantasy, 
That  skims  the  surface  of  a  tinted  cheek, 
Else  it  would  wane  with  beauty,  and  grow  weak, 

As  if  the  rose  made  summer — and  so  be 

Amongst  the  perishable  things,  that  die. 
Unlike  the  love  which  I  would  give  and  seek: 

"WTiose  health  is  of  no  hue — to  feel  decay, 
With  cheeks'  decay,  that  have  a  rosy  prime. 

Love  is  its  own  great  loveliness  alway, 
And  takes  new  lustre  from  the  touch  of  time, 

Its  boughs  own  no  December,  and  no  May, 

But  bears  its  blossom  into  winter's  clime. 

Thomas  HooiL 


209.     FAIR   INKS. 

OH  !  saw  ye  not  fair  Incs.^ 
She's  gone  into  the  west, 
To  dazzle  when  the  sun  is  down, 

And  rob  the  world  of  rest ; 
She  took  our  daylight  with  her, 
The  smiles  that  we  love  best, 
With  morning  blushes  on  her  cheek, 
And  pearls  upon  her  breast. 

Oh,  turn  again,  fair  Ines, 

Before  the  fall  of  night. 
For  fear  the  moon  should  shine  alone, 

And  stars  unrivall'd  bright ; 
And  blessed  will  the  lover  be 

That  walks  beneath  their  light. 
And  breathes  the  love  against  thy  cheek 

I  dare  not  even  write ! 


The  Levfri 

Would  I  had  been,  fair  Ines, 

That  gallant  cavalier 
Who  rode  so  gaily  by  thy  side, 

And  whisper'd  thee  so  near  !~ 
Were  there  no  bonny  dames  at  home, 

Or  no  true  lovers  here, 
That  he  should  cross  the  seas  to  win 

The  dearest  of  the  dear? 

I  saw  thee,  lovely  Ines, 

Descend  along  the  shore, 
With  bands  of  noble  gentlemen, 

And  banners  waved  before; 
And  gentle  youth  and  maidens  gay. 

And  snowy  plumes  they  wore ; — 
It  would  have  been  a  beauteous  drciu]i, 

~  If  it  had  been  no  more  1 

Alas!  alasl  &ir  Ines! 

She  went  away  with  song. 
With  music  waiting  on  her  steps. 

And  shoutings  of  the  throng; 
But  some  were  sad,  and  felt  no  mirth. 

But  only  music's  wrong, 
In  sounds  that  sang  farewell,  farewell, 

To  her  you  lov'd  so  long. 

Farewell,  farewell,  fair  Inesl 

That  vessel  never  bore 
So  fair  a  lady  on  its  deck. 

Nor  danced  so  light  before, — 
Alas  for  pleasure  on  the  sea. 

And  sorrow  on  the  shore! 
The  smile  that  blest  one  lover's  heart 

Has  broken  many  more ! 

Thomas  Hood. 
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aia    THE  DEAREST. 

OH !  that  from  far-away  mount.iina 
Over  the  restless  waves, 
Where  bubble  enchanted  fountains, 

Rising  bom  jcwcU'd  caves, 
I  could  cull  a  fairy  biri), 
Who,  Hlicne'et  thy  voice  nas  heard. 
Should  come  to  thee,  dearest ! 

He  should  have  \'iolct  pinions. 

And  a  beak  of  silver  white. 
And  should  brin^  Ouni  the  sun's  dominions 

Eyes  that  would  give  tlicc  lighL 
ThOQ  shouldst  see  thAi  he  was  bom 
Ib  ft  land  of  gold,  and  swom 
To  be  thy  servant,  de.ircst ! 

Oft  should  he  drop  on  Ihy  tresses 

A  prorl,  or  diamond  sione. 
And  wouUT yield  to  tliy  liyht  caresses 

Blostoms  In  Eden  grown; 
Round  thy  path  his  wings  would  shower, 
Now  a  gem,  nnd  now  a  flower. 
And  dewy  odours,  dearest  \ 
He  should  fetch  from  his  eastern  island 

The  soogj  that  the  Peris  sing. 
And  whui  evening  is  clear  and  silent, 

Spells  to  thy  car  would  bring ; 
And  with  bis  mysterious  strain 
Would  entrance  thy  weary  biain. 
Livre^f  own  music,  dcarcstl 
No  Phtcnix,  alas  1  will  hover. 

Sent  from  the  morning  star, 
And  thou  must  take  of  thy  lover 

A  gift  not  brought  so  far. 
Wutiini;  bird,  and  gem,  anil  song. 
Ah  I  receive,  and  treasure  long. 
A  bean  that  lovc^  ihce,  dearest '.     John  Sterling. 


It  lookcth  to  the  stars,  and  dreams  of  h"i 
It  ncsiles  'mid  ilie  flonrrs,  and  snwlcns 
Love  IS  aspirn,^-,  w-t  ,\  hninl,!,..  t<j,),-^ 

That  which  11  ivorships;  yci  is  fain  tu  ui 
The  idol  to  its  lone,  and  lowly  home 
Of  deep  affection.     Tis  an  utter  wreck 
When  such  hopes  perish.    From  thai  ini 
Has  in  its  depths  a  weU  of  bitterness, 
For  ivhich  there  is  no  healing. 


212.    WEAKNESS  ENDS  WITH 

T  SAY  not  regret  me; 
■i-  You  will  not  r^ct ; 
You  will  try  to  forget  me. 

You  ■Cannot  forget; 
We  shall  hear  from  each  other, 

Ah,  misery  to  hear 
Those  names  from  another 
Which  once  were  so  dear! 

But  deep  words  shall  sting  thee, 
That  breathe  of  the  past ; 

And  many  things  bring  thee 
Thoughts  fated  to  last ; 
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Of  the  ch^n  that  once  bound  me 

The  memory  is  mine ; 
But  my  words  are  around  thee, 

Their  power  is  in  thine : 
No  hope,  no  repentance. 

My  weakness  is  o'er, 
It  died  with  the  sentence, — 

I  love  thee  no  more ! 

L.E.L. 


213.    THE  LANGUAGE  OF  THE  EYES. 

I  Hose  eyes,  those  eyes,  how  full  of  heaven  they  arc, 

^^'hcn  the  calm  twilight  leaves  the  heaven  most  holy. 
*'■*"  n)e,  sweet  eyes,  from  what  divincst  star 
l^id  ye  drink  in  your  liquid  melancholy? 
Tell  mc,  belovM  eyes  I 

**  •^  it  from  yon  lone  orb,  that  ever  by 
^c  quiet  moon,  like  Hope  on  Patience,  hovers ; 

The  star  to  which  hath  sped  so  many  a  sigh, 
^iQce  lutes  in  Lesbos  hallowed  it  to  lovers  ? 
Was  that  your  fount,  sweet  eye  ? 

Ye  sibyl  books,  in  which  the  truths  foretold 
Inspire  the  heart,  your  dreaming  priest,  with  gladness ; 

Bn'^'ht  alchemists,  that  turn  to  thoughts  of  gold 
The  leaden  cares  yc  steal  away  from  sadness, 
Teach  only  me,  sweet  eyes ! 

Hush!  when  I  ask  ye  how  at  length  to  gain 

The  cell  where  love,  the  sleeper,  yet  lies  hidden. 
Loose  not  those  arch  lips  from  their  rosy  chain. 
Be  every  answer,  save  your  own,  forbidden — 
Feelings  are  words  for  eyes ! 

Lord  Lyt/on, 


ouiiii;  utoop  wniic  'tis  day. 
Others  fade  in  their  noon, 

Anil  few  lin-tT  till  eve  : 
Oil :  tliiTC  lirLMks  mil  a  lic.irt 

liu   leaves  some  one  lo  grieve 
.\nd  the  fondest,  the  purest. 

The  irucitt  xh.n  mi;l. 
Have  still  founiJ  Ihe  nL'od 

To  forgive  and  forget ! 
Then  ahl  though  the  hopes 

That  we  nourish'd  decny. 
Let  us  love  one  another 

As  long  aa  we  stay. 

There  are  hdirts  like  tbe  ivy, 

Though  a// be  decay'd. 
That  it  seem'd  to  clasp  fondly 

In  sunlight  and  shade ; 
As  leaves  droop  i  q  sadness, 

Still  gwly  tlicy  thread, 
Uadimm'd  midst  the  blighted,  ' 

The  lonely,  the  dead. 
But  the  mistlcioe  dings 

To  the  oak,  not  in  part. 
But  with  leaves  closely  round  it- 

The  root  m  ifs  heart 
Exists  but  to  twine  it, — 

Imbibe  the  same  dew, 
Or  to  fall  with  its  loved  oak. 

And  perish  there  too. 
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Though  the  false  wing  of  pleasuie  . 

May  change  and  forsake. 
And  the  bright  um  of  wealth 

Into  particles  break, 
There  are  some  sweet  afTections 

That  wealth  cannot  buy, 
That  cling  but  still  closer 

When  sorrow  draws  nigh, 
And  remain  with  us  yet, 

Though  all  else  pass  away ; 
Thus  let's  love  one  another 

As  long  as  we  stay. 

Charla  Swain. 


215-    LOVED  ONCE. 

ICLASS'O  and  counted  once 
Earth's  lamentable  sounds— the  well-a-daj-. 
The  jarring  yea  and  nay, 
TTic  fall  of  kisses  upon  senseless  clay. 

The  ^bb'd  farewell,  the  greeting  moutnfullcr,— 

Hut  all  those  accents  were 
Less  hitler  with  the  leaves  of  earth's  despair 

Than  1  though  these, — '  Loved  once' 

And  who  saith  '  I  loved  once?' 
Not  angels,  whose  clear  eyes  love,  love  foresee ; 

Love  through  eternity — 
Who  by  '  to  love,'  do  apprehend  '  to  be.' 

Not  God  called  love  his  noble  crown-name,  casti 

A  light  too  broad  for  blasting! 
The  great  God,  changing  not  for  everlasting, 

Saith  never, '  1  loved  once.' 

Nor  ever '  I  loved  once ' 
Wilt  thou  say,  O  meek  Christ,  O  victim-friend! 

The  nail  and  curse  may  rend, 
But  having  lo\-ed,  Thou  lovest  to  the  end. 
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This  is  nian^s  saying !  impotent  to  move 

One  spheric  star  above. 
Man  desecrates  the  eternal  God-word  Love, 

With  his  '  no  more,  and  '  once.' 

How  say  ye,  *  We  loved  once,' 
Blasphemers?    Is  your  earth  not  cold  enow. 

Mourners  without  that  snow? 
Ah,  sweetest  friend  and  would  ye  wrong  me  so? 

And  would  ye  say  of  me  whose  heart  is  known, 

Whose  prayers  have  met  your  own : 
Whose  tears  have  fallen  for  you  ;  whose  smiles  have  showr 

Your  words — *  We  loved  her  once?' 

Could  ye  *  We  loved  her  once ' 
Say  cold  of  me,  when  dwelling  out  of  sight  ? 

When  happier  friends  aright 
(Not  truer)  stand  between  me  and  your  light? 

When  like  a  flower  kept  too  long  in  the  shade, 

Ye  find  my  colours  fade, 
And  all  that  is  not  love  in  me  dccay'd. 

Say  ye,  *  We  loved  her  once  ?' 

Will  ye  *  Who  loved  her  once ' 
Say  after,  when  the  bearers  leave  the  door. 

When  having  murmured  o'er 
My  last  *  Oh  say  it  not/  I  speak  no  more? 

Not  so — not  then — least  then  !  when  life  is  shriven. 

And  death's  full  joy  is  given, — 
Of  those  who  sit  and  love  you  up  in  heaven, 

Say  not,  *  We  loved  them  once.' 

Say  never,  *  We  loved  once : ' 
God  is  too  near  above,  the  grave  below : 

And  all  our  moments  go 
Too  quickly  past  our  souls  for  saying  so. 


c 
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The  mysteries  of  life  and  death  avenge 

Affections  light  of  range — 
There  comes  no  charge  to  justify  that  change, 

Whatever  comes — loved  once  I 

And  yet  that  word  of  *  once ' 
Is  humanly  acceptive — kings  have  said, 

Shaking  a  discrownM  head, 
•  We  ruled  once  ; '  idiot  tongues,  *  We  once  bested.' 

Cripples  once  danced  i'  the  vines,  and  warriors  proved, 

To  nurse's  rocking  moved : 
But  Love  strikes  one  hour — Love  !  Those  never  loved 

Who  dream  that  they  loved  once. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Brownings 


216,    THE  JE   NE   SC^AIS   QUOl. 


A   SONG. 


YES,  I'm  in  love,  I  feci  it  now. 
And  Celia  has  undone  me ! 
And  yet  Til  swear  I  can't  tell  how 
The  pleasing  plague  stole  on  me. 

'Tis  not  her  face  which  love  creates, 

Foi  there  no  graces  revel ; 
'Tis  not  her  shape,  for  there  the  fates 

Have  rather  been  uncivil. 

'Tis  not  her  hair,  for  sure  in  that 
There's  nothing  more  than  common 

And  all  her  sense  is  only  that, 
Like  any  other  woman. 


Her  voice,  her  touch,  might  give  th'  alarm: 
'Twas  both,  perhaps,  or  neither ; 

In  short,  'twas  that  provoking  charm 
Of  Celia  altogether. 

IV.  Whitehead, 
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217.    SONNET.     ^        ^'"^ 

T KERENS  not  a  fibre  in  my  trembling  frame 
That  does  not  vibrate  when  thy  step  draws  near; 

There^s  not  a  pulse  that  throbs  not  when  I  hear 
Thy  voice,  thy  breathing,  nay  thy  very  name. 
When  thou  art  wi{h  me  every  sense  seems  dull, 

And  all  I  am,  or  know,  cfr  feel  is  thee. 
My  soul  grows  faint,  my  veins  run  hquid  flame, 
And  my  bewildered  spirit  seems  to  swim 

In  eddying  whirls  of  passion  dizzily. 
When  thou  art  gone  there  creeps  into  my  heart 

A  cold  and  bitter  consciousness  of  pain : 
The  light,  the  wannth  of  life,  with  thee  depart, 

And  I  sit  dreaming  o^er  and  o'er  again. 
Thy  greeting  clasp,  thy  parting  look  and  tone ; 

And  suddenly  I  wake — and  am  alone. 

Frances  Kemble  Butler. 


218.     TO   A  LADY, 

WHO  SBNT  COMPLIMBNTS  TO  A  CLERGYMAN  UPON  THB  TEN  OF  HEARTSw 

YOUR  compliments,  dear  lady,  pray  forbear: 
Old  English  services  are  more  sincere ; 
Instead  1  en  Hearts,  the  tythe  is  only  mine: 
Give  me  but  one,  and  bum  the  other  nine. 


219.     STANZAS. 

BECAUSE  from  all  that  round  thee  move, 
Planets  of  beauty,  strength,  and  grace, 
I  am  elected  to  thy  love, 

And  have  my  name  in  thy  embrace, 
I  wonder  all  men  do  not  see 
The  crown  that  thou  hast  set  on  me. 


Bectiu^  wben  prostrate  at  thy  feet, 
Thoa  didst  empar^se  my  pain, — 

Becanse  tfay  heart  in  mine  has  beat, 
tlif  bead  within  my  hajids  has  lain, 

I  am  transfigured  by  that  sign, 

Into  a  being  like  to  thine. 

Tlie  nurTorfrom  its  ^os^  plain 

Recriving,  still  returns  the  light. 
And  being  generous  of  its  gain. 

Augments  the  very  solar  might : 
What  unreflected  light  would  be. 
Is  just  thy  spirit  without  me. 

Hiou  art  the  flame  whose  rising  spire 

In  the  dark  air  sublimely  sways, 
And  1  the  tempest  that.swift  fire 

Gathers  at  first,  and  then  obeys : 
AU  that  was  thine  ere  we  weie  met 
Have  I  by  right  inherited. 

Is  lile  a  stream?  Then  from  thy  hair 

One  rosebud  in  the  current  fell, 
And  straight  it  tum'd  to  crystal  there. 

As  adamant  immovable : 
Its  steadfast  place  shall  know  no  more 
The  sense  of  after  and  before. 

Is  life  a  plant?  The  king  of  years 

Is  mine,  nor  ill  nor  good  can  bring ; — 

Mine  grows  no  more,  no  more  it  fears 
Even  the  brushing  of  his  wing. 

With  sheathed  scjthe  1  see  him  go, — 

1  have  no  flowers  that  he  can  mow. 

Lord  HoughioH. 
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220.    ON   A  FAN 

FLAVIA  the  least  and  slightest  toy 
Can  with  resistless  art  employ. 
This  fan  ii^  meaner  hands  would  prove 
An  engine  of  small  force  in  love : 
Yet  she,  with  graceful  air  and  mien. 
Not  to  be  told,  or  safely  seen, 
Diverts  its  wanton  motion  so, 
That  it  wounds  more  than  Cupid's  bow : 
Gives  coolness  to  the  matchless  dame : 
To  every  other  breast  a  flame. 

Bishop  Atterbury. 


221.    A  ROUND   OF  DAYS. 

I  SANG  to  my  heart  in  the  sunshine  of  May, 
And  the  garrulous  bird  on  the  sycamore  spray 
Sang  to  his  mate  in  the  nest ; 

*  Sweetheart,  the  daffodil  blooms  on  the  lea, 
The  blossoms  arc  thick  upon  bramble  and  tree ; 
And  all  through  the  long,  merry  year  we  will  be 

Trcu  und  Fest,  Treu  und  Fest !  * 

I  sang  to  my  heart  in  the  burning  July, 
And  the  golden-haired  sun  in  a  sapphire  sky 

Uplifted  his  fiery  crest ; 
And  the  thousand-tongued  land  was  melodious  with  song- 

*  Oh,  the  world  shall  be  merry,  the  days  shall  be  long. 
And  love  in  the  sunshine  is  valiant  and  strong — 

Treu  und  Fest,  Treu  und  Fest ! ' 

I  sang  to  my  heart  in  the  wane  of  the  year, 
And  the  glare  of  the  sunset  hung  lurid  and  drear 

Far  down  in  the  sorrowful  west ; 
The  nest  was  forsaken,  the  sparrow  had  fled, 
The  music  was  hushed  and  the  blossoms  were  dead ; 
But  a  voice  through  the  silence  and  solitude  said — 

*Treu  und  Fest,  Treu  und  Fest!' 


i^ 
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^^&d   ^^jQ  sings  that  voice  in  the  wind  and  the  snow, 
*  'j'^^^**  is  light  after  darkness,  and  joy  after  woe, 

And  the  love  that  is  tried  is  the  best ; 
jLf^*"^  not  though  tempest  be  black  in  the  sky, 
^|*^^^^h  the  bird  may  be  fickle,  and  blossoms  may  die, 
^^•^■^  matter?    My  darling  shall  find  me  for  aye 

Treu  und  Fest,  Treu  und  Fest!' 


222.    A  LOVE  SONG. 

DEAR  Kate,  I  do  not  swear  and  rave, 
Or  sigh  sweet  things  as  many  can ; 
Hut  tho'  my  lip  ne'er  plays  the  slave, 

My  heart  will  not  disgrace  the  man, 
I  prize  thee,  ay,  my  bonnie  Kate, 

So  firmly  fond  this  breast  can  be, 
That  I  would  brook  the  sternest  fate 
If  it  but  left  me  health  and  thee. 

1  do  not  promise  that  our  life 

Shall  know  no  shade  on  heart  or  brow : 
For  human  lot,  and  mortal  strife 

Would  mock  the  falsehood  of  such  vow. 
But  when  the  clouds  of  pain  and  care 

Shall  teach  us  we  arc  not  divine. 
My  deepest  sorrows  thou  shalt  share. 

And  I  will  strive  to  lighten  thine. 

Wc  love  each  other,  yet  perchance 

The  murmurs  of  dissent  may  rise ; 
Fierce  words  may  chase  the  tender  glance, 

And  angry  flashes  light  our  eyes. 
Rut  we  must  learn  to  check  the  frown. 

To  reason  rather  than  to  blame : 
The  wisest  have  their  faults  to  own. 

And  you  and  I,  girl,  have  the  same: 
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You  must  not  like  me  less,  my  Kate, 

For  such  an  honest  strain  as  this : 
I  love  thee  dcarlv,  but  1  hate 

The  puling  rhymes  of  *  kiss'  and  *  bliss.' 
There's  truth  in  all  Tvc  said  or  sung; 

I  woo  thee  as  a  man  sJiould  woo ; 
And  though  I  Lick  a  hone>''d  tongue, 

Thoult  never  find  a  breast  more  true. 

Eliza  Cook. 


-•o*- 


223.     VOLTAIRE   TO   THE   PRINCESS  AMELIA 

OF    PRUSSIA. 

SOME  truth  wc  may  descry 
Even  in  the  greatest  lie. 
To-night  I  dreamt  I  sat 
Enthroned  in  regal  state ; 
To  love  you  then  I  dar'd, 
Nay  more,  that  love  dcclar'd, 
And  when  I  woke,  one  half  I  still  retain'd. 
My  kiilgdom  vanished,  but  my  love  remained. 


224.     THE   TRIUMPH    OF   INDIFFERENCE. 

IMITATED   FROM   THK   ITALIAN  OF  METASTASIO. 

THAN  KS,  dear  coquet !  indulgent  cheat ! 
Kind  heaven,  and  your  more  kind  deceit, 
At  length  have  set  me  free; 
No  more  I  sigh  and  doat  and  pine, 
All  care  without  and  calm  within, 
In  peace  and  liberty. 


,  Dktunary. 

Cnirid  no  mon  has  power  to  icorch, 
Time  suie  ha>  roWd  Iiim  of  his  torch, 

Ne'er  was  a  cooler  creature ; 
That  name  no  more  has  such  eclat, 
No  more  my  heart  goes  pit-a-pat, 

At  sight  of  each  dear  feature. 

I  sleep  at  night  and  sometimes  dream. 
Not  70U  the  fond  vexatious  theme ; 

I  wake  nor  think  about  you ; 
1  meet,  1  leave  you,  meet  again. 
But  fKl  no  mighty  joy  or  pain. 

Or  with  you,  or  without  you. 

Leave  then  those  little  torturing  arts. 
You  practice  on  complying  hearts, 

They're  all  vain  in,  believe  mc; 
Whether  those  eyes  look  kind  or  weep, 
The  pouting  or  the  smiling  lip, 

Will  neither  please  nor  grieve  mc 

From  those  despotic  looks  no  more 

lOncc  tyrants  of  each  fickle  hour)  1 

I  date  my  grief  and  joy, 

May,  though  you  frown,  looks  sweetly  clad,  . 

And  dull  December's  mighty  sad,  I 

Though  ydu  stand  smiling  by.  { 

Yet  still  (for  1  am  quite  sincere) 

You're  mighty  pretty, — true,  my  dear;  1 

But,  like  your  pretty  sex, 
Youv'e  here  and  there,  and  now  and  then  1 

A  failing ;  for,  like  other  men, 

1  now  can  spy  defects.  I 

Yet  once  with  coward  fondness  curs'd,  1 

My  poor  weak  heart  I  fcar'd  would  burst  j 

At  thought  of  separation : 
Ilut  now  despise  my  feeble  chain, 
And  bless  the  salutary  pain  I 

That  cur'd  me  of  my  p 
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Impatient  of  his  iron  cage, 

The  bird  thus  spends  his  little  rage. 

And  'scapes  with  shatter'd  wings, 
But  soon  with  new-Redg'd  pinions  soars, 
And  hast'ning  to  his  native  bowers, 

A  joyful  welcome  sings. 

Fond  female  vanity  will  say, 

These  long  harangues,  they  sure  betray 

A  heart  that's  hankering  stilt ; 
This  passion  so  proclaim'd  in  song. 
This  tale  so  pleasing  to  the  tongue, 

Does  it  not  touch  the  will? 

Lovers,  like  soldiers,  Fanny,  dwell 
With  pleasure  on  the  horrid  tale, 

When  all  the  danger's  o'er : 
Like  other  slaves  from  fetters  free, 
We  smile  with  anxious  joy  to  see 

The  chains  which  once  we  wore. 

In  kind  indulgence  to  a  heart 
Engag'd  in  so  serene  a  pan, 

This  sweet  revenge  1  write; 
Rail,  weep,  be  woman  all,  for  1 
Lull'd  in  indifTeience,  defy 

Your  fondness  or  your  spite. 

A  frail,  false  maid  I  lost ;  but  you 
A  man,  kind,  generous,  and  true ; 

Which  fortune  is  the  worse? 
Try  all  love's  mighty  empire  round, 
A  faithful  lover's  seldom  found ; 

A  jilt's 
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225    ODE  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

■OMBWMAT  TOO  iOUaTOUt  ABOUT  HBB  MANNSR  OP  BXPKRSMoN. 

SURVEY,  my  Csiirl  that  lucid  stream 
Adown  the  smiling  valley  stray ; 
Would  art  attempt,  or  fancy  dream. 
To  regulate  its  winding  way  ? 

So  pleas'd  I  view  thy  shining  hair. 
In  loose  dishevell'd  ringlets  flow. 

Not  all  thy  art,  nor  all  thy  care 

Can  there  one  single  grace  bestow. 

Sur\'ey,  again,  that  verdant  hill 

With  native  plants  enamelled  o'er ; 

Say.  can  the  painter's  utmost  skill 

Construct  one  flow'r  to  please  us  more  ? 

As  vain  it  were,  with  artful  dye, 

To  change  the  bloom  thy  cheeks  disclose. 
And  oh!  may  Laura,  ere  she  tr>', 

With  fresh  vermilion  paint  the  rose. 

Hark,  how  the  woodlark's  tuneful  throat, 

Can  every  study'd  grace  excel ; 
Let  art  constrain  the  rambling  note. 

And  will  she,  Laura,  please  so  well? 

Oh !  ever  keep  thy  native  ease. 

By  no  pedantic  rules  confin'd : 
For  Laura's  voice  is  form'd  to  please, 

So  Laura's  words  be  not  unkind. 


23(5.     THE  POET  TO  HIS  FALSE  MISTRESS. 

WONDER  not,  faithless  woman,  if  you  see 
Yoursctf  so  chang'd,  so  great  a  change  in  mc  ; 
With  shame  I  own  it,  I  was  once  your  slave, 
Ador**!  myself  the  IxButies  which  I  gave. 
For  know,  dccciv'd,  deceitful,  that  'twas  I 
Gave  thy  form  grace,  and  lustre  to  thine  eye ; 
Thy  tongue,  thy  fingers,  I  their  magic  taught, 
And  spread  ihe  net  in  which  myself  was  caught. 
So  pagan  priests  first  form  and  dress  the  wood, 
Then  prostrate  fall  before  the  senseless  god ; 
liut  now,  curst  woman,  thy  last  sentence  hear;— 
I  call'd  thy  I>eauty  fonh,  I  bid  it  disappear, 
I'll  strip  thcc  of  thy  borrow'd  plumes,  undress. 
And  show  thcc  in  thy  native  ugliness. 
Those  eyes  have  shone  by  me,  by  me  that  chin. 
The  scat  of  wajiton  cupids  long  has  been. 
Yc  fires  go  out,  ye  wanton  cupids,  fly — 
'Of  every  beam  disarm  her  haggard  eye, — 
Tis  1  recall  ye;  my  known  voice  obey, 
And  nouj^t  of  beauty  but  the  falsehood  stay. 


327.    TO  A  LADY,  IN   ANSWER  TO  A  LETTER 
WRITTEN   IN  A  VERY   FINE  HAND. 

WHILST  well-wrote  lines  our  wondering  eyes  command 
The  beauteous  work  of  Chloe's  artful  hand, 
Throughout  the  finish'd  piece  we  see  displayed 
The  exaetest  image  of  the  lovely  maid  ; 
Such  is  her  wit.  and  such  her  form  dinne, 
This  pure,  as  flows  the  style  through  every  line 
That,  like  each  letter  exquisitely  fine. 
See,  with  what  art  the  sable  currents  stain 
In  wand'ring  mazes  all  the  milk-white  plain, 


Thus  o'er  the  mcaJows  wrapp'd  in  silver  snow, 
UnlriMcn  brooks  In  dark  ineajiders  flow; 
Tbut  jelly  curls  in  shining  ringlets  deck 
The  ivory  plain  o(  Chloc's  lovely  neck. 
See,  like  some  virgin  whose  unmeaning  channs 
Receh-e  new  lustre  from  fond  love's  alarais, 
The  yielding  paper's  pure,  but  vacant  breast. 
By  her  fair  hand  and  flowing  pen  impress'd. 
At  every  touch  more  animated  grows, 
And  with  new  life  and  new  ideas  glows ; 
Fnsh  beauties  from  the  kind  impressions  gain. 
And  shines  each  moment  brighlet  from  its  slain. 

Let  mighty  love  no  longer  boast  his  darts, 
Tkal  strike  uneiring  aim'd  at  mortal  hearts : 
Cbloe,  your  quill  can  equal  wonders  do, 
Wound  full  as  sure,  and  at  a  distance  too. 
.\nn'd  with  your  fcalher'd  weapons  in  your  hands. 
Ftom  pole  to  pole  you  send  your  great  commands. 
To  distant  dimes  in  vain  the  lover  flics, 
Vour  pen  o'enakes  him  if  he  'scapes  your  eyes ; 
So  ihose  who  from  the  sword  in  battle  run 
But  perish  victims  [o  ifae  distant  gun. 
Krauty's  a  short-lived  blaic,  a  fading  flow'r, 
But  these  arc  charms  no  ages  can  devour ; 
Tbcse,  far  superior  to  the  brightest  face, 
Triumph  alike  o'er  time,  as  well  as  space. 
Ulieii  that  fair  form,  which  thousands  now  adore. 
By  years  decayed,  shall  tyrannise  no  more, 
Tlicsc  lovely  lines  shall  future  ages  view. 
And  eyes  unborn,  like  ours,  be  charm'd  by  you. 
Mow  oft  do  I  admire  with  fond  delight 
Tbe  curious  piece,  and  wish  like  you  to  write? 
AUi,  rain  hopel  that  might  as  well  aspire 
To  copy  Paulo's  strokes,  or  Titian's  fire ; 
Even  now  your  splendid  lines  before  me  lie. 
Anil  I  in  vain  to  imitate  them  try ; 
believe  mc,  fair,  I'm  practising  this  art, 
To  steal  your  hand,  in  bopes  to  steal  your  heart 
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228,    AN    ELEGY  WRITTEN   ON  VALENTINE 

MORNING. 

HARK,  through  the  sacred  silence  of  the  night, 
Loud  Chanticleer  doth  sound  his  clarion  shrill, 
Hailing  with  song  the  first  pale  gleam  of  light 
That  floats  the  dark  brow  of  yon  eastern  hill. 

Bright  star  of  the  mom,  oh !  leave  not  yet  the  wave 

To  deck  the  dewy  frontlet  of  the  day. 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  quit  Tithonus'  cave, 

Nor  drive  retiring  darkness  yn  away. 

Ere  these  my  rustic  hands  a  garland  twine. 
Ere  yet  my  tongue  indite  a  simple  song. 

For  her  1  mean  to  hail  my  valentine. 

Sweet  maiden,  fairest  of  the  virgin  throng. 

Sweet  is  the  moon,  and  sweet  the  gentle  breeze,  ' 
That  fans  the  fragrant  bosom  of  the  spring. 

Sweet  chirps  the  lark,  and  sweeter  far  than  these, 
The  gentle  love-song  gurgling  turtles  sing. 

Oh,  let  the  flower  be  fragrant  as  the  mom, 
And  as  the  turtle's  song  my  ditty  sweet, 

Those  flowers  my  woven  chaplet  mu^t  adorn, 
That  ditty  must  my  waking  charmer  greet 

And  thou,  blest  saint,  whom  choral  creatures  join, 

In  one  enlivening  symphony  to  hail. 
Oh  I  be  propitious,  gentle  valentine, 

And  let  each  holy,  tender  sigh  prevail 

Oh  I  give  me  to  approach  my  sleeping  love, 

And  strew  her  pillow  with  the  freshest  flowers  : 

No  sigh  unhallow'd  shall  my  bosom  move, 

Nor  step  profane  pollute  my  true  love's  bowers. 
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^*  Sacred  distance  only  will  I  gaic. 

Nor  bid  my  unreprovcd  eye  rdrain ; 
""Kinwliac  iny  longuc  shall  chaunt  her  beauty's  praise. 

And  hatil  Tier  sleeping  with  the  gentlest  strain. 

■vnStt,  my  fair,  awake!  for  it  is  time; 

Huk ;  tliousand  songsters  rise  from  yonder  grove, 
'ind  rising  carol  this  sweet  hour  of  prime, 
Kach  to  his  mate  a  roundelay  of  love. 

AH  njlurc  sings  the  hymeneal  song, 

All  nature  follows  where  Ihe  spring  invites; 

Come  forth,  my  lovu !  to  us  these  joys  belong, 

Ours  IS  the  Spring,  and  all  her  young  dclighw. 

For  us  she  throws  profusely  forth  her  flowers, 
Which  in  fresh  chaplets  joyful  I  will  twine, 

Cumc  forth,  my  fair  I  oh  do  not  lose  these  hours, 
But  iraike,  »nd  be  my  faithful  valentine. 

Full  many  an.  hour,  all  lonely  have  I  sigh'd, 

Nor  d^rcd  the  secret  of  my  love  revKil, 
FuH  many  a  fond  expedient  have  I  tried. 

My  warmest  wish  in  silence  to  conceal. 
t 
And  oft  to  far  retired  solitude, 

AU  mournfully  my  slow  step  have  1  bent, 
Lusurious  there  indulg'd  my  musing  mood, 

And  there  alone  have  ^ven  my  sorrows  i-cni. 

Tbia  diqr  rcsolv'd  I  dare  to  plight  my  vow. 

This  day,  long  sintc  the  feast  of  love  decreed, 

Emboldcn'd  will  I  spe-ik  my  flame,  nor  Ihou, 

Refuse  to  hear  how  sore  my  heart  does  bleed. 

Yd  if  I  should  behold  my  love  awake, 

Ah!  frail  rrsoWrs,  ah  whither  will  ye  fly.- 

Fall  well  I  know  I  shall  not  silence  break, 

But  siiuck  with  awe  almost  for  fear  shall  die. 
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Oh  no.  I  will  not  trust  a  faltering  speech, 
In  broken  phrase  an  awknaid  t^e  to  tcU : 

A  tale  whose  tenderness  no  love  can  reach, 
Nor  softest  melody  can  utter  well. 

But  my  meek  eye,  best  herald  to  my  heart, 
I  will  compose  to  soft  and  downcast  look. 

And  at  one  humble  glance  it  shall  impart 

My  love,  nor  fear  the  language  be  mistook. 

For  she  shall  read  (apt  scholar  at  this  love) 

With  what  fond  passion  my  true  bosom  glows, 

How  hopeless  of  return  1  still  adore. 

Nor  dare  the  boldness  of  my  wish  disclose 

Should  she  then  smile,  yet  ahi  she  smiles  on  all, 

Her  gentle  temper  pities  all  distress ; 
On  every  hill,  each  vak,  the  sunbeams  fall, 

Each  herb  and  flower,  each  tree  and  shrub,  they  bless. 

Alike  all  nature  grateful  owns  the  boon, 

The  universal  ray  to  all  is  free ; 
Like  fond  Endymion,  should  1  hope  the  moon. 

Because  among  the  rest  she  shines  on  me. 

Hope,  vain  presumer '  keep,  oh  keep  away : 
EVn  if  my  woe  her  gentle  bosom  moves. 

Pity  some  look  of  kindness  may  display, 

Tlut  each  soft  glance  is  not  a  look  of  love. 

Yet  heavenly  visitant,  thou  dost  not  quit 

Those  bowers  where  angels  sweet  division  sing, 

Nor  dcignest  thou  on  mortal  shrine  to  sit 
Alone,  for  round  thee  ever  on  the  wing. 

Glad  choirs  of  loves  attend,  and  hovering  wait 

Thy  mild  command ;  of  these  thy  blooming  train. 

Oh  bid  some  sylph  in  morning  dreams  relate. 
Ere  yet  my  love  awake,  my  secret  pain. 
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VEN  US,  mcst  histoties  agree, 
Spning  from  the  ferment  of  ihe  sea ; 
Yet  1  confess  I'm  always  lotii 
To  ihink  such  beauty  was  but  froth, 
Or  that  the  ocean,  which  more  odd  is, 
Should  from  a  bubble  spawn  a.  goddess. 
Tho"  bencc,  my  Laura,  learned  fellows 
Of  such  its  wondrous  power  still  IcU  us. 
That  every  mother  brings  her  daughter 
To  dip  in  this  specific  water. 
Expecting  from  the  briny  wave 
Charms  which  it  once  to  Venus  gave. 

These  charms,  my  Laura,  strive  to  gain. 
And  that  you  may  not  bathe  in  vain, 
111  here,  as  well  as  I  am  able. 
Give  you  a  moral  to  this  fable. 

Would  you  a  goddess  xeign  o'er  a!i  ? 
From  the  wide  flood  its  virtues  call. 
Free  from  each  stain  thy  bosom  keep. 
Clear  be  it  as  this  aiure  deep, 
Which  no  capricious  passion  knows. 
But  only  ebbs,  and  only  Hows ; 
Tho"  sometimes  rufScd,  calmed  as  soon, 
StiU  constant  to  its  faithful  moon. 
At  whose  approach  with  pride  it  swells, 
And  to  each  shore  its  true  love  tells. 
Heedless  of  every  change  of  weather 
That  wafts  a  straw,  or  coxcomb  feather, 
Which  only  on  the  surface  play. 
And  unobserv'd  are  wash'd  away. 
Reflect  that  lodg'd  within  its  breast 
The  modest  pearl  delights  to  rest. 
While  every  gem  to  Neplune  known. 
Is  there  with  partial  bounty  sown. 
In  years,  thos  ever  may  retrace 
Each  sparkling  cbann,  each  blushing  grace  -. 


To  these  let  judgment  value  give, 
And  in  that  seat  of  Beauty  live  I 

This  moral  keep  before  your  eyes ; 
Plunge— and  a  new-born  Venus  rise. 

•  George  Keate, 


230.    TO  A  LADY. 

rRKSENTRD  WITH  A  RING,  BEARING  A  HEART  WITH  THIS  MOTTO — *STOP  THISF/ 

SOON  as  I  saw  those  beauteous  eyes, 
You  pla/d  a  roguish  part, 
You  first  enthralled  me  by  surprise, 

Then  robb'd  me  of  my  heart 
Since  thus  you  now  may  boast  of  two. 

Disputing  is  in  vam ;  j 

Render  to  me  your  own  in  lieu, 

Or  give  me  mine  again. 
If  not,  then  you're  by  all  confest 

The  masterpiece  of  nature, 
ril  paint  you  to  the  world  at  best 

A  double-hearted  creature. 


I  -• 


231.    LOVE  ELEGY. 

FAREWELL  that  liberty  our  fathers  gave : 
In  vain  they  gave,  their  sons  received  in  vain : 
I  saw  Neaira,  and  her  instant  slave. 
Though  bom  a  Briton,  hugged  the  servile  chain. 

Her  usage  well  repays  my  coward  heart. 
Meanly  she  triumphs  in  her  lover's  shame, 

No  healing  joy  relieves  his  constant  smart. 
No  smile  of  love  rewards  the  loss  of  fame. 


i 
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Oh,  that  to  feel  thcie  killing  pangs  no  more, 
On  Scjthian  hills  1  lay  a  senseless  slotib, 

^M  fix'd  a  [ock  amidst  the  watery  roar, 
And  in  the  vast  Atlantic  stood  alone. 

Adieu,  ye  muses,  or  my  passion  aid ; 

Why  should  I  loiier  by  your  idle  spring? 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maiil. 

And  »hc  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  sing. 

I  do  Dot  aftk  the  lolty  epic  strain, 

Nor  strive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  sphere ; 
I  tinly  sing,  one  ciucl  maid  to  gam ; 

Adieu,  )'e  muses,  il  she  will  not  hear. 

No  more  in  loveless  innocence  lit  pine. 
Since  guilty  presents  win  ihe  greedy  fair, 

111  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  shrine, 
Hut  chiefly  thine,  O  Venus,  will  I  tear. 

Dtfeiv'd  by  thee,  I  toved  a  beauteous  maid, 
"tiSva  bends  on  sordid  gold  her  low  desires ; 

Nor  worth,  nor  passion  can  her  heart  persuade. 
But  kive  must  act  what  avarice  requires. 

VnwiK,  who  first  (lie  charm  of  nature  lost. 
With  Tyriaa  purple  soil'd  the  snowy  sheep; 

L'nwiMr  still,  who  seas  and  mountains  crossed. 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  search  the  pearly  deep. 

ThcK  cosily  toys  our  silly  fair  surprise. 
The  shining  loUics  cheat  their  feeble  sight : 

Their  hearts  secure  in  trifles,  love  despise  : 
Tis  vain  lo  court  tlicm,  but  more  vain  to  write. 

Why  did  ihc  gods  conceal  the  little  mind 

And  earthly  thought  beneath  a  heavenly  face? 
Forget  the  worth  ihut  aignilies  mankind, 
.Vet  ftniooih  and  polish  so  each  outward  gracc't 
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Hence  all  the  blame  that  Love  and  Venus  bearj 
Hence'tdeasure  short,  and  anguish  ever  long. 

Hence  tears  and  sighs,  ajid  hence  The  peevish  fair. 
The  forward  lover, — hence  this  angry  aong. 

Hammuntd. 


333.    LOVE  ELEGY. 

WHEN  young  life^  journey  I  b^ao, 
TTic  glittering  prospect  charm'd  my  eyes, 
1  saw  along  tJie  extended  plain 
Joy  afler  joy,  successive  lisc 

And  Fame  her  golden  trumpet  blew, 
And  Power  display'd  her  gorgeous  cbaims. 

And  Wealth  eng^d  my  wandering  view. 
And  Pleasure  woo'd  me  to  her  arms. 

To  each  by  turns  my  vows  1  paid, 

As  Folly  led  me  to  admire ; 
While  Fancy  magnified  each  shade. 

And  Hope  increas'd  each  fond  desire. 

But  soon  I  found  'twas  all  a  dream; 

And  leam'd  the  fond  pursuit  to  shun. 
Where  few  can  reach  their  puipos'd  aim, 

And  thousands  daily  are  undone. 

And  Fame  I  found  was  empty  air, 
And  Wealth  had  terror  for  her  guest. 

And  Pleasure's  path  was  strewn  with  care^ 
And  Power  was  vanity  at  best 

Tjr'd  of  the  chase,  I  gave  it  o'er, 

And  in  a  far  sequester'd  shade. 
To  Contemplation's  sober  power 

My  youth's  next  services  I  paid. 
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nien  Healdt  uid  Peace  adorn'd  the  Kcne, 
And' oft  indulgent  to  mjr  pnyer, 

Wdi  mitdifiil  eye  and  flxdic  mieii 
TLe  Htue  would  deign  to  viut  there. 

Tliere  would  she  oft  delated  rove 
The  Bcnfer  enamell'd  vale  along. 

Or  wander  with  me  through  the  giove. 
And  Uiten  tp  the  woodlailc^s  song; 

Or,  ^nid  the  forest'*  awliil  gloom, 
Vltiilat  wild  amamnent  fill'd  my  eyes. 

Recall  past  agea  &om  the  tomb, 
And  bid  ideal  worids  arise. 

Thus  in  the  Hnse^a  &toiit  blest, 
One  wish  alone  my  soul  could  frame, 

And  Heaven  bestowed,  to  crown  the  rest, 
A  friend,  and  Thyrjia  was  his  name. 

For  manly  constancy,  and  truth. 
And  worth,  unconscious  of  a  stain, 

He  bloom'd  the  flower  of  Britain's  youth, 
The  boast  and  wonder  of  the  plain. 

Stni  with  our  years  our  Mendship  grew ; 

No  cares  did  then  my  peace  destroy ; 
Time  brought  new  blessings  as  he  flew. 

And  every  hour  was  wing'd  with  joy. 

But  soon  the  blissful  scene  was  lost. 
Soon  did  the  sad  reverse  appear; 

Love  came  like  an  untimely  frost, 
To  blast  the  promise  of  my  year. 

I  saw  young  Daphne's  angel  form, 
(Fool  that  1  was,  I  bless'd  the  smart,) 

And  while  I  gaz'd,  nor  thought  of  harm. 
The  dear  infection  seiz'd  my  heart 
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She  was,  at  least  in  Damon's  eyes, 
Made  up  of  loveliness  and  grace, 

Her  heart  a  stranger  to  disguise, 
Her  mind  as  perfect  as  her  face. 

To  hear  her  spealc,  to  see  her  move, 
(Unhappy  I,  alas  1  the  while,) 

Her  soul  was  joy,  her  look  was  love. 
And  heaven  was  open'd  in  her  smile! 


She  heard  me  breathe  my  a 
She  listened  to  the  tender  strain. 

She  heard  my  sighs,  she  saw  my  tears. 
And  seem'd  at  length  to  share  my  pain. 

She  said  she  loved,  and  I,  poor  youth! 

(How  soon,  alas,  can  Hope  persuade!) 
Thought  all  she  said  no  more  than  truth. 

And  all  my  love  was  well  repaid. 

in  joys  unknown  to  courts  or  kings, 
With  her  I  sate  the  livelong  day, 
And  said  and  look'd  such  tender  things 
As  none  beside  could  look  or'say. 

How  soon  can  fortune  shift  the  scene. 
And  all  our  earthly  bliss  destroy? 

Care  hovers  round,  and  Grief's  fell  train 
Still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  Joy, 

My  age's  hope,  my  youth's  best  boast, 
My  soul's  chief  blessing,  and  my  pride, 

III  on^  sad  moment  al!  were  lost, 
And  Daphne  chang'd,  and  Thyrsis  died. 

O  who,  that  heard  her  vows  crewhile, 
Could  dream  these  vows  were  insincere? 

Or  who  could  think  that  saw  her  smile, 
That  fraud  could  find  admittance  there? 
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Yrt  ilie  was  false  — my  heart  will  break! 

Her  frauds,  her  perjuries  were  such ; 
Snmc  ether  tongue  than  mine  must  spcal:, 

I  have  not  power  to  say  how  much ! 

Ye  twains,  hence  wam'd,  avoid  tbe  bait, 
Oh  ihim  her  path%  the  traitrcsi  ahun! 

Her  voice  is  death,  her  smile  is  fate, 
Who  heais  or  aeei  her  is  nndotab 

And  irtien  Death's  hand  shall  close  mine  ey^ 
(For  soon  I  know  the  day  will  come,) 

O  cheer  my  spirit  with  a  sigh, 

And  grave  these  lines  upon  my  tomb! 
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Consign'd  to  dust,  beneath  this  stone, 
In  manhood's  prime  is  Damon  laid : 

Joyless  he  lived,  and  died  unknown,  , 
In  bleak  misfortune's  barreo-shade. 

Lov'd  by  the  muse,  but  lov'd  in  vain — 

Twas  beauty  drew  his  ruin  on ; 
He  saw  young  Daphne  on  the  plain : 

He  loved,  believed,  and  was  undone. 

His  heart  then  sunk  beneath  the  storm, 

(Sad  meed  of  unexampled  truth,} 
And  sorrow,  like  an  envious  worm, 

Devour'd  the  blossom  of  his  youth. 

Beneath  this  stone  the  youth  is  laid; 

O  greet  his  ashes  with  a  tear! 
May  Heaven  with  blessings  crown  his  shade. 

And  grant  that  peace  he  wanted  here. 

MUhael  IVoodkuil 
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233.  A  BIRTHDAY  OFFERING  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

FKOM  MBS  LOVBK* 

\ 

ERE  this  short  winter's  day  be  gone, 
My  Mary-Anne  is  twenty-one. 
Of  days  stiU  shorter  just  a  Lent, 
Patched  up  from  different  years,  is  spent, 
Since  her  devoted  fairly  reckoned 
The  close  of  year  the  thirty-second. 
Bending  beneath  the  weight  of  years, 
Full  as  infirm  as  he  appears. 
What  can  a  womout  lover  do. 
With  twenty-one  at  thirty-two? 
For  such  a  phrenzy  no  defence  is — 
The  girl  has  clearly  lost  her  senses. 

Perhaps  deceived  by  some  fond  notion. 
Embraced  in  rapture  of  devotion, 
(I  quote  such  fancies  to  expose  them) 
She  dreams  of  bliss  in  Abraham's  bosom : 
And  chooses  an  antique^r-the  rather 
With  better  grace  to  call  him  father ! 

Perhaps — ^but  fiction  be  suppressed, 
While  real  joy  expands  my  breast. 
My  faithful  flame  her  heart  approves. 
And  oh!  transporting  thought !  she  loves. 

When  souls  by  impulse  sympathetic. 
By  intuition  most  prophetic. 
By  feelings  which  they  cannot  smother, 
Leap  at  first  glance  to  meet  each  other. 
When  each  itself  in  th'  other  traces. 
What  matter  for  their  different  cases? 
Of  kin,  perhaps  in  pre-existence. 
Without  dull  Reason's  slow  assistance, 
They  recollect  the  happy  union. 
And  long  to  recommend  communion. 
I  must  confess  that  such  attraction 
For  ease,  convenience,  satisfaction, 
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Were  best,  if  on  deliberation. 

It  met  with  Reason's  approbalioii : 

Not  as  of  absolute  dominion, 

To  rule  by  dint  of  iaxk.  opinion ; 

Not  as  a  lord  of  loreieign  sway, 

Whom  love  mnat  wonhip  and  obey ; 

But  mcnly  u  the  herd  inferior 

Hay  judge  Ute  att>  of  powers  sap«rior; 

Ai  119  poor  intellect,  or  thine, 

Hay  scan  anduuity  divine— 

In  ihoR,  I'd  bare  our  timple  love. 

Not  ^gaitul  reason,  but  abovt, 

T^KC  birda,  suppose,  of  TSrious  feather, 
Hong  in  one  room  by  chance  together, 
To  airs  melodicHia  tune  their  voices, 
-  While  each  the  other's  ear  rejoices ; 
If,  without  half  a  note  erroneous, 
The  song"  be  perfectly  harmonious, 
What  matter  for  the  former  ages 
Of  bills,  of  feathers,  and  of  cages  ? 

Dean  Swift,  whose  talent  lives  no  more, 
His  Stella  sung  at  forty-four, 
And  breath'd  an  idle  wish  to  split 
In  twain  her  beauty,  years,  and  wit. 
Of  half  her  charms  he  made  a  profTer 
For  youth ;  but  Time  disdain'd  his  offer. 
Far  happier  I,  who  well  could  spare 
Of  each  a(x:omplishment  a  share. 
Yet  leave  an  ampler  store  of  charms, 
To  bring  Elysium  to  my  arms ; 
Am  not  reduced  those  charms  to  barter, 
And  cry  to  heedless  Time  for  quarter. 
Fly,  sluggard,  on  thy  swiftest  wing, 
My  charmer  yields  not  All  till  spring! 
Then,  firm  in  Constancy's  reliance, 
I  bid  thy  cruel  scythe  defiance ; 
Deal  when  thou  wilt  the  deadly  blow, 
Thou  canst  but  separate  below ; 
Thy  first  can  but  for  m 
Thy  second  n 
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Perhaps,  suspending  mortal  rajje 
By  silent  sap  diverting  age, 
By  subtile  secret  slow  approaches, 
As  mildew  in  the  blade  encroaches, 
Thou  hop'st,  malignant  fiend!  to  tame 
The  ardour  of  love's  fiercest  flame ; 
Vain  shalt  thou  find  thy  keenest  blast, 
Bliss  once  possessed,  thy  power  is  past ; 
Can  years,  while  sense  remains,  destroy 
The  memory  of  transcendent  joy? 
Can  years  bright  innocence  impair? 
Can  years  make  virtue  look  less  fair? 

But  beauty  by  thy  influence  curst. 
May  sicken — tyrant,  do  thy  worst ! 
I  know  thy  power,  and  am  prepared 
To  meet  thy  sharpest  darts  unscar'd. 
Though  body,  mind,  thou  canst  control, 
Own  thy  survivor  in  the  soul ; 
Whose  perfect  bliss  is  not  enjoyed, 
Till  thou  art  utterly  destroyed. 

Ee'n  here,  as  health  and  beauty  fail, 
White  lilies  o'er  the  rose  prevail. 
Long  ere  thy  menaced  ills  can  harm ; 
Though  every  hour  should  steal  a  charm, 
Long  ere,  by  twenty  stars  a  day. 
The  spangled  heavens  would  wear  away. 

Unconscious  of  the  gradual  wane, 
As  years  their  empire  slowly  gain. 
While  my  ideas,  in  the  race 
Observe  a  due-proponion'd  pace. 
And  limbs  grow  cold,  and  senses  falter, 
I  shan't  perceive  her  senses  alter. 
When  age  her  dimpled  cheek  beguiles, 
And  wrinkles  plants,  instead  of  smiles, 
Though  every  Cupid  he  should  smother, 
ril  think  her  handsome  as  their  mother. 
When  steady  to  his  barbarous  plan 
To  spoil  my  lovely  Mary  Anne, 
The  savage,  unrelenting  creature 
Has  robb'd  her  face  of  every  feature, 
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And,  to  concq)tioD'>  mcrdy  common,' 
M)r  cbanner  aeeais  «  plain  old  woman, 
StiD  in  my  heiit  shell  bold  her  throne, 
Still  in  my  eye*  be  twenty-on& 

George  CatmiHg. 


334.    LOVE   IN   PLEASURE. 

WHEN  fdeasnie  spaiklu  in  the  cup  of  youth, 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wings  advance. 
Oh !  then,  'tis  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 

Breathe  the  soft  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptuHd  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss ;  sweet  amid  roseate  bowers. 

Led  by  the  hand  of  love,  to  weave  the  dance, 
■Jr  unmolested  crop  Life's  fairy  flowers, 
Ur  bask  in  Joy's  bright  sun  through  calm  unclouded  hours. 
Afri.  Tigke. 


33S-    LOVE   IN   PAIN. 

WHEM  vex'd  by  cares  and  barass'd  by  distress, 
The  storms  of  fortune  chill  thy  soul  with  drc.iJ, 
Let  love,  consoling  love !  still  sweetly  bless, 
And  his  assuasive  balm  benignly  shed : 
This  downy  plumage  o'er  thy  pillow  spread. 
Shall  lull  thy  weeping  sorrows  to  repose. 
To  love  the  tender  heart  hath  ever  fled. 
As  on  its  mother's  breast  ihe  infant  throws 
Its  sobbing  face,  and  there  in  sleep  forgets  its  woes. 
Mrs.  Tight. 


ii.*v.Ai«.w,  ««vcx^  secret  icar. 
With  joy  I  see  th'  approaching  day 
Which  jrives  me  all  that's  dear. 


O' 


What  though  no  jewels  grace  my  br 

(She  owes  no  charms  to  them,) 
Yet  virtue  in  her  bosom  dwells — 

There  glows  the  brightest  gem- 
There  white  rob'd  innocence  appears 

Fair  Peace  in  smiles  array*d. 
And  sweet  Content  in  humble  guise, 

Adorn  the  lovely  maid. 

Oh  !  bom  to  bless  me  with  thy  love, 
My  dear,  my  joy,  my  life — 

Soon  will  those  tender  names  unite 
In  that  dear  name  of  wife. 

Thee  meek-eyed  gentleness  adorns, 
With  modest  virtue  joined, 

Thy  decent  form,  and  humble  micn^ 
Bespeak  a  spotless  mind. 

On  these  I  build  my  hopes  of  peace, 
On  these  bright  charms  of  thine : 

How  shall  I  bless  that  happy  hour 
That  makes  thee  ever  mine. 


Dictionary. 


337.    THE  FORCE  OF  LOVE. 

THROW  SD  apple  up  a.  hill, 
Down  the  apple  tumbles  still ; 
K0II  it  down,  it  never  stops 
Till  within  the  vale  it  drops ; 
So  are  all  things  prone  to  love, 
All  below,  and  all  above. 


Uown  the  mountain  flows  the  stream, 

Up  ascends  the  lambent  flame. 
Smoke  and  wapOUf  mount  the  skies, 
All  preserve  their  unities. 
Nought  below  and  noiij^'ht  above, 
Seem  averse,  but  prone  to  love. 

Stop  the  meteor  in  its  flight, 

0  the  otitni  javs  of  light, 
Bid  Dan  'Phoebus  not  to  shine, 
Hid  the  planets  not  incline. 
Tis  as  vain  below,  above, 

To  impede  the  course  of  love. 

Salamanders  live  in  fire, 
iCa);les  to  the  skies  aspire, 

1  diamonds  in  their  quarries  lie. 
Kivers  do  the  sea  supply. 
Thus  appears,  bc-tow,  above, 
A  propensity  to  love. 

Metals  grow  within  the  mine. 
Luscious  grapes  upon  the  vini', 
.Still  the  needle  marks  the  pole. 
I'arts  are  equal  to  the  whole. 
Tis  a  truth  as  clear  that  love 
Quickens  all  below,  above. 
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Man  is  bom  to  live  and  die. 
Snakes  to  creep  and  birds  to  fly, 
Fishes  in  the  waters  swim. 
Doves  are  mild,  and  lions  grim/ 
Nature  thus,  below,  above, 
Pushes  all  things  on  to  love. 

Does  the  cedar  love  the  mountain  ? 
Or  the  thirsty  deer  the  fountain? 
Does  the  shepherd  love  his  crook  ? 
Or  the  miller  court  the  brook  ? 
Thus  by  nature  all  things  move. 
Like  a  running  stream,  to  love. 

Is  the  valiant  hero  bold? 
Does  the  miser  doat  on  gold? 
Seek  the  birds  in  spring  to  pair? 
Breathes  the  rosebud  scented  air? 
Should  you  this  deny,  youll  prove 
Nature  is  averse  to  love. 


When  young  maidens  courtship  shun, 
When  the  moon  outshines  the  sun. 
When  the  tigers  lambs  beget, 
When  the  snow  is  black  as  jet. 
When  the  planets  cease  to  move. 
Then  shall  nature  cease  to  love. 


Abraham  Cowley. 


238.    THE  CAUSE  OF  INCONSTANCY. 

HOW  have  I  heard  the  fair  lament 
Man's  falsehood,  and  their  wretched  fate ; 
How  few  are  with  their  spouse  content, 
Or  constant  to  their  sighing  mate. 
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How  seldom  souls  bdow  are  join'd. 

For  one  another  form'd  above ; 
How  seldom  pairs  of  hearts  we  find, 

By  heaven  ordain'd  for  mutual  love. 

Thus*  man's  inconstant  soul  we  blame. 
In  want  of  knowledge  or  of  thought, 

When  aU  the  while  'tis  in  the  frame 
Of  both  their  bodies  lies  the  fault 

When  Jove  had  made  this  little  ball 
For  four-legg'd  beasts,  and  creeping  things. 

At  length  he  form'd,  to  govern  all, 
A  two-legg*d  creature  without  wings. 

Millions  of  these  he  made  at  once, 
To  save  himself  all  farther  trouble : 

And  men  and  women,  for  the  nonce, 
By  pairs,  like  tallies,  he  made  double. 

Then  from  Olympus'  dreadful  top, 

Well  shaken  in  a  bag  together. 
He  toss'd  them  do^Ti,  and  let  them  drop 

Just  as  it  plcas'd  the  wind  or  weather. 

Some  fell  in  Asia,  some  in  Greece, 
In  England  some,  and  some  in  Spain : 

But  seldom  two  of  the  same  piece 
In  the  same  climate  met  again. 

Hence  men  who,  g^own  to  riper  years, 
Remembering  this  their  former  makin*^. 

Hunt  up  and  down  to  find  their  peers, 
And  women,  too,  in  the  same  taking. 

Some  prove  too  short,  and  some  too  till. 
This  is  too  big,  and  that  too  little: 

A  fault  they're  sure  to  find  in  all, 
Few  ever  tally  to  a  tittle. 
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By  chance  a  pair  may  meet  and  love, 
And  spend  their  lives  in  bliss  together, 

But  when  they're  tumbled  from  above 
It  must  be  mighty  temperate  weather. 

From  hence  the  murmuring  fair  may  see 
Men's  hearts  are  not  to  blame  a  bit, 

Our  souls  would  never  disagree 
If  all  our  bodies  did  but  fit. 


239.    A  WOMAN'S   LOVE. 

It  is  a  fearful  thing 
To  love  as  I  love  thee ;  to  feel  the  world— 
The  bright,  the  beautiful,  the  joy-giving  world — 
A  blank  without  thee.     Never  more  to  me 
Can  hope,  joy,  fear,  wear  different  seeming.   Now 
I  have  no  hope  that  does  not  dream  for  thee ; 
I  have  no  joy  that  is  not  shar'd  by  thee ; 
I  have  no  fear  that  does  not  dread  for  thee ; 
All  that  I  once  took  pleasure  in — my  lute 
Is  only  sweet  when  it  repeats  thy  name; 
My  flowers,  I  only  gather  them  for  thee ; 
The  book  drops  listless  down,  I  cannot  read, 
Unless  it  is  to  thee;  my  lonely  hours 
Are  spent  in  shaping  forth  our  future  lives, 
After  my  own  romantic  fantasies. 
He  is  the  star  round  which  my  thoughts  revolve 
Like  satellites.  L,  E,  Z. 


240.     LOVERS. 

THE  rolling  wheel  that  runneth  often  round, 
The  hardest  steel  in  tract  of  time  doth  tear ; 
And  drizzling  drops  that  often  do  rebound. 
Firmest  flint  doth  in  continuance  wear. 
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Yet  cannot  I,  with  many  a  drooping  tear 

And  long  entreaty,  sc^n  her  hard  heart, 
That  she  will  once  vouchsafe  my  plaint  to  hear, 

Or  look  with  pity  on  my  painfid  smart 
But  when  I  plead,  she  bids  me  play  my  part ; 

And  when  I  weep,  she  says  tears  are  but  water ; 
And  when  I  sigh,  she  says  I  know  the  art; 

And  when  I  wail,  she  turns  herself  to  laughter. 
So  do  I  weep  and  wail,  and  plead  in  vain. 
While  she  as -steel  and  flint  doth  still  remain. 

Spenscr, 


241.     LOVERS'  QUARRELS. 

THEY  never  lov'd  as  thou  and  I, 
Who  minister'd  the  moral, 
That  aught  which  deepens  love  can  lie, 

In  true  love's  lightest  quarrel 
They  never  knew  in  times  of  fear 

The  safety  of  affection^ 
Nor  sought  when  angry  fate  drew  near 

Love's  altar  for  protection. 
They  never  knew  how  kindness  grows 

A  vigil  and  a  care ; 
Nor  watch'd  beside  the  heart's  repose 
In  silence  and  in  prayer. 

Lord  Lytton. 


242.    THE  SOUL'S  SEARCH  FOR  LOVE. 

THE  banl  has  sung,  God  never  formed  a  soul 
Without  its  own  peculiar  mate,  to  meet 
Its  wondering  half,  when  ripe  to  crown  the  whole. 
Bright  plan  of  bliss,  most  heavenly,  most  complete. 


J 
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But  thousand  evil  things  there  are  that  hate 

To  look  on  happiness ;  these  hurt,  impede, 
And,  leagued  with  time,  space,  circumstance  and  fate. 

Keep  kindred  heart  from  heart,  to  pine,  and  pant,  and  bleed. 

And  as  the  dove,  to  far  Palmyra  flying, 
From  where  her  native  founts  of  Antioch  beam, 

Weaiy,  exhausted,  longing,  panting,  sighing, 
lights  sadly  at  the  desert's  bitter  stream ; — 

So  many  a  soul  o'er  life's  drear  desert  faring, 

Love's  pure  congenial  spring  unfound,  unquaflfed. 

Suffers,  recoils,  then  thirsty  and  despairing. 
Of  what  it  would,  descends  and  sips  the  nearest  draught 
Mrs.  Brooks. 


143.    LOVE. 

HE  stood  beside  a  cottage  lone, 
And  listened  to  a  lute. 
One  summer  eve,  when  the  breeze  was  gone 

And  the  Nightingale  was  mute. 
The  moon  was  watching  on  the  hill, 
The  stream  was  staid,  and  the  maples  still, 

To  hear  a  lover's  suit, 
That — half  a  vow  and  half  a  prayer — 
Spoke  less  of  hope  than  of  despair ; 
And  rose  into  the  calm,  soft  air. 

As  sweet  and  low 

Ashehadbeard— O,  woe!  O.woel 

The  flutes  of  angels,  long  agot 
'  By  every  hope  that  earthward  dings, 
By  faith  that  mounts  on  angel-wings. 
By  dreams  that  make  night-shadows  bright, 
And  truths  that  turn  onr  day  to  night, 
By  childhood's  smile  and  manhood's  tear. 
By  pleasure's  day  and  sorrow's  year. 
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By  an  the  strains  that  fancy  sings, 
And  pangs  that  time  so  surely  brings, — 
For  joy  or  grief,  for  hope*  or  fear, 
For  all  hereafter  as  for  here, 
In  peace  or  strife,  in  storm  or  shine. 
My  soul  is  wedded  unto  thine ! ' 

And  for  its  soft  and  sole  reply, 
A  murmur,  and  a  sweet,  low  sigh. 

But  not  a  spoken  word ; 
And  yet  they  made  the  waters  start 

Into  his  eyes  who  heard. 
For  they  told  of  a  most  loving  heart, 

In  a  voice  like  that  of  a  bird ; — 
Of  a  heart  that  loved,  though  it  loved  in  vain, 
A  grieving,  and  yet  not  a  pain, — 
A  love  that  took  an  early  root. 

And  had  an  early  doom: 
Like  trees  that  never  grow  to  fruit. 

And  early  shed  their  bloom, — 
Of  \^nished  hopes  and  happy  smiles. 

All  lost  for  evermore : 
Like  ships  that  sailed  for  sunny  isles. 

But  never  came  to  shore ! 


244.    KISSES. 
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MY  heart  is  beating  with  all  things  that  are, 
My  blood  is  wild  unrest ; 
With  what  a  passion  pants  yon  eager  star 

Upon  the  water's  breast ! 
Clasp'd  in  the  air's  soft  arms  the  world  doth  sleep  : 

Asleep  its  moving  seas,  its  humming  lands ; 
With  what  an  hungry  lip  the  ocean  deep 

Lappcth  for  ever  the  white-breasted  sands ; 
What  love  is  in  the  moon's  eternal  eyes, 
Leaning  unto  the  earth  from  out  the  midnight  skies. 
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Thy  large  dark  eyes  are  wide  upon  my  brow, 

Filled  witli  as  tender  light 
As  yon  low  moon  doth  fill  the  heavens  now, 

This  mellow  autumn  night  1 
On  the  late  flowers  1  linger  at  thy  feet, 

I  tremble  when  I  touch  thy  garment's  rim; 
I  clasp  thy  waist,  I  feel  thy  bosom's  beat — 

O  kiss  me  into  faintness  sweet  and  dim ! 
Thou  leanest  to  me  as  a  swelling  peach, 
Full-juiced  and  mellow,  leaneth  to  the  taker's  reach. 

Thy  hair  is  loosened  by  that  kiss  you  gave, 

It  floods  my  shoulders  o'er; 
Another  yet !  Oh,  as  a  weary  wave 

Subsides  upon  the  shore, 
My  hungry  being,  with  its  hopes,  its  fears. 

My  heart  like  moon-charmed  waters,  all  unrest, 
Yet  strong  as  is  despair,  as  weak  as  tears. 

Doth  faint  upon  thy  breast!     • 
1  feel  thy  clasping  arms,  my  cheek  is  wet 
With  thy  rich  tears.    One  kiss,  sweet,  sweet   Another  yet ! 

Alexander  Smith, 
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I  1 


245.     A   PRUDENT   CHOICE. 

WHEN  Loveless  married  Lady  Jenny, 
Whose  beauty  was  the  ready  penny, 
I  choose  her,  says  he,  like  old  plate. 
Not  for  the  fashion,  but  the  weight 


246.    A   LOVER'S   FANCY. 

SWEET  Heaven!  I  do  love  a  maiden. 
Radiant,  rare,  and  beauty  laden : 
When  she's  near  me,  heaven  is  round  me. 
Her  dear  presence  doth  so  bound  me! 

'  4 
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I  conid  wring  my  heart  of  gUdneu, 
Might  it  free  tier  lot  of  sadness ; 
Give  the  world  and  all  that'a  in  it 
Juit  to  press  her  hand  a  min-;te! 
Yet  she  weeteth  not     love  hcrj 

Never  dare  I  idl  ihe  sweet 
Tale  but  to  the  stars  above  her, 

And  the  flowers  that  kiss  her  fccL 

O!  to  live  and  li&ger  near  her, 

Aikd  in  tearful  moments  cheer  her! 

I  could  be  a  bird  (u  li>.'hlcn 

Her  dear  heart, — her  sweet  eyes  brighten : 

Or  in  fragrance,  like  a  blossom, 

Give  my  life  up  on  her  bosom ! 

For  my  !c.v':'=:-u:-'-',':(.  ■-.  ;-!Rnsure. 

All  its  |,  ,■  .  .        .     ■  |i!oasure. 

Vet  she  weeteth  not  1  love  her, 

Never  dare  I  tell  the  sweet 
Tale  but  to  the  stars  above  her, 

And  the  Rowers  that  kiss  her  fecL 

Gerald  Mast(y, 


247.    LOVE. 

OLOVE:  love!  lovel 
Its  glory  smites  our  gloom, 
And  flowcr-likc,  flusht  with  life,  the  heart 

Doth  burgeon  itiio  bloom. 
Sweet  AS  the  sunshine's  golden  kiss. 

That  crowns  the  worM  anew : 
Sweet  as  in  Roses'  hc.irt  of  bliss. 
Soft,  summer-dark,  drops  dew. 

O  love!  lovel  love! 

Klay  make  the  brave  heart  ache : 
Pulse  out  its  lavish  life,  and  leave 

It  mournfully  to  break '. 


But  t  0  how  exquisite  it  starts 

Tlie  thoughts  that  bee-like  cling, 

To  drain  <fhe  honejr  from  young  hearts. 
And  leave  a  bleeding  jting! 

O  love!  love!  lovel 

Its  very  pain  endears ; 
And  eveiy  wrnl  and  weeping  brings 

Some  blessing  on  our  tears ! 
Love  makes  our  darkest  days.    Sweet  dove 

In  golden  suns  go  down, 
And  still  well  clothe  our  hearts  widi  love, 

And  crown  us  with  love's  crown. 

Gerald  Money. 


248.     FEMALE  FAITH. 

SHE  loved  you  when  the  sunny  light 
Of  bliss  was  on  your  brow ; 
That  bliss  has  sunk  in  sorrow's  night, 
And  yet  she  loves  you  now. 

She  loved  you  when  your  joyous  tone 
Taught  every  heart  to  thrill ; 

The  sweetness  of  that  tongue  is  gone. 
And  yet — she  loves  you  still. 

She  loved  you  when  you  proudly  stept 

The  gayest  of  the  gay ; 
That  pride  the  blight  of  time  hath  swept, 

Unlike  her  love,  away. 

She  loved  you  when  your  home  and  heart 
Of  fortune's  smile  could  boast; 

She  saw  that  smile  decay — depart— 
And  then  she  loved  you  most. 
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Oh,  such  the  generous  iaitb  that  glows 
In  woman's  gentle  breast ; 

Tis  like  the  star  that  stays  and  glows 
Alone  in  night's  dark  vest 

That  stays  because  each  other  ray 
Has  left  the  lonely  shore, 

And  that  the  wanderer  on  his  way 
Then  wants  her  light  the  more. 


L.E.L, 


249.     A  LOVER   DROPPING  ASLEEP   IN   TMi: 
MIDST  OF   HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

*Tn  I S  sweeter  than  all  else  below, 

A    The  daylight  and  its  duties  done, 
To  fold  the  arms  for  rest  and  so 

Relinquish  all  reg^ds  but  one : 
To  see  her  features  in  the  dark ; 

To  lie  and  meditate  once  more 
Some  grace  he  did  not  fully  mark, 

Some  tone  he  had  not  heard  before  : 
Then  from  beneath  his  head  to  take 

Her  notes,  her  picture,  and  her  glove, 
Put  there  for  joy  when  be  shall  wake,  j 

And  press  them  to  the  heart  of  love : 
And  then  to  whisper  *  wife,'  and  pray 

To  live  so  long  as  not  to  miss 
That  unimaginable  day  | 

Which  farther  seems  the  nearer  'tis :  | 

And  still  from  joy's  unfathom'd  well 

To  drink  in  sleep,  while  on  her  brow 
Of  innocence  ineffable 

The  laughing  bridal  roses  blow. 

Coventry  Patmore. 
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25a    CUPID  AND   CAMPASPE. 

CUPID  and  my  Campaspe  played 
At  cards  for  kisses ;  Cupid  paid. 
He  stakes  his  quiver,  bow,  and  arrows. 
His  mother's  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows, 
Loses  them  too ;  then  down  he  throws 
The  coral  of  his  lip,  the  rose 
Growing  on  's  cheek,  (but  none  know  how) 
With  these  the  crystal  of  his  brow, 
And  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin, — 
All  these  did  my  Campaspe  win. 
At  last  he  set  her  both  his  eyes : 
She  won,  and  Cupid  blind  did  rise. 

O  Love  I  has  she  done  this  to  thee? 

What  shall  alas!  become  of  me? 

John  Lylye, 


251.     ON   SILENCE   IN   LOVE. 

SILENCE  in  love  betrays  more  woe 
Than  words,  though  ne'er  so  witty ; 
A  beggar  that  is  dumb,  you  know, 
Deserves  a  double  pity. 

Sir  Henry  Wotton, 


252.     LOVE'S   COMPLIMENTS. 

HER  stature  like  the  tall  straight  cedar-trees, 
Whose  stately  bulks  do  fame  th'  Arabian  groves ; 
A  pace  like  princely  Juno,  when  she  braved 
The  Queen  of  Love  'fore  Paris  in  the  vale ; 
A  front  beset  ^^ith  love  and  courtesy ; 
A  face  like  modest  Pallas  when  she  blush'd ; 
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A  seely  shepherd  should  be  beauty's  judge. 
A  lip,  sweet  ruby-red,  graced  with  ddight ; 
A  cheek  wherein,  for  interchange  of  hue, 
A  wrangling  strife  'twixt  lily  and  the  rose ; 
Her  eyes  two  twinkling  stars  in  winter  nights, 
When  chilling  frost  doth  chill  the  azure  sky ; 
!Ier  hair,  of  golden  hue,  doth  dim  the  beams 
That  proud  Apollo  giveth  from  his  coach ; 
A  foot  like  Thetis  when  she  tripp'd  the  sands 
To  steal  Neptunus'  favour  with  her  steps ; 
A  piece,  despite  of  beauty,  framed 
To  show  what  Nature's  lineage  could  afford. 

Robert  Green  f-. 


253.    MAN'S   LOVE. 

WHEN  woman's  eye  grows  dull, 
And  her  cheek  paleth, 
When  fades  the  beautiful, 
Then  man's  love  faileth ; 
He  sits  not  beside  her  chair, 

Clasps  not  her  fingers, 
Twines  not  the  damp  hair  | 

That  o'er  her  brow  lingers.  j 

He  comes  but  a  moment  in,  j 

Though  her  eye  lightens. 
Though  her  check,  pale  and  ihiii,  j 

Feverishly  brightens ;  ! 

He  stays  but  a  moment  near, 

When  that  flash  fadeth. 
Though  true  affection's  tear  1 

Her  soft  eyelid  shadeth.  | 

He  goes  from  her  chamber  straigiu 

Into  life's  jostle,  . 

He  meets  at  the  very  gate 

Business  and  bustle ; 


The  Loveri 

He  thinks  not  of  her  within. 

Silently  sighing, 
He  forgets  in  that  noisj  din 

That  she  is  dying! 

And  when  her  young  heart  is  still, 

What  though  he  mourneth, 
Soon  from  bis  soirow  chiU 

Wearied  he  turneth ; 
Soon  o'er  her  buried  head 

Memory's  light  aitteth, 
And  the  tnie-hearted  dead 

Thus  man  forgetteth. 

Mary  Anne  Brovme. 


W" 


2S4-    WOMAN'S  LOVE. 

THEN  man  is  waxing  frail. 
And  his  hand  is  thin  and  weak, 
And  his  lips  are  parched  and  pale. 

And  wan  and  white  his  ched:, 
Oh,  then  doth  woman  prove 
Her  constancy  and  love! 

She  sitteth  by  his  chair. 

And  holds  his  feeble  hand, 
She  watchelh  ever  there 


She  leads  him  where  the  moon 
Is  bright  o'er  dale  or  hill, 

And  all  things,  save  the  tune 
Of  the  honey  bees,  are  still, 

Into  the  garden  bowers 

To  sit  'midst  herbs  and  flowers. 
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And  when  he  goes  not  there, 
To  feast  on  breath  and  bloom, 


And  'ntath  his  wcAry  head 
TbepiUcnr  smooth  doth  spread 

Until  the  honr  when  death 

His  lamp  of  life  doth  dim, 
She  acver  wearicih — 

She  never  Icavcth  him ; 
Still  near  him  night  and  day. 
She  meets  his  eye  alway. 

And  when  his  trial's  o'er. 

And  the  turf  is  on  his  breast. 
Deep  in  her  bosom's  core 

Lie  sorrows  unexpressed ; 
Her  tears,  her  sighs,  are  weak. 
Her  settled  grief  to  speak. 

And  though  there  may  arise 

Balm  for  her  spirit's  pain, 
And  though  her  quiet  eyes 

M^y  sometimes  smile  again ; 
Still,  still  she  must  regret,— 
She  never  can  forget 

Mary  Attne  Browne. 


»SS.    EPITAPH. 

UNDERNEATH  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  virtue  as  could  die. 
Which,  when  alive,  did  vigour  give 
To  M  much  beauty  as  conld  live. 

lien  Jmsoii. 
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as6.    THE  CURE  OF   LOVE. 

WHEN,  Oiloe,  I  confess  my  pain. 
In  genlle  words  you  pity  show; 
But  gentle  words  are  all  in  vain  : 

Such  gales  my  Aaxae  but  higher  blow. 
Ah,  Chloe!  would  you  cure  the  smart, 

Your  conquering  eyes  have  keenly  made. 
Yourself  upon  my  bleeding  heart, 

Yourself,  fair  Chloe,  must  be  laid 
Thus,  for  the  viper's  sting  we  know 

No  surer  remedy  is  found. 
Than  to  apply  the  torturing  foe, 

And  squeeze  his  I'enom  on  the  wound. 

Dr.  KeHrUk. 


257.     SONG. 

HARD  is  ilie  fate  of  him  who  loves, 
Yet  -dares  not  tell  his  trembling  pain. 
But  to  the  siTnpathetic  groves. 

But  to  the  lonely,  listening  plain. 
Oh    when  she  blesses  next  your  shade. 

Oh  I  when  her  footsteps  next  are  seen, 
In'floivery  tracts  along  the  mead, 
il  fresher  mazes  o'er  the  green. 
The  gentle  spirits  of  the  vale, 

To  whom  the  tears  of  love  are  dear, 
From  dying  lilies  waft  a  gale, 

And  sigh  my  sorrow  in  her  ear. 
Oh    tell  her  what  she  cannot  blame, 

Though  fear  my  tongue  must  ever  bind  ; 
Oh!  tell  her  that  my  virtuous  flame 

Is  as  her  spotless  soul  refin'd. 
Not  her  own  guardian  angel  -eyes 

With  chaster  tenderness  his  care, 
Not  fiircrherown  wishes  rise, 

Not  holier  her  own  sighs  in  prayer. 
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Dut  ify  at  firsty  her  virgin  fear 

Should  start  at  love's  suspected  name, 

With  that  of  friendship  soothe  her  ear — 
True  love  and  friendship  are  the  same. 

ThomsotL 


^i^    ANACREONTIC 

•  nnWAS  in  a  cool  Aonian  glade, 

X     The  wanton  Cupid,  si>cnt  with  toil, 
Had  sought  refreshment  from  the  shade, 

And  stretch'd  him  on  Ahe  mossy  soil 
A  vagrant  muse  drew  nigh,  and  found 

The  subtle  traitor  fast  asleep ; 
And  is  it  thine  to  snore  profound. 

She  said,  yet  leave  the  world  to  weep  r 
But  hush— from  this  auspicious  hour. 

The  world,  I  ween,  may  rest  in  peace, 
And  robb*d  of  darts,  and  stripped  of  power, 

Thy  peevish  petulance  decrease. 
Sleep  on,  poor  child !  whilst  I  withdraw, 

And  this  thy  vile  artillery  hide— 
When  the  Castilian  fount  she  saw, 

And  plung'd  his  arrows  in  the  tide. 
The  magic  fount — ill-judging  maid! 

Shall  cause  you  soon  to  curse  the  day 
Vou  dar'd  the  shafts  of  love  invade. 

And  gave  his  arms  redoubled  sway. 
For  in  a  stream  so  wondrous  clear, 

When  angry  Cupid  searches  round. 
Will  not  the  radiant  points  appear.^ 

Will  not  the  furtive  spoils  be  found? 
Too  soon  they  were ;  and  every  dart 

Dipt  in  the  muse's  mystic  spring, 
Acquir'd  new  force  to  wound  the  hearty 

And  taught  at  once  to  love  and  sin^. 

17 
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Then  fare  ye  well,  ye  Pierian  quire ; 

For  who  will  now  your  altars  throng? 
From  love  we  learn  to  swell  the  lyre  ; 

And  echo  asks  no  sweeter  song. 

ShtHiloae. 


359.    SONG. 

HEN  thy  beauty  appears 

With  its  graces  and  airs. 
All  bnghi  as  an  angd  new  dropt  fi'om  the  sky, 
L  distance  I  giue,  and  am  aw'd  by  my  fears. 
So  strangely  you  dazzle  my  eye ! 


But  when  without  art 

Your  kind  thoughts  you  impart, 

When  your  love  runs  in  blushes  through  every  vein ; 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants  in  your  heart. 

Then  I  know  you're  a  woman  again. 

There's  passion  and  pride 
In  our  sex,  she  replied. 

And  thus,  might  I  gratify  both,  I  would  do ; 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lover  beside. 

But  still  be  a  woman  to  you. 

ParnclL 


>.    TO  A  LADY  HALF-MASKING  HERSELF, 
WHEN  SHE  SMILED. 

SO,  when  the  sun  with  his  meridian  light 
Too  fiercely  darts  upgn  our  feeble  sight. 
We  thank  the  officious  cloud,  by  whose  kind  aid 
We  view  his  glory  soficn'd  by  a  shade. 
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261.    LOVE  LIKE  AN  APRIL  DAY. 

THE  lovely  Ddia  smiles  again! 
That  killing  frown  has  left  her  brow ; 
Can  she  forgive  my  jealous  pain, 

And  give  me  back  my  angry  vow? 
Love  is  an  April's  doubtful  day : 

Awhile  we  see  the  tempest  loVr, 
Anon  the  radiant  heaven  survey, 

And  quite  forget  the  flitting  show'r. 

The  flowers  that  hang  their  languid  heads, 

Are  bumish'd  by  the  transient  rains ; 
The  vines  their  wonted  tendrils  spread, 

And  double  verdure  gilds  the  plains. 
The  sprightly  birds,  that  droop'd  no  less 

Beneath  the  pow'r  of  rain  and  wind, 
In  every  raptur'd  note  express 

The  joy  I  feci,  when  thou  art  kind. 

Shcnstofie. 


262.     THE  CONDITION   OF  A  LOVER, 

FROM  place  to  place  forlorn  I  go, 
With  downcast  eyes  in  silent  shade ; 
Forbidden  to  declare  my  woe ; 

To  speak,  till  spoken  too,  afraid. 

My  inward  pangs,  my  secret  grief, 
My  soft  consenting  looks  betray. 

He  loves,  but  gives  me  no  relief; 
Why  speaks  he  not  who  may? 

Sir  Richard  Steele, 
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263.    THE   SELF-EXAMINATIOxN   BY  A   LADY. 


w 


HY  throbs  my  heart  when  he  appears? 
From  whence  this  tender  sigh  ? 
Why  are  my  eyes  dissolved  in  tears, 

When  he's  no  longer  nigh? 
Where  are  my  wonted  pleasures  fled  ? 

Nor  books,  nor  lyre  can  please ; — 
That  lies  untouch'd,  and  these  unread, 

All  occupations  teaze. 
One  loved  idea  still  employs 

All  hopes,  and  all  desires ; 
Walks  are  insipid,  music's  noise 

And  conversation  tires. 
But  when  Philander  speaks,  'tis  then 

I  all  attention  pay ; 
And  fondly  wish  the  power  to  pen 

Whatever  he  deigns  to  say. 
^  O  with  what  skill  I  strive  to  hide 

The  joy  my  bosom  feels, 
When  he,  oft  seated  by  my  side, 

To  me  his  thoughts  reveals. 
Wit,  sense,  and  genius,  then  conspire 

Each  faculty  to  seize ; 
And  while  I  fondly  thus  admire, 

I  lose  the  power  to  please. 
A  pause  ensues ;  his  eyes  still  speak, 

As  waiting  a  reply : 
My  words  in  falt'ring  accents  break, 

Or  on  my  lips  they  die. 
Oh,  were  Philander  once  to  bear 

In  all  my  wishes  a  part ; 
And  softly  whisper  in  my  ear 

The  secrets  of  his  heart, 
What  pleasure  thro'  each  sense  would  glide, 

What  transport  should  I  feel ; 
Oh,  say  my  heart,  thus  sweetly  tried, 

Couldst  thou  thy  joys  conceal  ? 
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264.    SONG. 

COME,  gentle  God  of  soft  desire! 
Come  and  possess  my  happy  breast : 
Not  fury-like  in  flames  and  fire, 

Or  frantic  folly's  madness  drest ; 
But  come  in  friendship's  angd  guise : 

Yet  dearer  thou  than  friendship  art. 
More  tender  spirit  in  thy  eyes. 

More  sweet  emotions  at  the  heart 
O  come  with  goodness  in  thy  train, 

With  peace  and  pleasure  void  of  storm, 
And  would'st  thou  me  for  ever  gain. 
Put  on  Amanda's  winning  form. 

Thomson. 


265.     THE    RECEIPT  TO   FORM  A   BEAUTY. 

LINES   TO  MRS.    LLOYD. 

WHEN  Cupid  did  his  grandsire  Jove  entreat 
To  form  some  beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  sent,  and  found  far  in  a  countr>'  scene, 
Truth,  innocence,  good-nature,  look  serene, 
Erom  which  ingredients  first  the  dextVous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coy. 
The  graces  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride ; 
These  Venus  clcans'd  from  every  spurious  grain 
Of  vice,  coquet,  aflected,  pert  and  vain ; 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  best  clay  employ'd. 
Ihen  called  the  happy  composition  Lloyd. 
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266.    A  REQUEST. 

I  DID  but  look  and  love  a  while, 
'Twas  but  for  half  an  hour, 
Then  to  resist  I  had  no  will. 

And  now  I  have  no  power. 

To  sigh  and  wish  is  all  my  ease  ; 

Sighs  which  do  heat  impart 

Enough  to  melt  the  coldest  ice, 

But  cannot  warm  your  heart; 
Oh  ]  would  you  pity  give  my  heart 

One  comer  of  your  breast, 
'Twould  learn  of  yours  the  winning  art, 
And  quickly  steal  Che  rcsL 

Thomas  Ol'w.ty. 


267.    A  SONG  TO  A  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY 

ASK  not  the  cause  why  sullen  Spring 
So  long  delays  her  flowers  to  bear ; 
Why  warbling  birds  forget  to  sing. 

And  winler-storms  Invert  the  year : 
Chloris  is  gone,  and  Fate  provides 
To  make  it  Spring  where  she  resides. 

Chloris  is  gone,  the  cniel  fair; 

She  cast  not  back  a  pitying  eye, 
But  left  her  lover  in  despair, 

To  sigh,  to  languish,  and  to  die. 
Ah !  how  can  those  fair  eyes  endure 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure? 

Great  God  of  love,  why  hast  thou  made 
A  face  that  can  all  hearts  command, 

Thai  all  religions  can  invade. 

And  change  the  laws  of  every  land? 

Where  hast  thou  plac'd  such  ftower  before? 

Thou  should'st  have  made  her  mercy  more. 
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Wben  Chloris  to  the  temple  comes, 
Adoring  crowds  before  her  fall : 

She  can  restore  the  dead  from  tombs, 
And  every  life  but  mine  rccal. 

I  only  am  by  love  designed 

To  be  the  victim  of  mankind. 

J,  Dryden. 


268.    MY   LOVE. 

SWEET  are  the  charms  of  her  I  love, 
More  fragrant  than  the  damask  rose, 
Soft  as  the  downs  of  turtle  dove. 

Gentle  as  air,  when  Zephyr  blows : 
Refreshing  as  descending  rains 
To  sunburnt  climes  and  thirsty  plains. 

True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole. 

Or  as  the  dial  to  the  sun ; 
Constant  as  gliding  waters  roll, 

Whose  swelling  tides  obey  the  moon. 
From  every  other  charmer  free, 
My  life  and  love  shall  follow  thee. 

The  lamb  the  flowery  thyme  devours, 
The  dam  the  tender  kid  pursues ; 

Sweet  Philomel  in  shady  bowers 

Of  verdant  spring  her  notes  renews. 

All  follow  what  they  most  admire, 

As  I  pursue  my  soul's  desire. 

Nature  must  change  her  beauteous  face, 
And  vary,  as  the  season's  rise ; 

As  winter  to  the  spring  gives  place. 

Summer  th'  approach  of  autumn  flies. 

No  change  in  love  the  seasons  bring. 

Love  only  knows  perpetual  spring. 
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Devouring  time  with  stealing  pace 
iMakes  lofty  oaks  and  cedars  bow : 

Ev'n  marble  towers  and  walls  of  brass, 
In  his  rude  march  he  levels  low ; 

But  time,  destroying  far  and  wide, 

Love  from  the  soul  can  ne'er  divide. 

Death  only,  with  his  cruel  dart. 

The  gentle  godhead  can  remove, 
And  drive  him  from  the  bleeding  heart 

To  mingle  with  the  blest  above, 
Where  known  to  all  his  kindred  train. 
He  finds  a  lasting  rest  from  pain. 

Love  and  his  sister  fair,  the  soul, 

Twin-born  from  heav'n  together  came : 

Love  will  the  universe  control, 

When  dying  seasons  lose  their  name. 

Divine  abodes  shall  own  his  pow'r. 

When  time  and  death  shall  be  no  more. 

S,  Booth, 


269.    THE   TRUE   LOVER. 

ILOV'D  thee  beautiful  and  kind, 
And  plighted  an  eternal  vow ; 
So  altered  are  thy  face  and  mind, 
'Twere  perjury  to  love  thee  now. 


Nugent 


270.    CUPID'S   PASTIME. 


IT  chanc'd  of  late  a  shepherd  swain, 
That  went  to  seek  his  straying  sheep, 
Within  a  thicket  in  a  plain 

Espied  a  dainty  nymph  asleep. 


Dictionary,  .  265 


Her  golden  hair  overspread  her  face,  • 

Her  careless  arms  abroad  were  cast ; 
Her  quiver  had  her  pillow's  place, 

Her  heart  lay  bare  to  every  blast 
The  shepherd  stayed  and  gaz'd  his  fill : 

Nought  durst  he  do,  nought  durst  he'  say ; 
Whilst  chance,  or  else  perhaps  his  will, 

Did  guide  the  god  of  love  that  way. 
The  crafty  boy  thus  sees  her  sleep 

Whom  if  she  wak'd  he  durst  not  see ; 
liehind  her  closely  seeks  to  creep, 

Before  her  nap  should  ended  be. 
lliere  come  he  steals  her  shafts  away, 

And  puts  his  own  into  their  place, 
Nor  dares  he  any  longer  stay,  | 

But,  ere  s6e  wakes,  hies  thence  apace. 
Scarce  was  he  gone  but  she  awakes, 

And  spies  the  shepherd  standing  by ; 
Her  bended  bow  in  haste  she  takes 

And  at  the  simple  swain  lets  fly. 
Forth  flew  the  shaft,  and  pierc*d  his  heart. 

That  to  the  ground  he  fell  with  pain, 
Yot  up  again  forthwith  he  starts 

And  to  the  nymph  he  ran  amain. 
Amazed  to  see  so  strange  a  sight. 

She  shot  a  shot,  but  all  in  vain :  1 

The  more  his  wounds  the  more  his  might. 

Love  yielded  strength  amidst  his  pain.  | 

1  ler  angry  eyes  were  great  with  tears. 

She  blames  her  hand,  she  blames  her  skill,  1 

The  bluntness  of  her  shafts  she  fears, 

And  tr>'  them  on  herself  she  will. 
Take  heed,  sweet  nymph,  try  not  thy  shaft, 

Kach  little  touch  will  pierce  thy  heart : 
Alas  I  thou  know  St  not  Cupid*s  craft, — 

Revenge  is  joy,  the  end  is  smart ; 
\'et  try  she  will,  to  pierce  some  bare ; 

Her  hands  were  glov'd,  but  next  to  hand 
Was  that  fair  breast,  that  breast  so  rare  I 

That  made  the  shepherd  senseless  stand.  1 


I 

I 

I 


one  secKS  lor  nhat  she  shunn'd  before. 
She  thinks  the  shepherds  haste  tc 
ThniE-li  nK)imliiins  meet  not,  lovers  m. 
\Vh,u  <iih..T  lovers  do.  (li<l  tliey  ; 
Tlic  gad  of  love  sate  on  a  tree, 
And  langlied  that  pleasant  sight  to  see. 
Rdigucs  of  Andciit  1 


2?i.    A  HUE  AND   CRY  AFTER 
Firsl  Gract. 

BEAUTIES,  have  ye  seen  this  I 
Called  love,  a  little  boy, 
Almost  naked,  wanton,  blind  : 
Cruel  now,  and  then  as  kind  ? 
If  he  be  amongst  ye,  say ; 
He  is  Vifnus'  runaway. 

Second  Grace. 
She  that  will  but  now  discover 
Wliere  thai  winged  wag  doth  hover. 
Shall  to-night  receive  a  kiss, 
How  or  where  herself  would  wish ; 
Itut  who  brings  hini  to  his  mother, 
Shall  have  that  kiss  ajid  another. 

Third  Gract. 
He  hath  marks  about  him  plenty. 

You  shall  knnw  him  »-t- — 
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First  Grace, 

At  his  sight  the  sun  hath  turned, 
Neptune  in  the  waters  burned ; 
Hell  hath  felt  a  greater  heat, 
Love  himself  forsook  his  seat. 
From  the  centre  to  the  sky 
Are  his  trophies  raised  on  high. 

Second  Grace.' 

Wings  he  hath,  which  though  ye  clip, 

He  will  leap  from  lip  to  lip, 

Over  liver,  lights,  and  heart. 

But  not  stay  in  any  part ; 

And  if  chance  his  arrow,  misses, 

He  will  shoot  himself  in  kisses. 

Third  Grace, 

He  doth  bear  a  golden  bow, 
And  a  quiver  hanging  low. 
Full  of  arrows  that  out-brave 
Dion's  shafts,  where,  if  he  have 
Any  head  more  sharp  than  other, 
With  that  first  he  strikes  his  mother. 

First  Grace. 

Still  the  fairest  arc  his  fuel ; 
When  his  days  are  to  be  cruel, 
Lovers'  hearts  are  all  his  food, 
And  his  baths  their  warmest  blood. 
Nought  but  wounds  his  hand  doth  season. 
And  he  hates  none  like  to  reason. 

Second  Grace. 

Trust  him  not ;  his  words,  though  sweet, 

Seldom  with  his  heart  do  meet. 

All  his  practice  is  deceit 

Every  gift  it  is  a  bait, 

Not  a  kiss  but  poison  bears. 

And  most  treason  in  his  tears. 
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I  Third  Grace, 


I 


Idle  minutes  are  his  reign, 
When  the  straggler  makes  his  gain, 
By  presenting  maids  with  toys, 
And  would  have  ye  think  them  joys : 
Tis  the  ambition  of  the  elf, 
To  have  all  childish  as  himsdfl 

First  Grace. 

If  by  these  ye  please  to  know  him, 
1  beauties,  be  not  nice,  but  show  him. 

Second  Grace. 

Though  yc  had  a  will  to  hide  him. 
Now,  wc  hope,  you  11  not  abide  him. 

Third  Grace. 

Since  you  hear  his  falser  play, 
And  that  hc*s  Venus*  runaway. 

Bt'H  Jonsofu 
— •<>• — 


272.     TO   THE   LASSES. 

I  HAVE  seriously  weigh'd  it,  and  find  it  but  just. 
That  a  wife  makes  a  man  cither  blessed  or  curst ; 
I  declare  I  will  marry  as  soon  as  I  find, 
Mark  me  well,  ye  young  lasses,  a  maid  to  my  mind. 

Not  the  pert  little  miss,  who  advice  will  despise. 
Nor  the  girl  that's  so  foolish  as  to  think  herself  wise, 
Nor  she  who  to  all  men  alike  would  prove  kind  : 
Not  one  of  these  three  is  the  maid  to  my  mind. 

Not  the  prude  who  in  public  will  never  be  free. 
Yet  in  private  for  ever  a  toying  will  be. 
Nor  coquette  that's  too  forward,  nor  jilt  that's  unkind : 
Not  one  of  these  three  is  the  maid  to  my  mind. 
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Nor  she  who  for  pleasure  her  husband  will  slight. 
Nor  the  positive  dame  who  thinks  always  she's  right, 
Nor  she  who  a  dupe  to  the  foshion's  inclined : 
Kot  one  of  these  three  is  the  maid  to  my  mind. 

But  the  £iir,  with  good  nature,  and  carriage  genteel, 
Who  her  husband  can  love  and  no  secrets  reveal, 
In  whose  breast  I  may  virtue  with  modesty  find : 
This,  this,  and  this  onl/s  the  maid  to  my  mind.. 

Thomson, 


273.    SONG. 

COME,  all  ye  youths,  whose  hearts  e'er  bled 
By  cruel  beauty's  pride, 
Bring  each  a  garland  on  his  head, 

Let  none  his  sorrows  hide ; 
But  hand  in  hand  around  me  move, 
Singing  the  saddest  tales  of  love ; 

And  see,  when  your  complaints  ye  join. 

If  all  your  wrongs  can  equal  mine. 
The  happiest  mortal  once  was  I« 

My  heart  no  sorrows  knew ; 
Pity  the  pain  with  which  1  die, 

But  ask  not  whence  it  g^w. 
Yet  if  a  tempting  fair  you  find. 
That's  very  lovely,  very  kind, 

Tho'  bright  as  heaven,  whose  stamp  she  bears, 

Think  of  my  fate,  and  shun  her  snares. 

Thomas  Gtivay. 


274.    THE   CHOICE. 

A  MAN  that's  neither  high  nor  low 
In  party,  nor  in  stature ; 
No  noisy  fool,  nor  fickle  beau. 
That's  used  to  cringe  and  Hatter. 
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And  let  him  be  no  learned  fool     • 

That  nods  o*er  musty  books ; 
Who  eats,  and  drinks,  and  lives  by  rule. 

And  weighs  my  words  and  looks. 
Let  him  be  easy,  frank,  and  gay, 

Of  dancing  never  tir'd ; 
Always  have  something  smart  to  say, 

But  silent,  if  required. 


—    •o*- 


275.    TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  SOMB  PAINTED  FLOWERS. 

FLOWERS  to  the  fair:  to  you  these  flowers  I  bring. 
And  strive  to  greet  you  with  an  earlier  spring. 
Flowers  sweet,  and  gay,  and  delicate  like  you. 
Emblems  of  innocence  and  beauty  toa 
With  flowers  the  graces  bind  their  yellow  hair. 
And  flowery  wreaths  consenting  lovers  wear. 
Flowers,  the  sole  luxury  which  nature  knew, 
In  Eden's  pure  and  guiltless  garden  grew. 
To  loftier  forms  are  tougher  tasks  assigned, 
The  sheltering  oak  resists  the  stormy  wind. 
The  tougher  yew  repels  invading  foes. 
And  the  tall  pine  for  future  navies  grows : 
But  this  soft  family,  to  cares  unknown. 
Were  born  for  pleasure  and  delight  alone. 
Gay  without  toil,  and  lovely  without  art, 
'1  hey  spring  tq  cheer  the  sense  and  glad  the  heart. 
Nor  blush,  my  fair,  to  own  your  copy  these : 
Your  best,  your  sweetest  empire,  is  to  please. 

Aikin. 


•o* 
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276.    ADIEU  L'AMOUR. 

HERE  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  cease, 
If  not  in  joy,  111  live  at  least  in  peace^ 
Since  for  the  pleasures  of  an  hour 
We  must  endure  an  age  of  pain, 
111  be  this  bashful  thing  no  more : 
Love,  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Despair  tormented  first  my  breast, 

Now  falsehood^  a  more  cruel  guest 
O !  for  the  peace  of  human  kind 

Make  women  longer  true,  or  sooner  kind ; 
With  justice  or  with  mercy  reign. 

Or  Love!  or  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Granville^  Lord  Lansdownc, 


277.      ON  A  YOUNG  LADVS  REFUSAL  TO  SHOW 

HER  HAND. 

NO  argument  could  Fanny  move : 
With  strong  reluctance  still  she  strove 
Her  lovely  hand  to  hide. 
The  case  was  plain ;  she  was  afraid, 
That,  plac'd  in  view,  it  might  be  said, 
Twas  by  her  hand  they  died. 


278.     A   DIRGE. 

BOW  tlie  head,  thou  lily  fair, 
Bow  the  head  in  mournful  guic>c  ! 
Sickly  turn  thy  shining  white. 
Bend  thy  stalk,  and  never  rise! 


Tfu  Lmieri 

Shed  thy  leaves,  thou  lovely  rose, 
Sbed  thy  leaves  so  sweet  and  gayi 
Spread  them  wide  on  the  cold  earth. 
Quickly  let  tbem  fade  awayl 

Fragrant  woodbine,  all  untwine,  ■ 
All  untwine  from  yonder  bower. 
Drag  thy  branches  on  the  ground, 
Stajn  with  dust  each  tender  flower! 

For  woe  is  me,  the  gentle  knot 
That  did  in  willing  durance  bind 
My  Emma  to  her  happy  swain, — 
By  cruel  death  is  now  untwined. 

Her  head  with  dim,  half-closed  ejTis, 

Is  bowed  upon  her  breast  of  snow. 
And  cold  and  faded  are  those  cheeks 
That  wont  wjth  cheerful  red  to  glow. 

And  mute  is  that  harmonious  voice, 
Tliat  wont  to  breathe  the  sounds  of  love. 
And  lifeless  arc  those  beauteous  limbs. 
That  with  such  ease  and  grace  did  move. 

And  I  of  all  this  bliss  bereft. 
Lonely  and  sad  must  ever  moan. 
Dead  to  each  joy  the  world  can  give, 

Alive  to  memory  alone. 


279.    THE   RECONCILEMENT. 


COME,  let  us  now  resolve  at  last. 
To  live  and  love  in  quiet : 
We'll  tie  the  knot  so  very  fast, 
That  time  shall  ne'er  untie  JL 
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The  truest  joys  they  seldom  prove. 

Who  free  from  quarreb  live ; 
Tis  the  most  tender  part  of  love 

Each  other  to  forgive. 

When  least  I  seem'd  conceni*d,  I  took 

No  pleasure  nor  no  rest : 
And  when  1  feign'd  an  angry  look, 

Alas!  I  loved  you  best 

Own  but  the  same  to  mc,  youll  find     , 

How  blest  will  be  our  fate. 
Oh,  to  be  happy,  to  be  kind. 

Sure,  never  is  too  late. 

Sheffield^  Duke  of  BuckinghanL 


•o^ 


280.    FEW  HAPPY  MATCHES. 

SAY,  mighty  love,  and  teach  my  song, 
To  whom  my  sweetest  joys  belong, 
And  who  the  happy  pairs 
Wliose  yielding  heart  and  joining  hands 
Find  blessings  twisted  with  their  bands, 
To  soften  all  their  cares. 

Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  su-ains, 
That  thoughtless  fly  into  the  chains, 

As  custom  leads  the  way ; 
If  theirs  be  bliss  without  design, 
Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine. 

And  be  as  blest  as  they. 

Not  sordid  souls  of  earthy  mould. 
Who,  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold, 

To  chill  embraces  move ; 
So  too  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
May  rush  to  wealthy  marriage  too, 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

18 


Not  the  mad  tribe  that  hell  inspires 
With  wanton  flames ;  those  raging  fires 

The  purer  bliss  destroy. 
On  Etna's  top  let  furies  wed, 
And  sheets  of  lightning  dress  the  bed, 

T'  improve  tbis  burning  joy, 

Nor  the  dull  pair,  whose  marble  forms 
None  of  the  melting  passions  warms, 

Can  mingle  hearts  and  hands. 
Logs  of  greenwood,  that  quench  the  coals, 
Are  married  just  like  stoic  souls. 

With  osiers  for  their  bands. 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  strain. 
Still  silcnl,  or  that  still  complain, 

Can  the  dear  bondage  bless. 
As  well  may  heavenly  comforts  spring 
Prom  two  old  lutes  with  ne'er  a  string, 

Or  none  besides  the  bass. 

Nor  can  the  soft  enchantment  hold 
To  jarring  souls  of  angry  mould. 

The  rugged  and  the  keen. 
Samson's  young  foxes  might  as  welt 
In  bonds  of  cheerful  wedlock  d»-ell, 

With  firebrands  tied  between. 

Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  savage  mind : 

For  love  abhors  the  sight. 
Loose  the  fiery  tiger  from  the  deer ; 
lor  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rise  and  forbid  delight 

Two  kindest  souls  alone  must  meet; 
Tis  friendship  makes  the  bondage  sweet. 

And  feeds  their  mutual  loves, 
ilright  Venus  on  her  rolling  throne 
Is  drawn  by  gcndest  birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  doves. 
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281.    ON  A  LADY,  STUNG  BY  A  BEE. 

TO  heal  the  wound  the  bee  had  made 
Upon  my  Delia's  face ; 
Its  honey  to  the  wound  she  laid, 
And  bid  me  kiss  the  place. 

Pleas'd,  I  obey'd,  and  from  the  wound 

Suck'd  both  the  sweet  and  smart ; 
The  honey  on  my  lips  I  found, 
^     The  sting  went  through  my  heart 


282.     ON  A  GENTLEMAN'S   OMITTING  TO 
SUBSCRIBE   HIS  NAME   IN  A 
LETTER  TO  A  LADY. 

TIS  true,  I  did  forget  my  name, 
But  many  a  man  hath  done  the  same 
In  circumstance  like  mine. 
Alas !  my  crazy  head's  too  prone 
Not  only  to  forget  my  own. 
But  ev'ry  name,  but  thine. 

Howc'cr,  the  means  are  in  your  power 
To  make  me  bless  it  ev'ry  hour : 

(Dear  charmer,  then  abet  it!) 
Do  but  unite  your  name  with  mine, 
I  then  shall  think  it  half  divine. 

And  never  more  forget  it 


283.    LOVE'S  DISPOSITION. 

LOVE  still  has  something  of  the  sea. 
From  whence  his  mother  rose ; 
No  time  his  slaves  from  doubt  can  free, 
Nor  give  his  thoughts  repose. 


One  while  they  seem  to  touch  the 
Then  straight  into  the  main 

Some  angry  wind,  in  cruel  sport, 
The  vessel  drives  again. 

At  first  disdain  and  pride  they  fear. 

Which  if  they  chance  to  'scape 
Rivals  and  falsehood  soon  appear 

In  a  more  dreadful  shape. 

By  such  degrees  to  joy  they  come, 
And  are  so  long  withstood ; 

So  slowly  they  receive  the  sum, 
It  hardly  does  them  good. 

Tis  cruel  to  prolong  pain, 

And  to  defer  a  joy ; 
Believe  me,  gentle  Celemene 

Offends  the  winged  boy. 

An  hundred  thousand  oaths  your  fear 
Perhaps  wotld  not  remove. 

And,  if  I  gaz'd  a  thousand  years, 
I  could  not  deeper  love.  5 
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They  freely  can  their  thoughts  explain, 

But  ours  must  bum  within ; 
We  have  got  tongues  and  eyes  in  vain, 

And  truth  from  us  is  sin. 
Tlien  equal  laws  let  justice  find, 

Nor  either  sex  oppress ; 
More  freedom  give  to  womankind, 

And  give  to  mankind  less. 


285.    THE   FRANK  LOVER. 

NOT,  Giloe,  that  Tm  not  sincere, 
Or  am  less  apt  to  rove, 
That  I  a  heart  so  constant  bear, 

So  faithful  in  its  love. 
Indeed  my  Chloe  like  the  rest. 

From  fair  to  fair  Pd  range, 
IJut  that  it's  more  my  interest. 

Still  to  love  on  than  change. 
All  charms  which  others  recommend 

In  thee  alone  I  find; 
IJeauty  and  temper  kindly  blend 

The  handsome  and  the  kind. 
Then  why  should  I  inconstant  prove? 

Why  other  nymphs  pursue? 
When  here  I  have  all  I  could  lose, 

Tis  prudence  to  be  true. 


286.    TO   STELLA, 

OK  HSIt  GIVING  THE  AUTHOR  A  GOLD  AND  SILK 
NBT-PUKSK  OF.  HBR  OWN  W SAVING. 

THOUGH  gold  and  silk  their  charms  unite 
To  make  thy  curious  net  delight ; 
In  vain  the  varied  work  would  shine 
Jf  wrought  by  any  hand  but  thine. 


I . 
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Thy  hand,  that  knows  the  subtler  art 

To  weave  those  nets  that  catch  the  heart 

Spread  not  by  me  the  loidng  coin, 

Thy  nets  may  catch  but  not  confine ; 

Nor  can  I  hope  thy  silken  chain 

The  glittering  vagrants  shall  restrain. 

Ah,  Stella!  was  it  thus  decreed,  • 

The  heart,  once  caught,  should  ne*er  be  freed  ? 

Johnsoti, 


I 

1 


287.    TO  A  FAIR  ONE.  ^V 

FORGIVE,  fair  creature,  formed  to  please, 
Forgive  a  wandVing  youth's  desire ; 
Those  charms,  those  virtues,  when  he  sees, 
How  can  he  see,  and  not  admire? 

While  each  the  other  still  improves. 

The  fairest  face,  the  fairest  mind. 
Not  with  the  proverb  he  that  loves. 

But  he  that  loves  you  not,  is  blind. 


288.    TO  ARDELIA. 

NEW  year's   day,    177a 

WELCOME  to  the  new-bom  year!  ^     I 

Lo !  it  comes  by  hope  attended ;  '     j 

Future  seasons  too  appear,  > 
And  with  future  pleasures  blended. 


I 


Mark,  Ardelia,  mark  their  brow, 

With  how  sweet  a  smile  they  greet  us! 
O  may  ever  time,  as  now. 

With  so  kind  an  aspect  meet  us! 

4 


I 


I 
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Doom'd  with  thee  my  course  to  bend, 

Every  path  of  life's  inviting ; 
Thou  my  wife,  companion,  friend, 

All  is  sunshine,  all  delighting. 

Unregarded  seasons  roird 
Ere  my  choice  had  thee  selected ; 

Now  the  happiness  unfold, 
Not  a  moment  flies  neglected. 

Tis  not  fortune,  'tis  not  state, 
Tis  not  what  the  world  so  prizes, 

In  the  mind  can  bliss  create ; 
Far  above  such  toys  it  rises. 

Tis  the  joy  exalted  hearts 

Feel,  while  each  to  each  a  blessing. 
And  by  all  endearing  arts 

Ever  still  their  love  expressing. 

Such  the  pleasure  we  partake, 
And  if  lengthened  years  be  given, 

Virtue,  join'd  with  peace,  shall  make 
Home  a  temporary  heaven.  Kcatc. 


289.     CANZONETTA. 

SO  slept  the  sea  within  its  silver  bed, 
To  the  scarce-breathing  gale 
The  silken  sail 
With  venturous  hands  I  spread. 
And  saw  the  rocks,  and  pass'd,  yet  felt  no  fear ; 
All  danger  distant  seem'd,  which  was,  alas !  too  near. 

Love,  calm  deceiver,  seated  by  my  side. 
His  secret  fraud  enjoy'd, 
Too  oft  emplo/d. 
In  sport  my  bark  to  guide. 
\Vc  reach'd  the  port:  the  little  pilot  smiFd. 
Can  love  decdve,  I  said,  and  kiss'd  the  laughing  child. 


_    I 
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He  clapped  his  wings,  and  lightly  thro*  the  aii* 

Flew  from  my  longing  eyes ; 

The  storms  arise, 
And  back  my  vessel  bear. 
Secure  what  port  can  hapless  lovers  meet  ? 
We  blame  the  winds  and  seas,  yet  clasp  the  dear  deceit 

Marriott. 


290.     SONG. 

To  the  tune  of  the  Spanish  Song,  *  Si  tii,  SeHora,  no  doeles  de  mf.' 

OFAIR!  O  sweet!  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 
In  whom  all  joys  so  well  agree. 
Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

This  you  hear  is  not  my  tongue, 
Which  once  said  what  I  conceived ; 
For  it  was  of  one  bereaved 

With  a  cruel  answer  stung. 
No!  though  tongue  to  roof  be  cleaved, 

Fearing  lest  he  chastised  be. 

Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

O  fair !  O  sweet !  when  I  do  look  on  thee, 
In  whom  all  joys  so  well  agree. 
Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

Just  accord  all  music  makes, 
In  thee  just  accord  cxalteth. 
Where  each  part  in  such  peace  dwelleth, 

One  of  other  beauty  takes. 
Since  then  truth  to  all  minds  telleth 

That  in  thee  lives  harmony. 

Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

O  fair!  O  sweet!  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 
In  whom  all  joys  so  well  agree, 
Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

They,  that  heaven  have  known,  do  say 
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That  who  to  that  grace  obtaineth, 
'To  see  what  lair  sight  there  reigneth. 

Forced  are  to  sing  alway. 
So  then,  since  that  heaven  remaineth 

In  thy  face,  I  plainly  see. 

Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

O  fair!  O  sweet!  when  I  do  look  on  thee, 
In  whom  all  joys  so  well  agree, 
Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

Sweet!  think  not  I  am  at  ease 
For  because  my  chief  part  singeth ; 
This  song  from  death's  sorrow  springeth, 

As  do  swans  in  last  disease ; 
For  no  dumbness  us  death  bringeth. 

Stay,  to  true  love's  melody, 

Heart  and  soul  do  sing  in  me. 

Sidney, 


291.    THE   MESSAGE. 

SEND  home  my  long-stray*d  eyes  to  mc. 
Which,  Oh !  too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee ; 
But  if  they  then  have  leam'd  such  ill, 
Such  forc'd  fashions 
And  false  passions, 
That  they  be 
Made  by  thee 
Fit  for  no  good  sight,  keep  them  stilL 

Send  home  my  harmless  heart  again, 
Which  no  unworthy  thought  could  stain ; 
But  if  it  be  taught  by  thine 
To  make  jestings 
Of  protestings. 
And  break  both 
Word  and  oath. 
Keep  it  still,  'tis  none  of  mine. 
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Yet  send  me  back  myv  heart  and  eyes, 
That  I  may  know  and  see  thy  lies, 
And  may  laugh  and  joy,  when  thou 
Art  in  anguish. 
And  dost  languish 
For  some  one 
That  wilt  come, 
Or  prove  as  false  as  thou  dost  now. 

Donne. 


-•o*- 


292.    THE  EFFECT  OF  COQUETRY. 

WHEN  tortured  by  the  cruel  fair, 
And  almost  mad  with  wild  despair, 
My  fleeting  spirits  rose, 
One  cordial  glance  restores  her  slave. 
Redeems  me  from  the  gaping  grave, 
And  soothes  my  soul  to  love. 

Thus  on  a  sea  of  doubt  Pm  tost, 

Now  sunk,  now  thrown  upon  the  coast; 

What  wretch  can  long  endure 
Such  odd  perplexing  pangs  as  these. 
When  neither  mortal  the  disease 

Nor  yet  complete  the  cure? 

Proud  tyrant,  since  to  save  or  kill, 
Depends  on  thy  capricious  will, 

This  milder  sentence  give! 
Reverse  my  strange  untoward  fate ! 
Oh!  let  me  perish  by  thy  hate. 

Or  by  thy  kindness  live !  SoineriHUc. 


-•o- 
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393.    TO  CHLOE  WEEPING. 

SEE,  whflst  thou  weepesty  fair  Chloe,  see 
The  world  in  sympathy  with  thee ; 
The  ch^rful  birds  no  longer  sing. 
Each  droops  his  head  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  doods  have  bent  their  bosom  lower, 
And  shed  their  sorrow  in  a  shower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow, 
And  louder  murmurs  speak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  swains  adopt  thy  cares : 
They  hear  thy  sighs,  and  weep  thy  tears. 
Fantastic  nymph!  that  grief  should  move 
Thy  heart,  obdurate  against  love! 
Strange  tears,  whose  power  can  soften  all, 
But  that  dear  breast,  on  which  they  fall 

Prior. 


294.    RIVALS. 

OF  all  the  torments,  all  the  cares. 
With  which  our  lives  are  curst, 
Of  all  the  plagues  the  lover  bears, 

Sure,  rivals  are  the  worst 
By  partners,  in  each  other  kind. 

Afflictions  easier  grow ; 

In  love  alone  we  hate  to  find 

Companions  of  our  woe. 

• 

Sylvia  for  all  the  pangs  you  see 

Are  laboring  in  my  breast, 
I  beg  not  you  would  favour  me, 

Would  you  but  slight  the  rest ! 
How  great  soe'er  your  rigours  arc. 

With  them  alone  111  cope, 
I  can  endure  my  own  despair. 

But  not  another's  hope.  Walsh. 
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295.    TO   MISS   LUCY  F . 

WITH  A  MEW  WATC8. 

WITH  me  while  present,  may  thy  lovely  eyes 
Be  never  tum'd  upon  this  golden  toy ; 
Think  every  pleasing  hour  too  swiftly  flies, 
And  measure  time  by  joy,  succeeding  joy. 

But  when  the  cares  that  interrupf  our  bliss 
To  me  hot  always  will  thy  sight  allow. 

Then  oft  with  kind  impatience  look  on  this, 
Then  every  minute  count  as  I  do  now. 

—  •«>•  — 


296.  ODE,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

OFROM  thy  kindred  early  torn, 
And  to  thy  grave  untimely  bom, 
Vanished  for  ever  from  my  view. 
Thou  sister  of  my  soul,  adieu ! 

Fair!  with  my  first  ideas  twined. 
Thine  image  oft  will  meet  my  mind. 
And  while  remembrance  brings  you  near, 
Affection  sad  will  drop  a  tear. 

How  oft  does  sorrow  bend  the  head. 
Before  we  dwell  among  the  dead! 
Scarce  in  the  years  of  manly  prime, 
Tve  often  wept  the  wrecks  of  time. 

What  tragic  tears  bedim  the  eye ! 
What  deaths  we  suffer  ere  we  die ! 
Our  broken  friendships  we  deplore. 
And  loves  of  youth  that  are  no  more. 
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No  after-friendship  e'er  can  raise 

The  endeannents  of  our  eaiiy  days, 

And  ne'er  the  heart  such  fondness  prove 

As  when  it  first  began  to  love. 

Logan. 


i  297.    THE  POET  TO  HIS  WIFE. 


ONCE  more,  among  those  rich  and  golden  strings, 
Wander  with  thy  white  arm,  dear  lady,  pale ! 
And  when  at  last  from  thy  sweet  discord  springs 

The  a&rial  music, — like  the  dreams  that  veil 
Earth's  shadows  with  diviner  thoughts  and  things, 

O,  let  the  passion  and  the  time  prevail! 
O,  bid  thy  spirit  through  the  mazes  run ! 
For  music  is  like  love,  and  must  be  won. 

Barry  Cornwall, 


298.  ONLY  TELL  HER  THAT  I  LOVE. 

ONLY  tell  her  that  I  love. 
Leave  the  rest  to  her  and  fate, 
Some  kind  planet  from  above 
May,  perhaps,  her  pity  move. 

Lover's  on  their  stars  must  wait 
Only  tcU  her  that  I  love. 

Why,  oh,  why,  should  I  despair? 

Mercy's  pictured  in  her  eye ; 
If  she  once  vouchsafe  to  hear. 
Welcome  hope,  and  welcome  fear ; 

She's  too  good  to  let  me  die : 
Why,  oh,  why  should  I  despair? 

CaUs. 
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299.     CUPID,  HYMEN,  AND  PLUTUS. 

AS  Cupid  in  Cythera's  grove 
Emplo/d  the  lesser  powers  of  love, 
Some  shape  the  bow  or  fit  the  string, 
Some  give  the  taper  shaft  its  wing. 
Or  turn  the  polish'd  quiver's  mould, 
Or  head  the  darts  with  tempered  gold. 

Amidst  their  toil  and  various  care 

Thus  Hymen  with  assuming  air 

Addrest  the  God.    Thou  purblind  chit 

Of  awkward  and  ill-judging  wit. 

If  matches  are  no  better  made. 

At  once  I  must  forswear  my  trade ; 

You  send  me  such  ill-coupled  folks, 

That  'tis  a  shame,  to  sell  them  jokes. 

They  squabble  for  a  pin,  a  feather. 

And  wonder  how  they  came  together.  2 

The  husband's  sullen,  dogged,  shy. 

The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply : 

He  loves  command,  and  due  restriction, 

And  she  as  well  likes  contradiction. 

He  never  slavishly  submits. 

She'll  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits ; 

He  this  way  tugs,  she  t'other  draws, 

The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  cause ; 

Nothing  can  save  him  but  divorce, 

And  here  the  wise  complies  of  course. 

When,  says  the  boy,  had  I  to  do 
With  either  your  affairs  or  you  ? 
I  never  idly  spend  my  darts. 
You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts. 
For  settlements  the  lawyer's  feed  : 
Is  myhand  witness  to  the  deed? 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree. 
Go,  rail  at  Plutus,  not  at  me. 
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Plutus  appeared,  and  said :  Tis  true 
In  marriage^  gold  is  all  their  view ; 
They  seek  not  beauty,  wit,  or  sense, 
And  love  is  seldom  the  pretence. 
AH  offer  incense  at  my  shrine. 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  sign. 
How  can  Belinda  blame  her  fate? 
She  only  ask'd  a  great  estate. 
Doris  was  rich  enough,  'tis  true. 
Her  lord  must  give  her  title  too, 
And  evhry  man,  or  rich  or  poor, 
A  fortune  asks,  and  asks  no  more. 

Av'rice,  whatever  shape  it  bears, 
Must  still  be  coupled  with  its  cares. 


Gay, 


30a    DELIA. 

A  PASTORAU 

THE  gentle  swan  with  graceful  pride 
Her  glossy  plumage  laves, 
And  sailing  down  the  silver  tide 
Divides  the  whispering  waves. 

The  silver  tide,  that  wandering  flows, 

Sweet  to  the  bird  must  be. 
But  not  so  sweet,  blithe  Cupid  knows. 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

A  parent  bird  in  plaintive  mood 

On  yonder  fruit  tree  sung, 
And  still  the  pendent  nest  she  view'd. 

That  held  her  callow  young. 

Dear  to  the  mother's  fluttering  heart 

The  genial  brood  must  be, 
But  not  so  dear,  the  thousandth  part. 

As  Delia  is  to  me.  > 
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The  roses  that  my  brow  surround, 

Were  natives  of  the  dale. 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bound, 

Before  their  sweets  grew  pale. 

My  vital  bloom  would  thus  repose. 

If  luckless  torn  from  thee ; 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rose 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new  fall'n  snow. 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair. 
The  birds  to  Delia  111  bestow, 

They're  like  her  bosom  fair. 

When  in  their  chaste  connubial  love 

My  secret  wish  shell  see, 
Such  mutual  bliss,  as  turtles  prove. 

May  Delia  share  with  me. 

Cunningham. 


301.    LOVE'S   DEITY. 

I  LONG  to  talk  with  some  old  lover's  ghost, 
Who  died  before  the  god  of  love  was  born : 
I  cannot  think  that  he,  who  then  lov'd  most, 

Sank  so  low  as  to  love  one  which  did  scorn ; 
But  since  this  god  produced  a  destiny. 
And  that  vice-nature  custom,  lets  it  be, 
I  must  love  her  that  loves  not  me. 

Sure  they,  which  made  him  god,  meant  not  so  much. 
Not  he  in  his  young  godhead  practised  it : 

But  when  an  even  flame  two  hearts  did  touch. 
His  office  was  indulgently  to  fit 

Actives  to  passives ;  correspondency 

Only  his  subject  was :  it  cannot  be 

Love,  till  I  love  her  that  loves  me. 
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Dut  every  modem  god  will  now  extend 

His  vast  prerogative  as  far  as  Jove ; 
To  rage,  to  lust,  to  write,  and  to  commend, 

All  is  the  purlewe  of  the  god  of  love. 
Oh !  were  we  waken'd  by  this  tyranny, 
T'  ungod  this  child  again,  it  could  not  be 
I  should  love  her  who  loves  not  me. 

Rebel  and  Atheist  too,  why  murmur  I, 
As  tho*  I  felt  the  worst  that  love  could  do  ? 

Love  may  make  me  leave  loving,  or  might  tr)* 
A  deeper  plague,  to  make  her  love  me  too  ; 

WTiich,  since  she  loves  before,  I'm  loth  to  see ; 

Falsehood  is  more  than  hate,  and  that  must  bo 

If  she,  whom  I  love,  should  love  me. 

Dontte, 


302.     INWARD   WORTH. 

\ND  when  thou  breath'st,  the  winds  are  ready  strai^^lit 
To  fetch  it  from  thee ;  and  do  therefore  wait 
Close  at  thy  lips,  and,  snatching  it  from  thence, 
Hear  it  to  heaven,  where  'tis  Jove's  frankincense. 
Fair  goddess,  since  thy  feature  makes  thee  one, 
Yet  be  not  such  for  these  respects  alone, — 
Hut  as  you  are  divine  in  outward  view. 
So  be  within  as  fair,  as  good,  as  true.  Carnv, 


TO  A  LADY  SITTING  BEFORE  HER  (;LASS. 

SO  smooth  and  clear  the  fountain  was, 
In  which  his  face  Narcissus  shy'd, 
When,  gazing  in  that  liquid  glass, 

He  for  himself  despaired  and  died  : 
Nor,  Chloris,  can  you  safer  see 
Your  own  perfection  here  than  he. 
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The  lark  before  the  mirror  plays. 
Which  some  deceitful  swain  has  set : 

Pleased  with  herself,  she  fondly  stays, 
To  die  deluded  in  the  net 

Love  may  such  frauds  for  you  prepare, 

Yourself  the  captive  and  the  snare. 

Hut,  Chloris,  whilst  you  there  review 
Those  graces,  opening  in  their  bloom. 

Think  how  disease  and  age  pursue 
Your  riper  glories  to  consume : 

Then,  sighing,  you  will  ^^'ish  your  glass 

Could  show  to  Chloris  what  she  was. 

Let  pride  no  more  give  nature  lawy 
But  free,  like  youth,  your  power  enslaves : 

Her  form,  like  yours,  bright  Cynthia  saw 
Reflected  in  the  crystal  waves. 

Yet  priz'd  not  all  her  charms  above 

The  pleasure  of  Endymion's  love. 

No  longer  let  your  glass  supply 
Too  just  an  emblem  of  your  breast, 

Where  oft  to  my  deluded  eye 
Love's  image  has  appeared  imprest, 

But  play'd  so  lightly  in  your  mind, 

It  left  no  lasting  print  behind.  Fcnton, 


304.     I    DIE,   DEAR  LIFE. 

I  DIE,  dear  life!  unless  to  me  be  given  j 
As  many  kisses  as  the  spring  hath  flowers, 

Or  there  be  silver-drops  in  Iris*  showers,  1 
Or  stars  there  be  in  all-embracing  heaven ;. 

And  if  displeased  ye  of  the  match  remain,  -^ 

Ye  shall  have  leave  to  take  them  back  again.  1 

Drufnmond  of  Hawthornden, 
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305.    J-OVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

NO  warning  of  th' approaching  flame, 
Swiftly,  like  sudden  death,  it  came :, 
like  travellers,  by  lightning  kill'd, 
I  burnt  the  moment  I  beheld. 

In  whom  so  many  charms  are  plac'd. 
Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grac'd. 
The  case,  so  shining  to  behold. 
Is  fiird  with  richest  gems  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admir'd  before 
I  add  a  thousand  graces  more, 
And  fancy  blows  into  a  flame 
The  spark  that  from  the  beauty  came. 

The  object  thus  improv'd  by  thought. 
By  my  own  image  I  am  caught : 
Pygmalion  so  with  fatal  art 
Polish'd  the  form  that  stung  his  heart 

Granville^  Lord  Lansdowne. 


306.    SONG. 

HIGH  state  and  honours  to  others  impart, 
But  give  me  your  heart ! 
That  treasure,  that  treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
So  gentle  a  love,  so  fervent  a  fire, 

My  soul  does  inspire : 
That  treasure,  that  treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
Your  love  let  me  wave! 

Girt  me  in  possessing 

So  matchless  a  blessing ! 
That  empire  is  all  I  would  have. 
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Love*s  my  petition, 
All  my  ambition : 
If  e'er  you  discover 
So  faithful  a  lover, 
So  real  a  flame, 

rU  die,  111  die. 
So  give  up  my  game.  Dryden, 


307.    O  SACRED  BLUSH. 

O  SACRED  blush,  empiupling  cheeks,  pure  skies 
With  crimson  wings,  which  spread  there  like  the  morn 
O  bashful  look,  sent  from  those  shining  eyes ; 
O  tongue  in  which  most  luscious  nectar  lies. 

That  can  at  once  both  bless  and  make  forlorn ; 
Dear  coral  lip,  which  beauty  beautifies. 

That  trembling  stood  before  her  words  were  born ; 
And  you,  her  words — words !  no,  but  golden  strains, 

Which  did  enslave  my  cars,  ensnare  my  soul ; 
Were  image  of  her  mind, — mind  that  contains 

A  power,  all  power  of  senses  to  control, 
So  sweetly  you  from  love  dissuade  do  me. 
That  I  love  more,  if  more  my  love  can  be. 

Drummond  of  Hawthonidcn. 


308.    YOU   BID   ME   WRITE. 

YOU  bid  me  write  :  but  how  can  I 
Write  if  Pegasus  won't  fly? 
You  bid  me  write,  my  charming  dove! 
What  can  I  write,  if  not  of  love? 
My  heart's  all  love,  and  all  my  care 
Is  how  to  please  my  charming  fair. 


Dictionary.  293 

111  sing  of  war :  what's  war  to  me? 

Or  what,  my  fiur!  is  war  to  thee? 
Ill  sing  of  plains  where  shepherds  rove, 

But  then,  alas !  Ill  sing  of  love. 
My  mind's  all  love,  my  care's  repaid 
If  I  but  please  my  lovely  maid. 

Whene'er  I  wander  thro*  the  shade, 

Or  hie  across  the  sunny  glade. 
Whene'er  I  seek  the  pleasing  grove. 

My  thoughts  are  all  engaged  by  love; 
Whate'er  I  say,  whate'er  I  do, 
My  thoughts,  dear  maid,  are  love  and  you. 

Green, 


309.     FROM  A    GENTLEMAN   TO    HIS  WIFE. 

IN  vain  I  every  art  essay 
To  drive  corroding  cares  away. 
They  still  infest  my  mind : 
Parted  from  you,  whom  I  adore, 
Each  moment  seems  a  heavy  hour, 
Tliou  best  of  womankind! 

Full  sixteen  years  are  past  and  gone. 
Since  we  by  Hymen  were  made  one, 

In  pleasing  fetters  join'd : 
The  god  of  love  has  since  that  time 
Attended  us  from  clime  to  dime 

Most  faithfully  and  kind. 

How  desert  every  place  to  me. 
Where  I  cannot  my  angel  see, 

Sweet  comforter  divine : 
In  infancy '  we  both  join'd  hands. 
The  gods  propitious  bless'd  the  bands 

With  auspices  benign. 

>  The  geotlcoua,  when  married,  was  teventeen;  tbv  lady  fifteen. 


The  censuring  crowd  may  think  it  odd 
1  Hat  I  to  you  should  write  an  ode 
My  own  Ion--weddcd  mate  :  ' 
TIiou-li  'tis  ouirc^,  ni  freely  own, 
^  ay  must  confess,  'tis  not  the  ton, 
No— nor  the  etiquette. 

Yet  will  I  this  old  track  pursue  : 
i  U  ever  doat  and  write  on  you, 

Thus  daily  growing  fonder  : 
Till  my  last  gasp  your  praise  111  chant, 
The  all  the  world  should  laugh  and  tau 

And  modem  husbands  wonder. 


310.    THE  WIDOW'S  WOOER. 

"LJ  E  woos  me  with  those  honied  wordi 
■■•  ^    That  women  love  to  hear 
Those  gentle  flatteries  that  fall  ' 

So  sweet  on  every  ear. 
He  tells  me  that  my  face  is  fair, 

Too  fair  for  grief  to  shade  \ 
My  cheek,  he  says,  was  never  meant 

In  sorrow's  gloom  to  fade. 

He  stands  beside  mp  wh^n  t  o;«^ 
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And  often  in  mf  eye  be  looki 

Some  answering  love  to  see,— 
In  vain !  be  tbeic  can  only  read 

Tbe  faitb  of  memory. 

He  little  Icnowi  what  thoughts  awake 

With  evcr>'  gentle  word; 
Hon-,  by  his  looks  and  tones,  the  founts 

Of  tenderness  are  stiired. 
Tbe  visions  of  my  youth  return, 

Jo)'5  fsr  too  brichl  to  last ; 
And  "fiH,  lir  .p-..iksof  future  bliss, 

I  think  but  of  the  past. 

Like  lamps  in  Eastern  sepulchres, 

Amid  my  l.i  im  -  .li  L-p  j^Iih'Iii. 
Affection  .i,.  .J-  11-  [u.IilM  IJyhi 

Upon  my  |i',i-.l..ii,.l'-,  idinb 
And,  as  those  lamps,  if  brought  once  more 

To  upper  air,  grow  dim, 
So  my  soul's  love  is  ii'ld  itnd  dead. 

Unless  it  glow  for  him. 

^fri,  Embuiy. 


311.    LOVELV  THOU  ART! 

LOVELY  thou  art !  ay,  lovely 
n  spirit  and  in  form, 
A  sunbeam  gleaming  o'er  life's  tears, 

A  rainbow  through  tlic  storm 
A  snowdrop  'mid  earth's  darker  hues. 

Unwarm'd  by  flattery's  brt-ath 

A  harp  Tone  flung  from  -cherub  h.mds, 

Wiinging  out  joy  from  death. 

Lovely  thou  ait!  ay,  lovely; 

And  sorrow,  changed  with  thee. 
As  if  magician  changed,  becomes 

A  pleasure  unto  me. 
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Life's  sky,  though  clothed  with  tempest  clouds, 
Grows  bright  when  thou  art  nigh ; 

And  tears  e*cr  turn  to  smiles  beneath 
Thine  angel-gifted  eye. 

Julia  H.  Scott. 


•o«- 


312.    WEDDED   LOVE. 

COME,  rouse  thee,  dearest! — 'tis  not\\  ill 
To  let  thy  spirit  brood 
Thus  darkly  o*er  the  cares  that  swell 

Life's  current  to  a  flood. 
As  brooks,  and  torrents,  rivers,  all 
Increase  the  gulf  in  which  they  fall. 
Such  thoughts,  by  gathering  up  the  rills 
Of  lesser  griefs,  spread  real  ills, 
And  with  their  gloomy  shades  conceal 
'I'he  landmarks  hope  would  else  reveal. 

Come,  rousokthee  now — I  know  thy  mind. 
And  would  its  strength  awaken ; 

Proud,  gifted,  noble,  ardent,  kind — 

Strange  thou  shouldst  be  thus  shaken ! 

But  rouse  afresh  each  energy, 

And  be  what  Heaven  intended  thee; 

Throw  from  thy  thoughts  this  wearying  weight. 

And  prove  thy  spirit  firmly  great : 

I  would  not  sec  thee  bend  below 

The  angry  storms  of  earthly  woe. 

Full  well  I  know  the  generous  soul 

Which  warms  thee  into  life. 
Each  spring  which  can  its  powers  control, 

Familiar  to  thy  wife—  - 
For  deemest  thou  she  had  stooped  to  bind 
Her  fate  unto  a  common  mind? 
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The  eagle>like  ambition, 'nursed 
From  childhood  in  her  heart,  had  first 
Consumed,  with  its  Promethean  flame, 
The  shrine — ^than  sunk  her  soul  to  shame. 

Then  rouse  thee,  dearest,  from,  the  dream 
That  fetters  now  thy  powers : 

Shake  off  this  gloom — Hope  sheds  a  beam 
To  gild  each  cloud  which  lowers ; 

And  though  at  present  seems  so  far 

The  wished-for  goal— a  guiding  star, 

With  peaceful  ray,  would  light  thee  on, 

Until  its  utmost  bounds  be  won ; 

That  quenchless  ray  thoult  ever  prove 

In  fond,  undying,  WEDDED  Love. 

Anna  Pcyre  Dinnies, 


313.    WE'LL  NEVER  PART  AGAIN. 

ANDsa/stthouso?    And  canst  thou  lift 
That  veil  in  mercy  cast 
Between  thy  destiny  and  thee, 
The  future  and  the  past? 

Say,  is  it  passion's  breathing  vow  ? 

Or  friendship's  promise  given  ? 
Or  utterance  of  paternal  love, 

The  purest  under  heaven? 

Oh!  if  thy  other  self  be  now 

Beside  thee — if  thy  own 
That  one  loved  hand  may  clasp ;  thy  ear 

Drink  in  that  one  loved  tone ; 

Enjoy  the  fleeting  hour — forgpt 

That  earth  has  change  or  pain  - 

But  dare  not  whisper  in  thy  bliss, 
*  We'll  never  part  again.' 
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Love's  roses  droop  ere  moni  hath  fled ; 

The  violet  smiles  throu^  teais ; 
The  taU  tree  scatten  to  the  blast 

The  brightest  leaf  it  bears. 

Each  day,  each  hour,  love's  nearest  ties 
The  hand  of  death  may  sever ; 

And  ttiey  who  live  and  love  the  best 
Fale  oft  divides  for  ever. 

The  friend  so  closely  linied  to  thee. 
By  faith  so  fondly  plighted-— 

The  world's  cold  cautions  intervene^ 
And  ye  arc  disunited. 

Tlie  most  impassion'd  love  that  warms 
The  purest,  truest  heart, 

Or  time,  or  grief,  or  wrong  may  change, 
And  break  the  links  ajiart 

Tlly  children,  o'er  their  opening  minds 
Watch,  watch  with  heart  untired ; 

The  ceaseless  vigil  keep,  by  hope, 
By  love,  by  heaven  inspired. 

Oh!  beautiful  the  daily  toil 
I  To  work  that  priceless  mine! 

But  decmest  thou  its  golden  ore 
Refined  shall  still  be  thine? 

Dreamer!  those  laughing  boys  that  round 
Thy  hearth  unconscious  play — 

The  still  small  voices  in  their  hearts 
Are  whispering, '  Come  away ! ' 

Though  wannly  smile  beam  back  to  smile, 
And  answering  heart  to  heart, 

They  meet  in  gladness  who  too  oft 
Have  only  met  to  parL 
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T^cn  bind  not  eonhly  ties  loo  close, 

But  Hope  let  Heaven  sustain ; 
'Ilirrci  and  there  only,  mayst  thou  say, 
'  Well  never  part  agaio.' 
,  Anna  Maria  Welh. 


314.    I'LL  SING  TO  HIM. 

I  SING  to  him  I  I  dream  be  hears 
The  song  he  used  to  love. 
And  oTi  that  blessed  fancy  cheers 

And  bears  my  tboughis  above. 
Ye  say,  tis  idle  thus  to  dream- 
But  why  believe  it  so? 
It  is  the  spirit's  mcieor  gleam. 
To  sooth  the  pang  of  woe 

Love  (fives  to  nature's  voice  a  tone 

That  true  hearts  understand,— 
The  sky,  the  earth,  the  forest  lone 

Are  peopled  by  his  hand ; 
Sweet  fancies  all  our  pulses  thrill 

While  gaitng  on  a  flower. 
And  from  the  gently  whispering  rill 

Arc  heard  the  words  of  power. 

I  breathe  the  dear  and  cherjsh'd  name. 

And  long-lost  scenes  arise; 
Life's  glowing  landscape  spreads  the  same 

The  some  hope's  kindling  skies ; — 
The  violet  bank,  the  moss-fringed  seal 

Beneath  the  drooping  tree, 
The  clock  that  chimed  the  hour  to  meet, 

My  buried  love,  with  thee  ; — 

0,  these  are  all  before  me,  when 

Id  fancy's  realms  1  rove ; 
Why  urge  me  to  the  world  again? 

\Miy  say  the  ties  of  love. 
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That  death's  cold  cruel  grasp  has  riven, 

Unite  no  more  below? 
in  sing  to  him,  for,  though  in  heaven, 

He  surely  heeds  my  wo ! 

Sarah  Joseph 


315.    LOVE  IN  ABSENCE. 

I  MISS  thee  each  lone  hour, 
Star  of  my  heart ! 
No  other  voice  hath  power 
Joy  to  impart 

I  listen  for  thy  hasty  step, 

Thy  kind  sweet  tone ; 
But  silence  whispers  me, 

Thou  art  alone/ 

Darkness  is  on  the  hearth — 

Naught  do  I  say ; 
Books  are  but  little  worth — 

Thou  art  away ! 

Voices,  the  true  and  kind, 

Strange  are  to  me  ; 
I  have  lost  heart  and  mind, 

Thinking  of  thee. 

Julia  H,  Sci 


316     HOW  HAVE   I   THOUGHT   OF  THE 

HOW  have  I  thought  of  thee?  as  flies 
The  dove  to  seek  her  mate. 
Trembling  lest  some  rude  hand  has  made 

Her  sweet  home  desolate : 
Thus  timidly  I  seek  in  thine 
The  only  heart  that  throbs  with  mine. 
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How  have  I  thought  of  the«7  as  turns 

The  flower  to  mucx  tJic  sun, 
E'ni  though,  when  clouds  and  storms  arise, 

It  be  not  shone  upon : 
Thus,  dear  one,  in  thine  eye  I  sec 
The  only  light  that  beams  for  me. 

How  have  I  thought  of  thee?  as  dreams 

The  mariner  of  home, 
UTicn  doomed  o'er  manjr  a  weary  waste 

Of  waters  yet  to  roam : 
Thus  dolh  Tny  spirii  turn  to  thee, 
My  guiding  star  o'er  life's  wild  sea. 

How  have  I  thought  of  thee?  as  kneels 

The  i'ursj.ihiiulieslirini; 
Of  his  ro=plcnJ<.-nt  god,  lo  watch 

His  c:irlii;sl  j;lonc3  shinc 
Thus  doth  my  spirit  how  lo  thee. 
My  soul's  own  radiant  deity, 

Emma  C.  Kmhtiry. 


317.     LOVE   ME  STILL 

WHEN  'mid  the  festive  scene  wc  met. 
To  )0)'ous  bosoms  dear. 
Though  other  voices  fall  more  swccl 

Upon  lliy  listening  ear 
Yet  scora  not  thou  iny  ruder  tone, 
Oh !  think  my  hciin  i5  all  thine  own. 
And  loi-c  mc  still. 

When  o'er  young  beauty's  check  of  rose 

Thine  eye  delighted  strays, 
Half  proud  to  watch  the  blush  that  glows 

Beneath  thim'  iirl,  n'  gaie. 
Oh!  ihinkthat  Ul  h.p  --rrcv.  -  bliEhl 
My  faded  cheek  hail  )et  been  bright. 

And  love  me  atjll.  Emma  C.  Embury. 
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318.     LOVE   DEAD. 

The  lady  sent  him  an  image  of  Cupid,  one  wing  veilingr  his  face.  He  was 
pleased  thereat,  thinking  it  to  be  Love  sleeping,  and  betokening  the  tender- 
ness of  the  sentiment  He  looked  again,  and  saw  it  wras  Love  dead  and 
laid  upon  his  bier. 

THIS  mora  with  trembling  I  awoke. 
Just  as  the  dawn  my  slumber  broke : 
Flapping  came  a  heavy  wing,  sounding  pinions  o'er  my  head, 
Beating  down  the  blessed  air  with  a  weight  of  chilling  dread — 

Felt  I  then  the  presence  of  a  doom 

That  an  evil  occupied  the  room — 

And  I  dared  not  round  the  bower, 

Chilly  in  the  grayish  moraing, 

Dared  not  face  the  evil  power, 

With  its  voice  of  inward  warning. 

Vain  with  weakness  we  may  palter — 

Vainly  may  the  fond  heart  falter, 
Came  there  upon  my  soul,  dropping  down  like  leaden  weight. 
Burning  pang  or  pressing  pang,  which  I  know  not,  *twas  so 
great ; 

Life  hath  its  moments  black  unnumbered, 

I  knew  not  if  mine  eyes  had  slumbered, 

Yet  I  little  thought  such  pain 

Ever  to  have  known  again — 

Love  dies,  too,  when  faith  is  dead, 

Yesternight  faith  perished 

I  knew  that  love  could  never  change — 

That  love  should  die  seems  yet  more  strange — 
Lifting  up  the  downy  veil,  screening  love  within  my  heart, 
Beating  there  as  beat  my  pulse,  moving  like  myself  a  part-  - 

I  had  kept  him  cherished  there  so  deep, 

Heart-rocked  kept  him  in  his  balmy  sleep, 

That  till  now  I  never  knew 

How  his  fibres  round  me  grew — 

Could  not  know  how  deep  the  sorrow 

Where  hope  bringeth  no  to-morrow. 
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I  struggled,  knowing  we  must  part, 

I  grieved  to  lift  him  from  my  heart, 
Grieving  much  and  struggling  much,  forth   I  brought  him 

sorrowing-r- 
Drooping  hung  his  fainting  head — all  adown  his  dainty  wing. 

Shriejced  I  with  a  wild  and  dark  surprise, 

For  I  saw  the  marble  in  Love's  eyes  — 

Yet  I  hoped  his  soul  would  wait 

As  he  oft  had  waited  there — 

Hovering,  though,  at  heaven's  gate — 

Could  he  leave  me  to  despair? 

Unfolded  they  the  crystal  door. 

Where  Love  shall  languish  never  more  — 
Weeping  love,  thy  days  are  o'er,  Lo !  I  lay  thee  on  thy  bier, 
Wiping  thus  from  thy  dead  cheek  every  vestige  of  a  tear  I 

Love  has  perished — hist,  hist!  how  they  tell, 

Beating  pulse  of  mine,  his  funeral  knell  I 

Love  is  dead,  ay,  dead  and  gone. 

Why  should  I  be  living  on  ;— 

Why  be  in  this  chamber  sitting. 

With  but  phantoms  round  me  flitting? 

Elizabeth  Oakes  Smith. 
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319.     HOW   SHALL   I    WOO   THEE? 


H 


OW  shall  I  woo  thee,  tell  me,  how? 
With  looks  and  words  of  gladness  ? 
,  Then  gaze  not  on  my  pale,  pale  brow, 

J  1  Nor  note  my  tones  of  sadness. 


How  shall  I  woo  thee?  with  a  smile 
That  speaks  the  bosom  dear? 

Look  not  upon  mine  eyes  the  while. 
Nor  mark  the  starting  tear. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee?  with  the  bright 

And  blessed  words  of  joy? 
Drive  from  my  heart  its  long,  long  night, 

Its  early  life's  alloy. 
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How  shall  I  woo  Ihee,  tell  me,  liow? 
Will  sorrow  make  thee  mine? 

Ca.n  the  sad  heart  I  bring  thee  non- 
Find  favour  at  tliy  shrine. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee?  with  a  gleam 

That  glitters  but  to  die, 
Fleet  as  the  summer's  moonlight  beam 

Upon  an  evening  sky? 

How  shall  I  woo  thee?  as  the  night 

Woos  with  its  silver  dew 
The  faithless  Rowers,  that  burst  to  light 

beneath  the  sun's  bright  hue? 

Ilow  shall  I  woo  thee,  tell  me,  how? 

If  thou  hast  aui;ht  of  care 
To  dim  the  glory  of  thy  brow, 

Let  mc  thy  sadness  share. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee?  with  a  strain 

Like  that  of  other  times, 
And  seek  through  memory's  cares  a^ain 

Hope's  sweet  delusive  chimes? 

How  shall  I  woo  thee,  tell  me,  how? 

Can  sorrow  make  thee  mine? 
I'or  a  sad  heart  hath  come  to  bow, 

And  worship  at  thy  shrine. 


Catlierirc  If.  Eslh-g. 


320.    BLESS  THEE. 

I  MAY  not  break  the  holy  spell 
Tliy  beauty  wove  around  me, 
Till  time  shall  loose  the  silver  cord 

That  long  to  earth  hath  bound  mc. 
I  sec  thee  smile  on  loftier  ones, 

And  mark  the  proud  caress  thcc. 
Vet  when  mv  lips  would  ope  to  curse. 
They  never  fail  to  bless  thee. 
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One  memory  round  mc  everywhere; 

One  task  in  silence  set  me — 
Thee  ev-er,  ever  thinking  on 

And  striving  to  forget  thee. 
And  ibough  the  ever-goading  thought 

To  madness  thus  oppress  mc, 
I  may  not  curse,  I  cannot  hale — 

My  heart  still  whispers, '  Bless  thecV 

Mary  E.  Hewil 


311.    THE  LAST  CHANT  OF  CORINNE. 

By  that  mysterious  sympathy  which  chainelh 
For  evermore  my  spirit  unto  ihine ; 
And  by  the  memory  that  alone  nemainelh, 

or  that  sweet  hope  that  now  no  more  is  mine ; 
And  by  the  love  my  trembling  heart  betrayeih. 

That  bom  of  thy  soft  gaie,  within  me  lies 
As  the  lone  deiert  bird,  the  Arab  saycth, 

Warms  her  young  brood  Co  life  with  her  fond  eyes. 

Hear  me,  adored  one!  Though  the  world  divide  us, 

Though  never  more  my  hand  in  thine  be  presi. 
Though  to  commingle  thought  be  here  denied  us. 

Till  our  high  beans  shall  beat  themselves  to  test ; 
Forget  me  not!  forget  mc  not!  oh,  ever! 

This  one,  one  prayer  my  spirit  pours  to  thee: 
Till  every  memory  from  earth  shall  sever, 

Kctucmbcr,  oh,  beloved!  remember  mc.' 

And  when  the  light  within  my  eye  is  shaded, 

When  I,  o'crwcarieil,  sleep  the  sleep  profound. 
And,  like  that  nymph  of  yore  who  droop'd  and  faded, 

And  pined  for  love,  till  she  became  a  sound ; 
My  song,  perchance,  awhile  to  earth  remaining, 

Shjill  come  in  murmur'd  melody  to  ihec, 
'Ilicn  let  my  lyre's  deep,  passionate  complaining, 

Cry  to  ihy  heart.  Beloved,  remember  me  ! 

Mary  E.  lidfitt. 
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323.    SILENT  LOVE. 

AH !  let  our  love  be  still  a  folded  fiower, 
A  pure  moss  rose-bud  blushing  lo  be  seen, 
Hoarding  its  balm  and  beauty  for  that  hour 
When  souls  may  meet  with  not  the  day  between. 

Let  not  a  breath  of  passion  dare  to  blow 
Its  tender,  thnid,  clinging  leaves  aparti 

Let  not  the  sunbeam,  with  too  ardent  glow, 
Profane  the  dewy  freshness  at  its  heart! 

Be  thou  content,  as  I,  to  know,  not  see. 
The  glowing  life,  the  treasured  wealth  within, 

To  fci^l  our  spirit-fiower  still  fresh  and  free. 

And  guard  its  blush,  its  smiles,  from  shame  and  sin. 

Ah!  keep  it  holy!  once  the  veil  withdrawn — 
Once  the  rose  blooms — its  balmy  soul  will  fly, 

As  Acd  of  old,  in  sadness  yet  in  scorn, 
Th'  awaken'd  God  from  Psyche's  daring  eye. 

Frances  S,  Osgood. 


323.     THE   WIFE. 
She  flung  her  whire  arms  around  him;  'Thau  an  oU  Ih^t 

I  WOULD  have  stemm'd  misfortune's  tide. 
And  borne  the  rich  one's  sneer. 
Have  braved  the  haughty  glance  of  pride, 

Nor  shed  a  single  tear. 
I  could  have  smiled  on  every  blow 

From  life's  full  quiver  thrown. 
While  I  might  gaie  on  thee  and  know 
1  should  not  be  '  alone.' 
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I  could — I  think  I  could— iiave  toook'd 

E'en  for  a  time,  that  Ibon 
Upon  my  lading  face  hadit  lodcM 

With  leas  of  love  than  now ; 
For  then  I  should  at  leaat  have  felt 

The  sweet  hope  still  my  own. 
To  win  thee  back,  and  whilst  I  dwdt 

On  earth,  not  h«en '  alone.' 

But  thus  to  see,  from  day  to  day. 

Thy  brightening  eye  and  cheek. 
And  watch  thy  life-sands  waste  away 

Unnumber'd,  slowly,  meek; 
To  meet  thy  smiles  of  tenderness. 

And  catch  the  feeble  tone 
Of  kindness,  ever  breathed  to  bless, 

And  feel.  111  be  <  alone.' 

To  mark  thy  strength  each  hour  decay, 

And  yet  thy  hopes  grow  stronger, 
As,  filled  with  heavenward  trust,  they  say 

'Earth  may  not  claim  Chee  longer;' 
Nay,  dearest,  'tis  too  much — this  hcait 

Must  break  when  thou  art  gone : 
It  must  not  be :  we  may  not  part ; 

1  could  not  live  'alone.' 

Anna  Peyre  Dinida. 


324.    SONNET. 

NO  longer  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead, 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  suily,  sullen  bell 
Give  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 

From  this  vile  earth  with  vilest  worms  to  dwell : 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it,  for  I  love  you  so 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot, 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  wo& 
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Or  if  (I  say)  you  look  upon  this  verse, 
When  1,  perhaps,  coiDpoooded  am  with  clay. 

Do  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse; 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay, 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  moan. 

And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  am  gone. 


33$.    A  SONG. 

YESl  'lower  to  the  level' 
Of  those  who  laud  thee  now! 
Go!  join  the  joyous  revel, 
And  pledge  the  heartless  vowl 
'  Go!  dim  the  soul -bom  beauty 
That  lights  that  lofty  brow ! 
Fill,  fill  the  bowl!  let  burning  wine 
Drown,  in  thy  soul,  love's  dream  divine  I 

Yet  when  the  la.ugh  is  lightest. 

When  wildest  grew  the  jest, 
When  gleams  the  goblet  brightest. 

And  proudest  heaves  thy  breast; 
And  thou  art  madly  pledging 

Each  gay  and  jovial  guest, — 
A  ghost  shall  glide  amid  the  flowers — 
The  shade  of  love's  departed  hours. 

And  thou  shalt  drink  in  sadness 
From  all  the  splendour  there, 

And  curse  the  revel's  gladness, 
And  bate  the  banquet's  glare ; 

And  pine,  'mid  passion's  madness, 
For  true  love's  purer  air, 

And  feel  thou'dst  give  their  wildest  ^e^ 

For  one  unsullied  sigh  from  me! 


Vet  deem  not  this  my  prayer,  ioiit. 

Ah,  nol  if  I  could  keep 
Thy  alter'd  heart  from  care,  love, 

And  charm  its  griers  to  sleep, 
MJDe  only  should  despair,  love, 

I — I  alone  would  weep  I 
I — I  alone  would  mourn  the  flowers, 
That  fade  in  love's  deserted  bowers. 


M^ 


Fraxtes  S,  Otgocd. 


336.     MY   WIFE. 

II Y  life  is  a  fairy's  gay  dream. 

And  ihou  art  the  genie  whose  wand 
Tint}  all  things  around  with  Che  beam. 
The  bloom  of  Tiiana's  bright  hand. 

A  wish  to  my  lips  never  sprung, 

A  hope  iu  my  eyes  never  shone, 
Bui  ere  it  was  brealh'd  by  ray  tongue. 

To  grant  it  thy  footsteps  have  flown. 

Thy  joys  they  have  ever  been  mine. 

Thy  sorrows  too  often  thine  own. 
The  sun  that  on  me  siill  would  shine, 

O'er  thee  throw  its  shadows  alone. 

Life's  gariand  then  let  us  divide, 

Its  rosea  I'd  fain  sec  thee  wear. 
For  one— but  I  know  thou  wilt  chide — 

Ah  I  leave  me  its  thoms,  love,  to  bcnr. 

Anna  Cora  MoTvalt 


327-    SHE  LOVES  HIM  YET. 


SHE  loves  him  yetl 
I  know  by  the  blush  that  rises 
Beneath  the  curls 
That  shadow  her  soul-lit  check ; 

She  loves  him  yell 
Through  all  love's  sweet  disguises 

In  timid  tiirls, 
A  bltish  will  be  sure  to  speak. 

But  deeper  signs 
Than  the  radiant  blush  of  beauty, 

Tlie  maiden  finds, 
WTierei'cr  his  jianlc  is  heard ; — 

Her  young  heart  thrills. 
Forgetting  bcrsclf— her  duty. 

Her  diiik  eye  tills, 
And  her  pulse  with  hope  is  stirr'd. 

She  loves  him  yet  I 
The  flower  the  false  one  gave  her 

When  last  he  came, 
Is  still  wicli  her  wild  tears  wet; 

She'll  ne'er  forget, 
Howe'er  his  faith  may  waver. 

Through  grief  and  shame. 
Believe  it— she  loves  him  yet ! 

His  favourite  songs 
She  will  sing — she  heeds  no  other; 

With  all  her  wrongs, 
Her  life  on  his  love  is  seL 

Ohl  doubt  no  more! 
She  never  can  wed  another : 

Till  life  be  o'er, 
She  loves— she  wUl  love  him  yet! 

Frances  S.  Osgood. 


Dictionaty. 


328.    LINES. 

I  MUST  not  grieve,  my  love  I  whose  eyes  should  read 
Lines  of  delight,  whereon  her  youth  might  smile, 
The  flowers  hare  time  before  they  come  to  seed, 

And  she  is  young,  and  now  must  sport  the  while. 
And  sport,  sweet  maidi  in  season  of  these  years, 
And  learn  to  gather  flowers  before  they  wither; 
And  where  the  sweetest  blossom  first  appears, 
Let  love  and  youth  conduct  thy  pleasures  thither. 

DaiiieL 


329.     LOVE. 

THOU  conqueror's  conqueror,  mighty  love!  To  thee 
Their  crowns,  their  laurels,  kings  and  heroes  yieldl 
Lo !  at  thy  shrine  great  Antony  bows  the  knee. 

Disdains  his  victor  wreath,  and  flies  the  field! 
From  woman's  lips  Alcidcs  lists  thy  tone. 

And  grasps  the  inglorious  distafT  for  his  sword! 
An  Eastern  sceptre  at  thy  feet  is  thrown, 

A  nation's  worshipp'd  idol  owns  thee  lord!' 
And  well  for  Noorjehan  his  throne  became. 
When  erst  she  ruled  his  empire  in  thy  name! 

The  sorcerer,  Jarichas,  could  to  age  restore 

Youth's  faded  bloom,  or  childhood's  vanish'd  glee; 
Magician,  Love!  canst  thou  not  yet  do  more? 

Is  not  the  faithful  heart  kept  young  by  thee? 
But  ne'er  that  traitor  bosom  form'd  to  stray, 

Those  perjur'd  lips  which  twice  thy  vows  have  breathed. 
Can  know  the  rapture  of  thy  magic  sway, 

Or  find  the  balsam  on  thy  garland  wreathed. 
Fancy  or  folly  may  his  heart  have  moved. 
But  he  who  wanders  never  truly  loved.  Lucy  Hooper. 

'  The  E(npvn>r  Jdun^hecr  ■ 
Nooriehid,  thii  11  licT  Hilidu 
cmpiR  for  m  dar- 


33a    A  CONFESSION. 

THEY  are  not  tean  of  sorrowing. 
Then,  dearest,  chide  me  not  I 
I  weep  with  very  thankfulness, 
For  tbU,  my  blessed  lot 

I  think  me  of  the  rose-hued  past, 
And  tears  will  fall  like  rain ; 

1  turn  me  to  my  present  bliss, 
And  forth  they  gush  again. 

The  past,  the  sunny  past,  was  like 

A  glorious  dream  to  me; 
The  earth  was  as  a  fairy  land. 

And  fairy  creatures  we. 

The  hour  went  by  as  angels  would 
When  forced  from  heaven  to  roam ; 

Each  gave  a  blessing  as  it  passed. 
And  hasten'd  to  its  home. 


The  memories  of  those  vanish'd  hours 

Throng  round  me  like  a  spell, 
And  charm  these  drops  of  tenderness 

Up  from  their  secret  cell. 

Vet,  love,  I  would  not  barter  now 

The  luxury  of  these  tears. 
For  all  the  joys  (hat  woo  my  thoughts 

Back  to  those  bygone  years! 

For  though  my  heart,  blithe  as  a  bird. 
From  flower  to  flower  would  rove. 

It  had  not  known  thy  tenderness, 
It  had  not  felt  thy  love. 

yuliet  H.  Campbell 


331.     HAST  TIIOU   FORGOT  ME? 

Thou  ind  I 
Hflvq  DiEnjjIal  t^  fnah  ilunij-hb  thai  enrljr  di<, 
OiK«  Aowcrinc-^if  vcr  more  ! 

HAST  thou  forgot  me?  Tliou  who  hast  departed 
Like  a  glad  sunbeam  from  my  yearning  sight, 
Leaving  the  spirit  worn  and  broken-hearted. 
Where  once  hope  built  a  temple  of  delighL 
Hast  thou  forgot  me?  Thou,  unto  whose  keeping 

t  gave  my  every  thought  of  perfect  love. 

Till  on  my  idol's  shrine  all  treasure  heaping, 

I  scarcely  dared  to  look  to  heaven  above. 

Hast  thou  forgot  me?  Unto  outward  seeming 

My  quivering  lip  with  ready  smile  is  mask'd, 
And  the  warm  crimson  through  my  cheek  is  streaming : 

Alas !  'tis  from  the  fever'd  heart  o'ettask'd. 
But  could  they  read,  as  in  a  faultless  mirror. 

The  tniih  my  woman's  pride  would  still  repress, 
Soon  would  they  own  themselves  to  be  in  error. 

And  mourn  my  lot  of  utter  wretchedness. 

Hast  thou  forgot  me?  Even  in  youth's  glad  hours 

I  trembled  'neath  the  least  glance  of  thine  eye. 
And  life's  gny  pathway  was  bedecked  with  flowers 

And  light  and  fragrance  if  thou  wast  but  nigh ; 
Each  music-nole  of  bliss  to  thee  was  given, 

Each  joy  and  grief  were  told  thee,  e'en  in  birth ; 
Thy  presence  made  my  home  another  heaven — 

When  thou  wast  absent  'twas  but  common  earth. 


Hast  thou  forgot  me?  With  what  fond  endeavour 

1  hurried  on  in  learning's  endless  chase  j 
While  wasted  health  and  strength  secm'd  nought,  if  eve: 

I  won  the  dear  approval  from  thy  face; 
The  midnight  toil,  the  strife,  the  weary  vision. 

The  pining  after  knowledge,  vain  and  free 
I  struggled  against  all,  one  hope  el  y  si  an 

Sastain'd  ntc — 'l«nu  that  I  might  grow  worthy  thee. 


I 


r4  The  Loveri 

Hast  thou  forgot  me?  Like  jon  flowVet  bending 

On  fragile  stem,  beneath  the  noith  wind's  wrath, 
So  to  the  darksome  tomb  I  am  descending. 

No  more  to  cast  a  shaxlow  o'er  thy  path : 
A  few  more  moiiths,  and  then  this  carenora  spirit 

Shall  gently  htish  its  never-ceasing  moan, 
'And  find  what  long  it  yeametb  to  inherit, 

The  nantiw  churchyard  plot,  with  weeds  o'ergrown. 

Hast  thou  forgot  me?  Ahl  I  would  not  vraken 

One  goading  thought,  belovM  friend  1  in  thee ; 
Nor  brook  to  have  thy  slightest  feeling  shaken 

With  knowledge  of  the  harm  thou  broughf  st  to  me. 
But  oh  I  foi^ve,  if  now,  when  t  am  dying, 

1  breathe  this  wish,  and  let  it  grieve  thee  not : 
That  thou  wilt  seek  my  grave,  and  murmur,  sighing, 

'Though  wrong'd,  neglected,  she  was  not  forgot!' 
Mary  F.  Lee. 


332.    STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

BELIEVE  me  'tis  nothing  of  jealous  pride 
That  brings  tliese  tears  I  know  not  how  to  hide; 
I  only  grieve  because— because — 1  see 
Thou  find'st  not  alt  thy  heart  demands  in  me. 

I  only  grieve  that  others,  who  care  less 
For  thy  dear  love,  thy  lightest  wish  may  bless ; 
That  while  to  them  thou'rt  nothing— all  to  me^ 
They  may  a  moment  minister  to  thee. 

Pliant  as  clouds,  that  hunt  the  sun-god  still, 
I'd  catch  each  ray  of  thy  prismatic  will ; 
I'd  be  a  flower— a  wild  sweet  flower  I'd  be. 
And  sigh  my  very  life  away  for  thee.  . 

I'd  be  a  gem,  and  drink  light  from  thii  sun. 
To  glad  thee  with,  if  gems  thy  fancy  won ; 
Were  birds  thy  joy,  I'd  light  with  docile  glee 
Upon  thy  hand,  and  shut  my  wings  for  thw 
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Conld  a  wild  ware  thy  gknce  of  pleasure  meet, 
I'd  lay  my  crown  of  spray-pearls  at  thy  feet ; 
Or  could  a  star  delight  thy  heart,  I'd  be 
The  tu^ipiest  star  that  ever  look'd  on  thee. 

If  music  lured  thy  spirit,  I  would  take 
A  tune's  atrial  heariog  for  thy  sake, 
And  float  into  thy  soul,  till  I  could  see 
How  to  become  all  melody  to  thee. 

The  weed  that  by  the  garden-blossom  grows 
Would,  if  it  could,  be  glorious  as  the  rose ; 
It  tries  to  bloom,  its  soul  to  light  aspires; 
The  love  of  beauty  every  fibre  fires. 

And  /—no  luminous  cloud  floats  by  above. 
But  wins  at  once  my  envy  and  my  love. 
So  passionately  wild  this  thirst  in  me. 
To  be  all  beauty  and  all  grace  to  thee ! 

Alas!  I  am  but  woman,  fond  and  weak. 

With  not  even  power  my  proud,  pure  love  to  speak ; 

But  oh!  by  all  1  fail  in,  love  not  me 

For  what  I  am,  but  what  I  wish  to  bif 

Fraiua  S.  Osgood. 


333.    LADIES,  FLY. 

LADIES,  fly  from  love's  smooth  tale. 
Oaths  steep'd  in  tears  do  oft  prevail. 
Grief  is  infectious,  and  the  air 
Inflam'd  with  sighs  will  blast  the  fair. 
Then  stop  your  ears  when  lovers  cry. 
Lest  yourself  weep,  when  no  soft  eye 
Shall  with  a  sorrowing  tear  repay 
TTiat  pity  which  you  cast  away.  Cartw. 


3i6 


334-    ROSALIND. 

HOW  vainly  then  do  idle  wits  invent, 
Tliat  beauty  is  nought  else  but  tnixture  made 
Of  colours  fair,  and  goodly  temperament, 
Of  pure  complexions,  that  shall  quickly  fade 
And  pass  away,  like  to  a  summer's  shade; 
Oi  that  it  is  but  comdy  composition 
Of  parts  well  measui'd,  with  meet  diipositionl 

Hath  white  and  red  in  it  such  wondrous  power, 
That  it  can  pierce  thro'  th'  eyes  into  the  heart, 

And  therein  stir  such  rage  and  restless  stowre. 
As  nought  but  death  can  stint  his  dolor's  smart  ? 
Or  can  proportion  of  the  outward  part 

Move  such  affection  in  the  inward  mind, 

That  it  can  rob  both  sense  and  reason  blind? 

Why  do  not  then  the  blossoms  of  the  field, 
Which  are  array'd  with  much  more  orient  hue. 

And  lo  the  sense  most  dainty  honours  yield. 
Work  like  impression  in  the  looker's  view? 
Or  why  do  not  fair  pictures  like  power  show 

In  which  ofttimes  we  Nature  see  of  Art, 

Excelled  in  perfect  limning  every  part? 

But  ah !  believe  me,  there  is  more  than  so. 
That  works  such  wonders  in  the  minds  of  men ; 

1,  that  have  often  prov'd,  too  well  it  know ; 
And  whoso  list  the  like  cssaies  to  ken 
Shalt  find  by  trial,  and  confess  it  then. 

That  beauty  is  not,  as  fond  men  misdeem. 

An  outward  show  of  things  that  only  seem. 

For  that  same  goodly  hue  of  while  and  red. 
With  which  the  cheeks  are  sprinkled,  shall  decay. 

And  those  sweet  rosy  leaves,  so  fairly  spread 
Upon  the  lips,  shall  fade  and  fall  away. 
To  that  they  were,  even  to  corrupted  clay; 

That  golden  hue,  those  sparkling  stars  50  bright. 

Shall  turn  to  dust,  and  lose  their  goodly  light 


Dictionary. 

But  that  fair  lamp,  from  whose  celestial  ny 
That  light  proceeds,  which  kindleth  lovers'  fire, 

Shall  never  be  extinguished  nor  decay ; 
But  when  the  vital  spirits  do  expu^ 
Unto  her  native  planet  shall  retire. 

For  it  is  heavenly  bonj  and  cannot  die. 

Being  a  parcel  of  the  purest  sky.  Sptnttr. 


I  1>'N0W,  Celia,  since  thou  act  so  proud, 

I  IN.  Twas  I  that  gave  ihee  thy  renown ; 

j  Thou  hadst  in  the  forgotten  crowd 
I  Of  common  beauties  lived  unknown, 

'  Had  not  my  verse  exhaled  thy  name, 

I  And  with  it  glow'd  the  wings  of  fame. 

'  That  killing  power  is  none  of  thine, 

I  I  gave  it  to  thy  voice  and  eyes ; 

Thy  sweets,  thy  graces,  all  are  mine: 
I  Thou  art  my  star— shin'st  in  my  skies ; 

]  Then  dart  not  from  thy  botToVd  sphere, 

Light'ning  on  him  who  fixed  thee  there. 


336.    TO   CELIA. 

ASK  me  no  more  where  Jove  bestows, 
When  June  is  past,  the  fading  rose ; 
For  in  your  beauties  orient  deep 
Those  flowers  as  in  their  causes  sleep. 

Ask  mc  no  more  whither  do  stray 
The  goldL'n  atoms  of  the  day; 
For  in  pure  love  Heaven  did  prepare 
Those  powders  to  enrich  your  hair. 


T!u  Lvveri 

Ask  me  no  more  whitber  doth  haste 
The 'nightingale  when  May  is  pB«t; 
For  in  your  sweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  wann  her  note. 

Ask  me  no  more  where  those  stars  light 
That  downwards  foil  in  dead  of  night  i     , 
For  in  your  eyes  they  ait,  and  there 
Fij^d  become  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more  if  east  or  west 
The  phceoix  builds  her  spicy  nest ; 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flies. 
And  in  your  fragrant  bosom  dieL 


137.    TO  ALTHEA— FROM   PRISON. 

WHEN  love,  with  unconfinM  wings. 
Hovers  within  my  gates. 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 
To  whisper  at  the  grates ; 

When  1  lie  tangled  in  her  hair 
And  fettered  to  her  eye— 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  a  hermitage.' 

If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love, 

And  in  my  soul  am  free — 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above. 

Enjoy  such  liberty.  Ltmtlate. 
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338.    OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIN'  CAN   BLAW. 

OF  a'  the  airts  the  win'  can  blaw,  I  dearly  love  the  west ; 
For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives — the  lass  that  I  love 
best! 
There  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row,  and  mony  a  hill 

between ; 
But  day  and  night  my  fancfs  flight  is  ever  wi*  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers,  I  see  her  sweet  and  fair ; 
I  hear  her  in  the  tuneful  birds,  wi'  music  charm  the  air ; 
There's  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  springs,  by  fountain,  shaw, 

or  green — 
There's  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings,  but  'minds  me  o'  my 

Jean. 

O  blaw  ye  western  winds,  blaw  soft  among  the  leafy  trees ! 
\Vi'  gentle  gale,  frae  muir  and  dale,  bring  hamc  the  laden 

bees! 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me,  that's  aye  sae  sweet  and 

clean, 
At  blink  o'  her  nod  banish  care,  sae  lovely  is  my  Jean. 

What  sighs  and  vows,  among  tlie  knowes,  hae  past  between 

us  twa! 
How  fain  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part,  that  day  she  gaed  awa  I 
The  powers  above  can  only  ken,  to  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  none  can  be  sae  dear  to  me  as  my  sweet  lovely  Jean. 

Robert  Burns, 


339.    SONG. 

"np IS  not  the  languid  brightness  of  thine  eyes 
i-    That  swim  with  pleasure  and  delight, 
Not  those  fair  heavenly  arches  which  arise 
O'er  each  of  them  to  shade  their  light : 


The  Lover^ 

Tis  not  that  hair  which  plays  with  eve^  wind, 
And  loves  to  wanton  o'er  thy  face, 

Now  straying  dtx  thy  forehead,  now  behind, 
Retiring  with  insidious  grace. 


Tis  not  the  living  colours  over  each. 
By  Nature's  finest  pencil  wrought. 
To  shame  the  fresh-blown  rose  and  blooming  peach. 
And  mock  the  happiest  painter's  thought; 
,  But  'tis  that  gentle  mind,  that  ardent  love 
So  kindly  answering  my  desire. 
That  grace  with  which  you  look,  and  speak,  and  move. 
That  thus  have  set  my  soul  on  fire. 

Pantdi. 


34a    TO  STELLA. 

HER  hearers  are  amazed  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  sense, 
Which,  though  her  modesty  would  shroud, 
Breaks  like  the  Bun  behind  a  cloud; 
While  gracefulness  its  art  conceals. 
And  yet  through  every  motion  steals. 
Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind. 
And  forming  you,  mistook  your  kind? 
No!  'twas  for  you  alone  he  stole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  heavenly  soul ; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way, 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay. 
To  that  you  owe  the  hotter  flame, 
To  (hit  the  beauty  of  your  frame  1 

Svnft. 
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341-    AMANDA 

AND  thou,  Amanda;  come,  pride  of  my  longl 
Form'd  by  the  graces,  loveliness  hself! 
Come  with  those  downcast  eyes,  sedate  and  sweet. 
Those  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  soul, 
Where  with  the  light  of  thou|^tfuI  reason  mixed, 
Shines  lively  fancy  and  the  feeling  heart. 
Oh  come  J  and  while  the  rosy-footed  May 
Steals  blushing  on,  tc^ether  let  us  tread 
The  morning  dews,  and  gather  in  their  prime 
Fresh  blooming  flowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  hair. 


343.    LINES  IN  LAURA'S  ALBUM. 

(TluH  Man  OCR  ninfli  m  iho  dnin  bI  st  t«iii(  Udr  irlio  ttqucucil 
KiiK  VMS  on  ■  ounco  id  bu  poiKHioii.) 

SEE  with  what  ease  the  childlike  god 
Assumes  his  reins,  and  shakes  his  rod, 
How  gaily,  like  a  smiling  boy. 
He  seems  his  triumphs  to  enjoy, 
And  looks  as  innocently  mild 
As  if  he  were  indeed  a  child! 
Uut  in  that  meekness  who  shall  teU 
What  vengeance  sleeps,  what  terrors  dwell  ? 

By  him  are  tamed  the  fierce,  the  bold. 
And  haughty  are  by  him  controll'd ; 
The  hero  of  th'  ensanguined  field 
Finds  there  is  neither  sword  nor  shield 
Availing  here.    Amid  his  books, 
The  student  thinks  how  Laura  looks; 
The  miser's  self,  with  heart  of  lead. 
With  all  the  nobler  feelings  fled, 


The  Lover ^ 


Has  thrown  his  darling  treasures  by, 
And  sigh'd  for  something  worth  a  sigh. 
Love  over  gentle  natures  reigns 
A  gentle  master ;  yet  his  pains 
Are  felt  by  them,  are  felt  by  all : 
llie  bitter  sweet,  the  honied  gall, 
Soft  pleasing  tears,  heart-SiMthing  sighs. 
Sweet  pain,  and  joys  thai  agonise. 
Against  a  power  like  this,  what  arts, 
What  virtues,  can  secure  our  hearts? 
In  vain  are  both,— the  good,  the  wise, 
Have  tender  thoughts  and  wandering  eyes  ; 
And  then,  to  banish  virtue's  fear. 
Like  virtue's  self  will  love  appear. 
But  every  anxious  feeling  cease, 
And  all  be  confidence  and  peace. 

He  such  insidious  method  takes, 
He  seems  to  heal  the  wound  he  makes. 
Till,  master  of  the  human  breast. 
He  shows  himself  the  foe  of  rest. 
Pours  in  his  doubts,  his  dread,  his  pain^. 
And  now  a  very  tyrant  reigns. 

If,  then,  his  power  we  cannot  shun, 

And  must  endure,  what  can  be  done? 
To  whom,  thus  bound,  can  we  apply? 
To  Prudence,  as  our  best  ally, 
For  she,  like  Pallas  for  the  fight, 
Can  arm  our  eye  with  clearer  sight ; 
Can  teach  the,happy  art  that  gains 
A  captive  who  will  grace  our  chains, 
I  And,  as  we  must  the  dart  endure, 

I  To  bear  the  ivound  we  cannot  cure. 

i 
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343.    MIRA. 

A  WANTON  chaos  in  my  breast  raged  high, 
A  wanton  transport  darted  in  mine  eye ; 
False  pleasure  urged,  and  every  eager  care, 
That  swell  the  soul  to  guilt  and  to  despair. 
My  Mira  came!  be  ever  blest  the  hour 
That  drew  my  thoughts  half  way  from  folly's  power. 
She  first  my  soul  with  loftier  notions  fir'd, 
I  saw  their  truth,  and  as  I  saw  admir'd; 
-With  greater  force  returning  reason  moved, 
And  as  returning  reason  uig'd,  I  loved. 
Till  pain,  reflection,  hope,  and  love  allied 
My  bliss  precarious  to  a  surer  guide — 
To  Him  who  gives  pain,  reason,  hope,  and  loix^ 
Each  for  that  end  that  angels  must  approve. 
One  beam  of  light  He  gave  my  mind  to  see, 
And  gave  that  light,  my  heavenly  fair,  by  thee ; 
That  beam  shall  raibe  my  thoughts,  and  mend  my  strair 
Nor  shall  my  vows,  nor  prayers,  nor  verse  be  vain. 


344-    A  SONG. 

YE  happy  swains,  whose  hearts  are  free 
From  Love's  imperial  chain, 
Take  warning,  and  be  taught  by  me. 

To  avoid  the  enchanting  pain. 
Fatal  the  wolves  to  trembling  flocks. 

Fierce  winds  to  blossoms  prove. 
To  careless  seamen  hidden  rocks. 
To  human  quiet  love. 

Fly  the  fair  sex,  if  bliss  >-ou  priie ; 

The  snake's  beneath  the  flow'r ; 
Who  ever  gazed  on  beauteous  eyes, 

That  tasted  quiet  more? 
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How  faithless  is  the  lover's  joy ! 

How  constant  is  their  care, 
The  kind  with  falsehood  to  destroy, 

The  cruel  with  despair ! 

Sir  George  Etherege, 


345.     ON   LOVE. 

VICTORIOUS  love,  thou  sacred  mystery, 
What  muse  in  mortal  strains  can  speak  of  thee? 
We  feel  the  effect,  and  own  thy  force  divine, 
But  vainly  would  the  glorious  cause  define. 
In  part  thy  power  in  these  cold  realms  is  known ; 
But  in  the  blest  celestial  seats  alone, 
Thy  triumphs  in  their  splendid  heights  are  shown. 
Thy  gentle  torch,  with  a  propitious  light. 
And  spotless  flame,  burns  there  for  ever  bright. 
Expressless  pleasure,  and  transporting  grace, 
With  lasting  beauty  shine  upon  thy  f^ce. 
By  every  tongue  thy  charms  arc  there  confest, 
And  kindle  joys  in  every  heavenly  breast 
For  thee  they  touch  the  soft,  melodious  string, 
And  love  in  glad  triumphant  accents  sing. 
Almighty  love,  whence  all  their  raptures  spring. 

Elisabeth  Rawe, 


346.     SONG.  I 

ASK  not  why  sorrow  shades  my  brow. 
Nor  why  my  sprightly  looks  decay ; 
Alas !  what  need  I  beauty  now. 
Since  he  that  loved  it  died  to-day. 

Can  ye  have  ears  and  yet  not  know 

Mirtello,  brave  Mirtcllo's  slain  } 
Can  ye  have  eyes  and  they  not  flow, 

Or  hearts  that  do  not  share  my  pain. 
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He's  gone!  he's  gone!  and  I  will  go: 
For  in  my  breast  such  wars  I  have, 

And  thoughts  of  him  perplex  me  so. 
That  the  whole  world  appears  my  grave. 

But  111  go  to  him,  though  he  lie 
Wrapt  in  the  cold,  cold  arms  of  death : 

And  under  yon  sad  cypress  tree 
111  mourn,  111  mourn  away  my  breath. 

Charles  Cotton, 


347.    THE   PROPOSAL. 

AY,  they  are  Love's  own  words !  his  breath  of  fiame 
Hath  sighed  upon  the  fair  unconscious  page. 
And  thy  cheek  kindles  at  the  one  loved  name 

WTiose  every  thought  doth  thy  young  heart  engage ; 
Fondly  as  pilgrims  greet  some  hallowed  shrine 
Thy  lips  would  greet  the  words,  *  Thine,  dearest,  ever  thine.' 

Ay,  it  is  Love's  own  tracing!  every  word 

Of  eloquence  is  written  by  his  pen ! 
Tis  the  heart's  language — all  thine  ear  hath  heard 

(Like  music  from  his  tongue)  is  told  again. 
Each  fondly  murmured  sigh,  each  half-breathed  vow 
From  his  soul's  depths  arc  drawn,  unsealed,  acknowledged  now. 

With  all  a  lover's  tenderness,  he  lays 
His  heart,  his  hopes,  his  fortunes  at  thy  feet, 

Implores  thee  by  those  well-remembered  days 
That  ye  have  passed  so  oft  in  '  converse  sweet,* 

By  many  a  whispered  word  in  wood  or  grove, 

Not  to  reject  his  suit  or  scorn  his  proffered  love. 

What  does  thy  young  heart  prompt  thee  to  reply? 
By  the  carnation  heightening  on  thy  cheeks. 
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And  the  bright  crystal  in  thy  downcast  eye — 

More  eloquent  than  words — 'tis  thus  it  speaks : 
*  Beloved  one !  each  sigh  thy  breast  hath  known, 
Found,  though  unheard  by  thee,  an  echo  in  my  own.' 

Thou  fair  and  lovely  creature !  who  may  tell 

All  the  fond  thoughts  that  crowd  upon  thy  soul? 
Who  analyse  the  varied  hopes  that  swell 

The  young  untutored  heart?  or  who  control 
The  brilliant  visions  floating  o'er  thy  brain,  i 

That  like  spring  flowers,  once  crushed,  can  never  bloom  again  ?  | 

Ah !  through  life's  chequered  range  but  one  such  hour  I 

Of  cloudless  radiance  shines  upon  the  breast,  i 

'Tis  that  when  Love  comes  with  a  conqueror's  power 
And  reigns  sole  monarch  of  the  heart  confessed : 

When  (like  the  Indian  wood  of  sacred  fame) 

The  bosom's  lord  pours  forth  its  sweetness  to  the  flame.  I 

I 
I 

In  after  years  a  thousand  passions  take 

Possession  of  the  soul ;  with  cunning  art  I 

They  win  its  fond  idolatry ;  and  make 

Themselves  a  shrine  to  rest  in  I  To  the  heart  I 

Love  comes  but  once,  like  blossom  to  the  rose,  | 

The  deep  soul-searching  flame  our  first  aflection  knows. 

Ay,  ye  may  smile,  ye  stoics!  but  'tis  true. 

And  not  the  fiction  of  a  poet's  brain, 
The  heart's  first  bloom  of  love,  like  morning  dew  !  ^ 

Once  brushed,  ne'er  sparkles  on  the  flower  again, 
Till  the  long  day  is  closed  in  evening  skies,  i 

And  on  the  droopinj^  plajit  another  morn  arise. 

Mrs,  C.  D,  Wilson.  I 


-•O*" 


Dktiunury, 


348.    THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

DISTRACTED  wiih  care 
For  PhyUis  ihe  fair. 
Since  nothing  could  move  her, 
Poor  Damon,  her  lover,  , 

Resolves  in  despair  ■ 

No  longer  to  languish, 
Nor  bear  so  much  anguish ; 
But,  road  with  bis  love, 

To  A  precipice  goes,   ■ 
Where  a  leap  from  above 

Would  soon  finish  his  woes. 
When  in  rage  he  came  there. 
Beholding  how  sleep 

The  sides  did  appear. 
And  the  bottom  how  deep  ; 

His  torments  forgetting, 

And  sadly  reSccting 
That  a  lover  forsaken 

A  new  love  may  get, 
But  a  neck  when  once  broken 

Can  never  be  set ; 
And  that  he  could  die 

Whenever  he  would. 
But  that  he  could  live 

But  as  long  as  he  could ; 
How  gcnetbus  soever 

The  torment  might  grow. 
He  scom'd  to  endeavour 

To  linish  it  so. 
But  bold,  unconcem'd, 

At  thoughts  of  the  pain 
He  calmly  retum'd 

To  his  cottage  again. 

William  Walxk. 
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I 


349.    A  NEW  SIMILE   FOR  THE  LADIES. 


I 


OFTEN  tried  in  vain  to  find 
A  simile  for  womankind, 

A  simile  I  mean  to  fit  'em, 

In  every  circumstance  to  hit  'em. 

Through  every  beast  and  bird  I  went,  ] 

I  ransacked  every  element, 

And  after  peeping  through  all  nature 

To  find  so  whimsical  a  creature,  ^ 

A  cloud  presented  to  my  view, 

And  straight  this  parallel  I  drew :  .  ' 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about. 

They  keep  us  in  surprise  and  doubt, 
i  Yet  oft  perverse,  like  womankind, 

;  Are  seen  to  scud  against  the  wind ;  ' 

;  And  are  not  women  just  the  same, 

For  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim? 

Clouds  keep  the  stoutest  mortals  under. 

When  bellowing  they  discharge  their  thunder ; 

So  when  the  alarum  bell  is  rung, 

Of  Xante's  everlasting  tongue ;  | 

The  husband  dreads  its  loudness  more 

Than  lightning's  flash  or  thunder's  roar ; 

Clouds  weep  as  they  do  without  pain,  I 

And  what  are  tears  but  woman's  rain  ?  ' 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam. 

And  ladies  never  stay  at  home ; 

The  clouds  build  castles  in  the  air, 

A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair. 

For  all  the  schemes  of  their  forecasting 

Are  not  more  solid  nor  more  lasting. 

A  cloud  is  bright  by  turns,  and  dark. 

Such  is  a  lady  with  her  spark : 

Now  with  a  sullen,  pouting  gloom 

She  seems  to  darken  all  the  room ; 

Again  she's  pleased,  her  fears  beguiled. 

And  all  is  clear  when  she  has  smiled. 


Dutitmary. 

la  this  they^  wondroiul]'  alike, 

(1  hope  (he  simile  will  strike,) 

Though  in  the  darkest  dumps  you  view  'em, 

Stay  but  a  momeat  youU  see  through  'cm. 

The  clouds  are  apt  to  make  reflexion. 

And  frequently  produce  infection, 

So  Celia,  with  small  provocatiou 

Blasts  eveiy  neighbour's  reputation. 

Tlie  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  show, 

For  they  like  ladies  have  their  beau ; 

The  gravest  matron  will  confess 

That  she  hei^elf  is  fond  of  dress. 

Observe  the  clouds  her  pomp  anray'd, 

The  pink,  the  rose,  the  violet's  dye. 

In  that  great  drawing-room,  the  sky; 

How  do  these  differ  from  our  graces 

In  garden,  silks,  brocades,  and  laces  P 

Are  they  rot  such  another  sight 

When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fashion ; 

Dear  ladies',  be  not  in  a  passion, 

Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  seem  strange, 

Who  every  hour  delight  to  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  seen 

The  sullen  symptoms  of  the  spleen; 

The  moment  that  your  vapours  rise. 

We  see  them  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 

The  clouds  are  fring'd  with  borrow'd  gold : 

And  this  is  many  a  lady's  case 

Who  flaunts  about  in  borrow'd  lace. 

Grave  matrons  are  like  clouds  of  snow, 

Thdr  words  fall  thick,  and  soft,  and  slow ; 

While  brisk  coquettes,  like  rattling  bail 

Our  ears  on  every  side  assail 

Gouds,  when  they  intercept  our  sight. 

Deprive  us  of  celestial  light : 

So  when  my  Chloe  I  pursue. 

No  heaven  besides  I  have  in  view. 

Thus,  on  comparison  you  see 

In  every  instance  they  agree; 


T^  Lovcr^ 

So  like,  so  very  much  the  same, 
That  one  may  go  by  t'othert  oame; 
Let  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud, 
That  every  woman  it  a  cloud. 

Thomoi  Shaidati. 


3Sa    TO  CLOE. 

PRITHEE,  Qoe,  not  so  fast, 
Let's  not  run  and  wed  in  haste  j 
We've  a  thousand  things  to  do, 
You  must  fly,  and  I  pursue'; 
You  must  frown,  and  I  must  sigh, 
I  entreat  and  you  deny.' 
Stay— if  I  am  never  erost, 
Hulf  the  pleasure  will  be  lost; 
lie,  Or  seem  to  lie,  severe. 
Give  me  reason  to  despair. 
Fondness  will  my  wishes  cloy, 
Make  ne  careless  of  the  joy. 
Lovers  may  of  course  complain 
Of  their  trouble  and  their  pain, 
But  if  pain  and  trouble  cease, 
Love  without  it  will  not  please. 

John  Oliimixott 


51.  ON  A  PERFUME  TAKEN  OUT  OF  A 
YOUNG  LADY'S  BOSOM. 

BEGONE !  bold  rival,  from  my  fair,  ■ 
Thou  hast  no  plea  for  lousiness  there, 
'Twcre  needless  where  the  lily  grows 
To  add  perfumes.  Or  to  the  rose  j 
Faint  are  the  sweets  which  thou  canst  give 
To  those  which  in  her  bosom  live. 
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Thence  tender  wishes,  a 
Love's  breath,  the  richest  odours  risi; 
Not  all  the  spices  of  Che  East, 
Nor  India's  grove,  nor  Phtenix'  nest, 
Send  forth  an  odour  to  compare 
With  what  we  find  to  please  us  there. 
Where  nature  has  been  so  profuse. 
Thy  little  arts  are  of  no  use ; 
Thou  canst  not  add  a  grace  to  her. 
She's  all  perfection  everywhere. 
Speak,  saucy  thing,  for  I  will  Lnovr 
How  much  to  her  and  me  you  owf. 
Whence  comes  this  sweetness  so  divine  ? 
Speak,  is  it  her's  or  is  it  thine? 
Ha!  varjet,  by  the  fragrant  smell 
Tis  hers,  all  hers,  I  know  it  well ; 
1  know  you  robb'd  Olivia's  store; 
But  hence !  for  you  shall  steal  no  more. 
Begone,  she  has  no  room  for  thee, 
Olivia's  bosom  must  be  free 
For  noiliing  but  for  love  and  me. 

Johit  OlJinixon. 


3S2.    TO  ELIZA. 

I)I*ITUIG  MS  TO  Un  WIDDUWl. 

HAD  you,  your  charms  rcsign'd 
To  him  who  loves  you  best. 
The  summons  had  been  kind. 
And  1  completely  bltsL 

Those  tender  words, '  Prepare 
For  bliss  so  long  delay'd,' 

An  age  of  black  despair 
At  once  had  overpaid. 

But,  doom'd  to  rival  arms, 
Vou  mock  your  lover's  smart  j 

A  dance  your  blood  alarms, 
A  ribbon  fires  your  heart 
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Tho'  clogg'd  with  fool  nnd  debt, 

The  dear  estate  you  prize, 
And  view  without  regret, 

The  martyr  of  your  eyes. 

But  I,  can  I  betiold 

The  heaven  I  must  forego? 

And  grace,  hke  slaves  of  old, 

The  triumph  of  my  foe  ? 

You  will  not  give  delight. 

Anil  would  jou  add  to  pain? 
Your  hate  improves  to  spite, 

To  malice  your  disdain. 

Yet,  tyrant,  in  your  turn 

The  stroke  of  justice,  due 
To  cruelly  and  scorn, 

Perhaps,  may  humble  you. 

In  honour's  school  untaught. 

Your  sot  may  go  astray. 
And  you,  like  me,  be  brought 

To  curse  your  wedding  day. 

George  Jeffreys. 


353-    THE  LOVER. 

SINCE  Stella's  charms,  divinely  fair 
First  pour'd  their  lustre  on  my  heart. 
Ten  thousand  T)angs  my  liosom  tear, 

And  every  fibrclecls  the  smart. 
If  such  the  mournful  moments  prove, 
O,  who  would  give  his  heart  to  lovei 

I  meet  my  bosom  friends  with  pain. 
Though  friendship  used  to  warm  my  soul, 

Wine's  generous  spirit  ilames  n  vain, 
I  lind  no  cordial  in  the  bowL 

If  such  the  mournful  moments  prove, 

O,  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love! 


Dictionary, 

Tltough  nature's  volume  open  lies, 
Which  once  with  wonder  I  have  read, 

No'glories  tremble  from  the  ■kies, 
No  beauties  o'er  the  earth  are  spread. 

If  such  the  mournful  moments  prove, 

O,  irtio  would  give  his  heart  to  lovet 

E'en  poesy's  ambrosial  dews. 
With  joy  no  longer  feed  my  mind. 

To  beauty,  music,  and  the  muse, 
My  soul  is  dumb,  and  deaf,  and  blind. 

Tliough  such  the  moumliil  moments  proi-c, 

Alas!  I  give  my  heart  to  love ! 

But  should  the  yielding  virion  smile, 
Drest  in  the  spotless  marriage  robe, 

I'd  look  upon  this  world  as  vile, 
The  master  of  a  richer  globe. 

If  such  the  rapturous  moments  prove, 

O,  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love: 

The  business  of  my  future  days. 
My  every  thought,  my  every  prayer. 

Shall  be  employed  to  sing  her  praise. 
Or  sent  to  bounteous  heaven  for  her. 

If  iuch  the  rapturous  moments  prove, 

O,  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love ! 

Poets  shall  wonder  at  my  love. 
Painters  shall  crowd,  her  face  to  sec. 

And  when  they  would  the  passions  move. 
Shall  copy  her  and  think  of  me. 

If  such  the  rapturous  moments  prove, 

O,  let  mc  give  my  heart  to  love! 

Old  age  shall  seem  as  bright  as  youth. 
No  respite  to  our  bliss  be  given : 

Then  mingled  in  one  flame  of  truth. 

Well  spurn  at  earth,  and  soar  to  heaven. 

Since  such  the  rapturous  moments  prove, 

We  both  will  give  our  hearts  to  love. 

William  Tkompie 


354-    THE  DECAYED  COQUETTE. 

NEW  beauties  push  her  from  the  stage : 
She  trembles  at  the  approach  of  age. 
And  starts  to  view  the  altered  face 

That' wrinkles  at  her  in  the  glass : 
So  Satan,  in  the  Monk's  tradition 
.  Fcar'd  when  he  met  his  apparition. 
At  length  her  name  each  coxcomb  cancels 
From  standing  lists  and  toast  of  angels ; 
And  slighted  where  she  shone  before, 
A  grace  and  goddess  now  no  more, 
Despis'd  by  all  and  doomed  to  meet 
Her  lovers  at  her  rivals'  feet. 
She  Hies  assemblies,  shuns  the  ball 
And  cries  out,  vanity,  on  all ; 
Affects  to  scorn  the  tinsel  shows 
Of  gliitcring  belles  and.of  beaus ; 
No  longer  hopes  to  hide  b>-  dress 
The  tracks  of  age  upon  her  face ; 
Now  careless  grown  of  airs  polite. 
Her  noon-day  night  all  meets  the  sight ; 
Her  hair  uncomb'd  collects  together 
With  ornaments  of  many  a  feather. 
Her  stays  for  easiness  thrown  by, 
Her  rumpled  handkerchief  away, 
A  careless  figure,  half  undress'd, 
(The  reader's  wits  may  guess  the  rest) ; 
j^ll  points  of  dress  and  neatness  carried, 
-As  though  she'd  been  a  twelvemonth  marrini, 
She  spends  her  breath  as  years  prevail, 
At  this  sad,  wicked  world  to  rail, 
To  slander  all  her  sex  impromptu. 
And  wonder  what  the  times  will  come  to. 
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355.    ROSALIE. 

OPOUR  Upon  my  soul  again 
That  sad  unearthly  strain. 
That  51-i'ms  from  oLlicr  Horlds  la  pWn  ; 
TTius  I  ■:!  r-L,  !  ■'■■■.-:  Item  afar 
As  if  ..!v  s.ur 

Had  ■  ..  !,■  r  h-ht  her  sighs, 

And  dropped  them  from  the  skies. 

No  never  came  from  aught  below 

This  melody  of  wo, 
Th.it  makes  my  heart  to  overflow 
As  from  a  thousand  gushinj;  springs 
Unknown  Ijefore     that  with  it  brings 
This  namoless  lisht— if  light  it  be- 
That  veils  the  wodd  I  see. 

For  all  I  see  around  me  wears 

The  hue  of  oiUlt  splieres 
And  something  blent  of  smiles  and  teai 
Comes  from  the  very  air  I  breathe. 
Oh  !  nothing  save  the  stars  beneatli 
Can  mould  a  sadness  like  to  this— 

So  like  angelic  bliss. 

So,  at  that  dreamy  hour  of  day, 
When  the  ]asi  lingering  ray 

Stops  on  the  highest  cloud  to  play  - 

So  thought  the  gentle  Rosalie, 

As  in  the  majdcn  re\'erie 

First  (til  the  strain  of  him  who  stole. 
In  music  to  her  sonl. 
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356^   A  CASTLE  IN  THE  AIR. 

I'LL  tell  you,  friend,  what  sort  of  wife, 
Whene'er  I  scan  this  scene  of  life, 
Inspires  my  waking  schemes, 
And  when  I  sleep,  with  form  so  light, 
Dances  before  my  ravish'd  sight 
In  sweet  aerial  dreams. 

The  rose  its  blushes  need  not  lend, 
Nor  yet  the  lily  with  them  blend. 

To  captivate  my  eyes. 
Give  me  a  cheek  the  heart  obeys, 
And,  sweetly  mutable,  displays 

Its  feelings  as  they  rise. 

Features,  where,  pensive,  more  than  gaj', 
Save  when  a  rosy  smile  doth  play, 

The  sober  thought  you  see ; 
Eyes  that  all  soft  and  tender  seem. 
And  kind  affections  round  them  beam, 

But  most  of  all  on  me. 

A  form  though  not  of  finest  mould, 
Where  yet  a  something  you  behold 

Unconsciously  doth  please ; 
Manners  all  graceful  without  art, 
That  to  each  look  and  word  impart 

A  modesty  and  ease. 

But  still  her  air,  her  face,  each  chann 
Must  speak  a  heart  with  feeling  warm. 

And  mind  inform  the  whole ; 
With  mind  her  mantling  cheek  must  glow, 
Her  soul  her  beaming  eye  must  show. 

An  all-inspiring  souL 


.  Dictionary. 


Ah!  could  I  such  a  being  find. 
And  were  her  fate  lo  mine  but  join'J 

By  Hymen's  silken  tic. 
To  hct  myself,  my  all  I'd  give, 
Kor  her  alone  delighted  lire, 

For  her  consent  lo  die. 

Whene'er  by  anxious  care  oppress'd, 
On  the  soft  pillow  of  her  breast 

My  aching  head  I'd  lay ; 
At  her  sweet  smile  each  care  should  ccasc, 
Mer  kiss  infuse  a  balmy  peace. 

And  drive  my  griefs  away. 

In  turn,  I'd  soften  all  her  care, 

Each  ihoueht,  each  wish,  each  feeling  share : 

Should  sickness  ere  invade, 
My  voice  should  soothe  each  rising  sigh. 
My  hand  the  cordial  should  supply : 

I'd  watch  beside  her  bed. 

Should  gatliering  clouds  our  sky  deforin. 
My  arms  should  shield  her  from  the  storm; 

And,  were  its  fury  hurl'd. 
My  bosom  lo  its  bolts  I'd  bare: 
In  her  defence  undaunted  date 

Defy  the  opposing  world. 

Together  should  our  prayers  ascend ; 
Together  would  we  humbly  bend. 

To  praise  the  Almighty's  name . 
And  when  1  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upwards  in  her  native  sky. 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

Thus  nothing  should  our  beans  divid<^, 
Ilut  on  our  years  serenely  glide. 

And  all  to  love  be  given ; 
And  when  life's  little  scene  was  o'er, 
We'd  part  to  meet  and  part  no  more, 

Uul  live  and  love  in  heaven. 

Professor  L.  Frisbit. 


\ 
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357.    THE  MAIDEN'S  SORROW. 

SEVEN  long  yean  has  the  desert  rain 
Dropped  on  the  clods  that  hide  thy  face; 
Seven  long  yean  of  sorrow  and  pain 
I  have  thou^t  of  thy  burial  places 

Thought  of  thy  fate  in  the  distant  west. 
Dying  Kith  none  that  loved  thee  near ; 

rhey  who  filing  the  earth  on  thy  breast 
Tuni'd  from  the  spot  without  a  tear. 

There,  I  think,  on  that  lonely  grave, 
Violets  spring  in  the  soft  May  ?hower ; 

There  in  the  summer  breezes  wave 
Crimson  phlox  and  moccasin  fiowcr. 

There  the  turtles  alight,  and  there 
Feeds  with  her  fawn  the  timid  doe ; 

There,  when  the  winter  woods  are  bare. 
Walks  the  wolf  on  the  crackling  snow. 

Soon  wilt  thou  wipe  my  tears  awa.y; 

A!]  my  task  upon  earth  is  done ; 
My  poor  father  old  and  gray. 

Slumbers  beneath  the  churchyard  stone. 

In  the  dreams  of  my  lonely  bed, 

Ever  thy  form  before  me  seems ; 
All  night  long  I  talk  with  the  dead, 

Alt  day  long  I  think  of  my  dreams. 

This  deep  wound  that  bleeds  and  aches. 

This  long  pain,  a  sleepless  pain ; 
When  the  Father  my  spirit  takes 

1  shall  feel  it  no  more  again. 

William  C.  Bryant. 


DUtionary, 


358.     EARLY  LOVE. 

THE  fond  caress  of  beauty,  O  that  glowr 
The  tirst  narm  glow  that  manties  round  the  hcan 
Of  boyhood !  when  all's  new—  the  first  dear  vow 

We  ever  breathed — the  tear-drops  thnt  first  Stan 
Pure  from  thy  unpractised  eye — the  overflow 
Of  waken'd  passions,  that  bat  now  impart 
A  hope,  a  wish,  a  feeling  yet  unfelt, 
Thai  mould  to  nuidneas,  or  in  mildness  melL 

Ah '.  where's  the  youth  whose  stone  heart  ne'er  knew 
The  fires  of  joy,  that  burst  through  every  vein 

That  born  for  ever  bright,  for  ever  new, 
As  passion  rises  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

That  like  the  phoenix  die  but  lo  renew— 

Beat  in  the  heart,  and  throb  upon  the  brain — 

Self-kindling,  quenchless  as  the  eternal  flame 

That  sports  in  Etna's  base.     But  I'm  to  blame. 

Ignobly  thus  to  yield  to  raptures  past. 
To  call  my  buried  feelings  from  their  shrouds. 

O'er  which  the  deep  funereal  pall  was  cast — 
Like  brightest  sides  cniomb'd  in  darkest  cloocts. 

No  matter  these,  the  latest  and  the  last 
That  rise,  like  spectres  of  the  past,  in  crowds. 

The  ebullitions  of  a  heart  not  lost. 

But  weary,  wandering,  worn  and  tempest  toss'd. 

Tis  vain,  and  worse  than  vain,  to  think  on  joys 
Which  like  the  hour  that's  gone,  return  no  more ; 

Bubbles  of  folly,  blown  by  wanton  boys — 
Billows  that  swell,  to  burst  upon  the  shore — 

Playthings  of  passion,  manhood's  gilded  toys, 
(Deceitful  as  the  shell  that  seems  to  roar. 

But  prove  the  mimic  mockery  of  the  age :) 

They  sink  in  sorrow's  sea,  and  ne'er  emerge. 

Isaae  ClasoM. 


3S9-    ON   A  VERY  OLD   WEDDING-RINa 


I  LIKE  that  ring— that  ancient  ring. 
Of  massive  fonn,  and  virgin  gold, 
As  firm,  as  free  from  base  alloy. 

As  were  the  stcshng  hearts  of  old 
I  lilcest — for  it  wails  me  back, 

far,  far  alung  ihc  stream  of  time, 
To  other  men,  and  -other  days. 
The  men  and  days  of  deeds  sublim& 

But  most  I  Uke  it  as  it  tells 
The  tale  of  well-requited  love : 

How  faithful  fondness  persevered, 

And  youthful  faith  disdain'd  to  rove— 
How  warmly  ie  his  suit  prcferr'd, 

Though  lAe,  Tinpitying.  long  denied. 
Till,  softcn'd  and  subdu'd  at  last, 

He  won   his  faJr  and  blooming  bride,* 
How,  till  the  ^ippointcd  day  arrived, 

They  blajned  the  lazy-footed  hours — 
How  then  the  white-robed  maiden  u-ain 

Strew'd  their  glad  way  with  freshest  flowers  - 
And  how,  before  the  holy  man. 

They  stood  in  ill  liieir  jdulIiIuI  pride. 
And  spoke  ihuse  words,  and  vew'd  those  vows. 

Which  bind  the  husband  to  his  brid& 

All  this  it  tells ;  the  plighted  troth— 

The  gift  of  every  earthly  thing— 
The  hand  in  hand— the  heart  in  heart : 

For  this  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 
I  like  iis  old  and  quaint  device; 

'  Two  blended  hearts,'  though  time  may  wear  them, 
No  mortal  change,  no  mortal  chance, 

'  TiU  death '  shall  ere  in  sunder  tear  them. 


Dirtionary. 


Year  after  year,  "nealh  sun  and  storm, 

Their  hope  in  heaven,  their  trust  in  GOD, 
In  changeless,  hearilell,  holy  love. 

These  two  the  world's  rough  pathway  trod. 
Age  might  impair  their  youthful  fires, 

Their  strength  might  fail,  "mid  hfe's  Weak  weather ; 
Still  band  in  hand  they  traveli'd  on — 

Kind  souls!  they  slumber  now  together. 

1  like  its  simple  poesy  too : 

'  Thine  own  dear  love,  this  heart  is  thinel' 
Thine,  when  the  dark  storm  howls  along, 

As  when  the  cloudless  sunbeams  shine. 
'  This  heart  is  ihine,  mine  own  dear  love ! ' 

Thine,  and  thine  only,  and  for  ever ; 
Thine,  till  the  spring  of  life  shall  fail ; 

Thine,  till  the  chords  of  life  shall  sever. 

Remnant  of  days  departed  long. 

Emblem  of  plighted  truth  unbroken. 
Pledge  of  devoted  faithfulness, 

Of  heartfelt,  holy  love  the  token : 
What  varied  feelings  round  it  ding! — 
For  these  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 

Geo.  W.  DooHC 


360     SERENADE. 

LOOK  out  upon  the  stars,  my  love. 
And  shame  them  with  thine  eyrs. 
On  which,  than  on  the  lights  above. 

There  hang  more  destinies. 
Night's  beauty  is  the  harmony 

Of  blending  shades  and  tight; 
Then,  lady  up— look  out,  and  be 
A  sister  to  the  night  !^ 


The  Lovers' 

Sleq)  not  1  ihine  image  wakes  for  aye 

Within  my  watching  breast ; 
Sleep  not,  from  her  soft  sleep  should  fly 

Who  robs  all  hearts  of  rest. 
Nay,  lady,  from  ihy  slumber  break, 

And  make  this  darkness  gay 
With  looks,  whose  brightness  well  might  make 

Of  darker  nights  a  day. 

Edward  C.  Pinhiry. 


361.    TO   EVA. 

OFAIR  and  stately  maid,  whose  eyes 
Were  kindled  in  tha  upper  skies 
At  the  same  torch  that  lighted  mine. 
For  so  I  must  interpret  still 
TTiy  sweet  dominion  o'er  my  will, 
A  sympathy  divine. 

Ah,  let  me  blameless  gaie  upon 
Features  that  seem  at  heart  ni)'  own ; 

Nor  fear  tliose  watcliful  sentinels, 
Who  charm  the  more  their  glance  forbids 
Chaste — glowing,  underneath  their  lids, 

With  fire  that  draws  while  it  repels. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 


361.    LOVE   UNCHANGEABLE. 

YESI  still  1  love  thee:— Time  who  sets 
His  signet  on  my  brow. 
And  dims  my  sunken  eye,  forgets 
The  heart  he  could  not  bow; — 
Where,  love  that  cannot  perish,  glows 
For  one  alasi  that  little  knows 

How  love  may  sometimes  last ; 
Like  sunshine  wasting  in  the  skies, 
When  clouds  are  overcast. 


Dictionary. 

The  dcwdrop  hanging  n'cr  the  nwc 

Within  its  robe  of  light, 
Can  never  touch  a  leaf  llial  blov^ 

Though  seeming  to  the  sight ; 
And  yet  it  still  will  linger  there, 
Like  1    ;  I'  despair,— 

Alas !  but  only  one. 

I  would  not  have  thy  married  heart 

Think  momently  of  me, — 
Nor  would  I  tear  the  cords  apart, 

That  bind  me  so  to  thee; 
Nol  while  my  thoughts  seem  pure  and  mild. 
Like  dew  upon  the  roses  wild, 

1  -n-oiiliJ  liiiili.HL-  tliLC  know, 
The  stream  that  seems  to  thee  SO  still 

Has  such  a  tide  below. 

Enough !  that  in  delicious  dreams 

1  sec  thee  and  forget — 
Enough,  that  when  the  morning  beams 

I  fecL  my  eyelids  wet ; 
Yet,  could  I  hope,  when  time  shall  fall 
The  darkness,  fur  creations  pall, 


jlii  not  slirink  from  aught  below 
ir  ask  for  more  above. 


Bu/us  Dawes, 


363.    TO  A  LADY. 

I  THINK  of  thee  when  morning  spring 
From  sleep,  wiih  plumage  bathed  in  dew. 
And  like  a  young  bird  lifts  her  wing 
or  gladness  on  the  welkin  blue. 
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And  when,  at  noon,  the  breath  of  love 
0*er  flower  and  stream  is  wandering  free, 

And  sent  in  music  from  the  grove, 
I  think  of  thee — I  think  of  thee. 

I  think  of  thee,  when,  soft  and  wide, 
The  evening  spreads  her  robes  of  light, 

And  like  a  young  and  timid  bride. 
Sits  blushing  in  the  arms  of  night 

And  when  the  moon's  sweet  crescent  springs, 
In  light,  o'er  heaven's  deep,  waveless  sea, 

And  stars  are  forth,  like  blessed  things, 
I  think  of  thee — I  think  of  thee. 

I  think  of  thee ; — that  eye  of  flame. 
Those  tresses,  falling  bright  and  free. 

That  brow,  where  *  Beauty  writes  her  name,' 
I  think  of  thee — I  think  of  thee. 

George  D,  Prentice, 


I  I 


I 

2 


364.     LOVE'S   MEMORIES. 

TO-NIGHT!  tonight!  what  memories  to-night 
Came  thronging  o'er  me  as  I  stood  near  thee ! 
Thy  form  of  loveliness,  thy  brow  of  light, 

Thy  voice's  thrilling  flow — 
All,  all  were  thine ;  to  me — to  me  as  bright 
As  when  they  claim'd  my  soul's  idolatry 
Years,  long  years  ago. 

Tliat  gulf  of  years!  O  God!  hadst  thou  been  mine. 

Would  all  that's  precious  have  been  swallow'd  there  ? 
Youth's  meteor  hope,  and  manhood's  high  design. 

Lost,  lost,  for  ever  lost — 
Lost  with  the  love  that  with  them  all  would  twine, 
The  love  that  left  no  harvest  but  despair, 
Unwon  at  such  a  cost 


Dictionary. 

Wai  it  ideal,  that  wild,  wild  love  I  bore  tbce? 

Or  thou  tbyself — didst  thou  my  soul  enthralli 
Such  as  thou  an  to-night  did  I  adore  ihce, 

Ay,  I  do  live— in  vain  J 
Such  as  thou  art  to-night — could  time  restore  me 

That  wealth  of  loving — should  thou  love  at  all. 
To  waste  perchance  again? 

No!  thou  didst  break  the  coffers  of  my  heart, 

And  set  so  lightly  by  (he  hoard  within. 
That  1  too  Icaxn'd  at  last  the  squanderer's  art   - 

But  idly  here  and  there, 
Filling  ray  soul  and  lavishing  a  part 
On  each,  less  cold  than  thou,  who  cared  to  win 
And  secm'd  to  prize  a  share. 

No!  thou  didst  wither  up  my  flowering  youth, 

If  blameless,  still  the  bearer  of  a  blight; 
The  tinconscious  agent  of  the  deadliest  nilh 

That  human  heart  hath  riven ; 
Teaching  me  scorn  of  my  own  spirit's  truth ; 
Holding,  not  mc,  but  that  fond  worship  light 
Which  tink'd  my  soul  to  heaven. 

No,  nol — To  me  the  weakest  heart  before 

itouchcd  by  tenderness  as  thine ; 
Angels  have  cnier'd  through  the  frail  tent  door 

That  pass  the  palace  now— 
And  He  who  spake  the  words,  ■  Go,  sin  no  more,* 
'Mid  human  passions  saw  the  spark  divine. 
But  not  in  such  as  thou  I 


365.     I  WILL  LOVE  HER  NO   MORE. 

WILL  love  her  no  more— 'tis  a  waste  of  the  heart, 
'  This  lavish  of  feeling  a  prodigal's  ptnn : 
'WIio,  heedless  of  treasure  a  life  could  not  earn. 
Squanders  forth  where  he  vainly  may  look  for  return. 
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I  will  love  ber  no  more  ;•  it  is  folly  to  give 
Our  best  years  to  one,  when  for  many  we  live, 
And  he  who  the  world  will  thus  barter  for  one, 
I  ween  by  such  traffic  must  soon  be  undone. 

I  will  love  her  no  more ;  it  is  heathenish  thus 

To  bow  to  an  idol  which  bends  not  to  us ; 

Which  heeds  not,  which  hears  not,  which  recks  not  for  aught 

That  the  worship  of  years  to  its  altar  hath  brought 


I  will  love  her  no  more ;  for  no  love  is  without 

Its  limit  in  measure,  and  mine  hath  run  out ; 

She  engrosseth  it  all,  and,  till  some  she  restore. 

Than  this  moment  I  love  her,  how  can  I  love  her  more  ? 

Charles  J,  Ho/mann, 


•o«- 


366.    ASK  NOT  WHY   I   SHOULD    LOVE   HER. 

ASK  me  not  why  I  should  love  her ; 
Look  upon  these  soul-full  eyes ' 
Look  while  mirth  or  feeling  move  her, 

And  see  there  how  sweetly  rise 
Thoughts  gay  and  gentle  from  a  breast. 
Which  is  innocence  the  nest. 
Which  though  each  joy  were  from  it  shed. 
By  truth  would  still  be  tenanted! 


See,  from  thesa  sweet  windows  peeping. 
Emotions  tender,  bright  and  pure. 

And  wonder  not  the  faith  Tm  keeping 
Every  trial  can  endure ! 

Wonder  not  that  looks  so  winning 

Still  for  me  new  ties  are  spinning ; 

Wonder  not  that  heart  so  true 

Keeps  mine  from  ever  changing  too. 

Charles  J.  Hofmann, 


367.    TO  ANN. 

THOU  wen  as  a  IJiC  that  lietli 
In  a  brigbt  and  sunny  way; 
I  was  a  bird  that  flieth 

O'er  it  on  a  pleasant  day; 
When  I  look'd  upon  thy  featmcs 

Presence  then  some  feeling  lent  ( 

But  thou  knowest,  most  false  of  creatures, 

With  thy  form  thy  image  wenL 

With  a  kiss  my  vow  was  greeted. 

As  I  knelt  before  thy  shrine, 
.   But  I  saw  that  kiss  repealed 

On  another  lip  than  mine; 
And  a  solemn  vow  was  spoken 

That  thy  heart  should  not  be  changed. 
But  that  binding  vow  was  broken. 

And  thy  spirit  was  estranged. 

I  could  blame  thee  for  awaking 

Thoughts  the  world  will  but  deride, 
Calling  out,  and  then  forsaking, 

Flowers  the  winter  wind  will  chide ; 
Guiling  to  the  midway  ocean 

Barks  that  tremble  by  the  shore, 
Bui  I  hush  the  sad  emotion. 

And  will  punish  thee  no  mote. 

"J.  0.  Rockwell 


368.    THY  HAND. 


4^7/ 


THY  hand!  thy  hand!  thy  lily  hand. 
It  flushes  all  my  brow ; 
Thy  voice!  thy  voice!  thy  silver  tone, 
It  thrills  my  spirit  now. 


^f  fiolclen-hcarted  flowers 

Bend  o'er  me  with  tu„ 

Those  eJeWs  ,^T  ''2"^  ^^^^ 

i-'lceT^^cTrP^'l°«'d  heart, 

Bend  O'er  n.r:^S;^hTa\ 
„     Which  all  the  s^,^"  u  '  '"■•"'' 
Bend  o'er  me  W  rt^  .T'^''*  ^e^k; 
Trail  ^  '      v^''^  ^"''Jen  hair 

%  Si^  ""^  ^"™'"?  cheek. 
?ff«  leaps  toward  thee  as  fh- 
Pants  at  the  m,.vi«       '      '"*  *ea 

A  swimmine  hiLT  ^" '"°°°  '" 

And  all  mv  K&  •  IV"'?'  "oon, 
^ack'TwT^;^^^"«l  ^^th  music  ban, 

''**'  '"'*«'  that  tremble  lii/e  tJ 

^.  Sianyan 

^^    HOW  SHALL,  woo  „.„, 

And  wnfri,  .k..^  ^^^'^  s^e  sin^s : 
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How  shall  I  woo  her?    I  will  gaze, 

In  sad  and  silent  trance, 
On  those  blue  eyes,  whose  liquid  rays 

Look  love  in  every  glance ; 
And  I  will  teU  her,  eyes  more  bright, 

Though  bright  her  own  may  beam. 
Will  fling  a  deeper  spell  to-night 

Upon  me  in  my  dream. 

How  shall  I  woo  her?    I  will  try 

The  charms  of  olden  time. 
And  swear  by  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky, 
I  And  rave  in  prose  and  rhyme ; 

I  And  I  will  teU  her  when  I  bent 

'  My  knee  in  other  years, 

I  was  not  half  so  eloquent, 

I  could  not  speak  for  tears ! 


How  shall  I  woo  her?    I  will  bow 
J  Before  the  holy  shrine ; 

And  pray  the  prayer,  and  vow  the  vow, 

And  press  her  lips  to  mine ; 
And  I  will  tell  her,  when  she  parts 

From  passion's  tlinlling  kiss. 
That  memory  to  many  hearts 

Is  dearer  far  than  bliss. 


I 


4  ' 
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Away !  away !  the  chords  are  mute. 

The  bond  is  rent  in  twain. 
You  cannot  wake  that  silent  lute, 

Nor  clasp  those  links  again ; 
Love's  toil  I  know  is  little  cost. 

Love's  perjury  is  light  sin, 
But  souls  that  lose  what  I  have  lost, 

What  have  they  left  to  win  ? 

XWM.Praed. 


K>»-    — 


37".    TO   ERMENGARDE. 

I  KNOW  not  of  Ihe  sunshine  waste. 
The  world  is  dai'k  since  thou  an  gone! 
The  hours  are,  Oh'  so  ieaden-paced! 

The  birds  sing,  and  the  stars  float  on. 
But  sing  not  well,  and  look  not  fair ; 
A  wdght  is  iu  the  summer  air, 

Aiid  sadness  in  the  light  of  flou'ers; 
And  if  I  go  where  others  smile, 

Their  love  but  makes  tne  think  of  purs, 
And  Heaven  gets  my  heart  the  while : 
Like  one  upon  a  desert  isle, 

I  languish  of  the  dreary  hours; 
1  never  thought  that  a  life  could  be 
So  Hung  upon  one  hope  as  mine,  dear  love,  on  ihee, 

1  5it  and  watch  the  summer  sky. 

There  comes  a  cloud  through  heaven  alone ; 
A  thousand  stars  arc  shining  nigh, 

It  feels  no  light,  but  darkles  onl 
Yet  now  it  nears  the  lonelier  moon, 

And  flashing  through  its  fringe  of  snow, 
There  steals  a  rosier  dye,  and  sooji 

Its  bosom  is  one  fiery  glow! 
The  queen  of  life  within  it  lies  ; 

Yet  mark  how  lovers  meet  to  part. 
The  cloud  already  onward  flies, 

And  shadows  sink  within  its  heart ; 
And  (dost  thou  see  them  where  thou  an?) 

Fade,  fast  fade  all  those  glorioos  dyes! 
Its  light,  like  mine,  is  seen  no  more, 
And  like  my  own,  its  heart  s^ems  darker  than  before 

Where  press,  this  hour,  those  fairy  feel? 

Where  look,  this  hour,  those  eyes  of  blue? 
What  music  in  thine  ear  is  sweet? 

What  odour  bteathes  thy  lattice  through? 


Dictionary. 

What  word  is  un  thy  lip?  what  lont, 
Wliat  look,  replying  lo  thine  own? 
Thy  steps  along  the  Dajiuhc  stray. 

Alas,  it  seeks  an  orient  sea ! 
Tliou  woulclst  not  seem  so  far  away, 

Fbw'd  but  its  waters  back  to  mc: 
1  bless  the  slowly-coming  moon. 

Because  ils  eye  look'd  late  in  thine; 
I  envy  the  wcnwind  of  June, 

Whase  wings  will  bear  it  up  in  Rhine  | 
The  flower  I  press  upon  my  brow 
Were  sweeter  if  its  like  perAmted  thy  dumber  now. 
N.  P.  WillH. 


371.    TO  A  FACE  BELOVED. 

THE  music  of  the  waken'd  lyre 
Dies  not  upon  the  quivering  strings. 
Nor  bums  alone  the  minstrel's  fire 
Upon  the  lip  that  trembling  sings: 

Nor  shines  the  moon  in  heaven  unseen. 
Nor  shuts  the  tlower  its  fragrant  cells. 

Nor  sleeps  the  fountain's  wealth,  I  ween, 
For  ever  in  its  sparry  wells; 

The  sfiells  of  the  enchanter  lie 

Not  on  his  lone  heart,  his  own  rapt  car  and  eye. 


I  look  upon 

a  face  as  fair 

As  ever 

made  a  lip  of  heaven 

Falter  amid 

ts  music  prayer! 

The  tirs 

:  lit  star  of  summer  even 

Springs  not 

so  softly  on  ihe  eye. 

Nor  gro 

ws  with  watching  half  so  brig 

Nor,  'mid  it 

sisters  of  the  sky, 

So  seen- 

s  of  heaven  the  dearest  light. 

Men  murmu 

r  where  that  face  is  seen ; 

My  youth's  angelic  dream  was  of  that  lode  and  R 
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Yet,  though  we  deem  the  stars  arc  blest, 

And  envy  in  our  grief  the  flower 
That  bears  but  sweetness  in  its  breast, 

And  fear'd  the  enchanter  for  his  power, 
And  love  the  minstrel  for  his  spell 
He  winds  out  of  his  l>Te  so  well ; 
The  stars  are  almoi\ers  of  light. 

The  lyrist  of  melodious  air. 
The  fountain  of  its  waters  bright, 

And  everything  most  sweet  and  fair 
Of  that  by  which  it  charms  the  ear, 
The  eye  of  him  that  passes  near ; 
A  lamp  is  lit  in  woman's  eye. 
That  souls,  else  lost  on  earth,  remember  angels  by. 

N,  P.  Willis. 


372.     ENDYMION. 

TH  E  rising  moon  has  hid  the  stars  ; 
Her  level  rays,  like  golden  bars, 
Lie  on  the  landscape  green, 
With  shadows  brown  between. 

And' silver  white  the  river  gleams. 
As  if  Diana,  in  her  dreams. 

Had  dropt  her  silver  bow 

Upon  the  meadows  low. 

On  such  a  tranquil  night  as  tliis. 
She  woke  Endymion  with  a  kiss. 
When,  sleeping  in  the  grove. 
She  dream'd  not  of  her  love. 

Like  Diana*s  kiss,  unask'd,  unsought. 
Love  gives  itself,  but  is  not  bought ; 
Nor  voice,  nor  sound  betrays 
Its  deep-impassion'd  gaze. 


I  2 
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It  comes,  the  beautiful,  the  free. 
The  crown  of  all  humanity, 
In  silence  and  alone. 
To  seek  the  dected  oat. 

U  lifts  the  bows,  whoae  shadows  deep 
Are  life's  oblivion,  the  soul's  sleep, 
-     And  kisses  the  closed  eyes 
Of  him  who  slumbering  lies. 

■*|  ^  O  weary  hearts!  O  slumbering  eyes! 

I  O  drooping  souls  whose  destinies 

Arc  fraught  with  fear  and  pain, 
Ye  shall  be  loved  again! 

No  one  is  so  accursed  by  Fate, 
No  one  so  utterly  dcsoiate, 

,e  heart,  though  unknown. 


Responds  as  if,  with  unseen  wings, 
A  breath  from  heaven  had  louch'd  its  strings. 
And  whispers,  in  its  song, 
'Where  hast  thou  stay'd  so  long?' 

H.  W.  Langfilliw. 


W 


373.    MAIDENHOOD. 

fAIDEN!  with  the  meek  brown  eyes, 
In  whose  orbs  a  sh.ulL)w  lies. 
Like  the  dusk  in  evening  skies  1 

Thou,  whose  looks  outshine  the  sun, 
G<ilrj(j!i  iti.i-^t^  wreathed  in  one. 
As  the  braided  streamlets  run. 

Standing,  with  reluctant  feet, 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet. 
Womanhood  and  childhood  fleet! 


Then,  why  pause  ivith  indecision. 
When  bright  angels  in  thy  vision 
Beckon  thee  to  fields  Elysian  ? 

See'sc  thou  shadows  sailing  by, 
As  the  dove  with  staitled  eye. 
Sees  the  falcon's  shitdow  fly? 

Hearest  thou  voices  on  the  shore. 
That  our  ears  perceive  no  more, 
Deafcn'd  hy  the  cataract's  roar? 

O  thou  child  of  many  prayers ! 
Life  hath  quicksands,  Ufc  hath  snar 
Care  and  age  ci 


Like  the  swell  of  some  sweet  tune. 
Morning  rises  into  noon, 
May  glides  onward  into  June. 

Childhood  is  the  bo»  where  slumbei 
Birds  and  blossoms  many-number'd 
Age,  that  bow  witli  snows  encumbet 

Gather,  then,  each  dower  that  grow: 
When  the  young  heart  overflnwt 


Dictionary.  355 


Bear,  through  sorrow,  wrong,  and  ruth, 
In  thy  heart  the  dew  of  youth. 
On  thy  lips  the  smOe  of  truth. 

Oh !  that  dew,  like  balm,  shall  steal 
Into  wounds  that  cannot  heal. 
Even  as  sleep  our  eyes  doth  seal 

And  that  smile,  like  sunshii^s  dart 
Into  many  a  sunless  heart : 
For  a  smile  of  God  thou  art 

H,  W.  Longfellow. 


yj^    THE  PHILOSOPHER  TO  HIS  LOVE. 

DEAREST,  a  lock  is  but  a  ray 
Reflected  in  a  certain  way ; 
A  word,  whatever  tone  it  wear, 
Is  but  a  trembling  wave  of  air; 
A  youth,  obedience  to  a  clause 
In  nature's  pure  material  laws. 

The  very  flowers  that  bend  and  meet, 
In  sweetening  others  grow  more  sweet; 
The  clouds  by  day,  the  stars  by  night, 
increase  their  floating  locks  of  light; 
The  rainbow,  heaven's  own  forehead  braid. 
Is  but  the  embrace  of  sun  and  shade. 

How  few  that  love  us  have  we  found ! 
How  wide  the  world  that  girds  them  round ! 
Like  mountain  streams  we  meet  and  part, 
Each  living  in  the  other's  heart. 
Our  course  unknown,  our  hope  to  be 
Yet  mingled  in  the  distant  sea. 
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But  ocean  coila  and  heaves  in  vain, 
Bound  in  the  subtle  moonbeam's  chain ; 
And  love  and  hope  do  not  obey 
Some  cold,  capricious  planet's  ray, 
Which  lights  and  lends  the  tide  it  charms 
To  death's  darit  cave  and  icy  anns. 

Alas  I  one  narrow  line  is  drawn, 
That  links  onr  sunset  with  our  dawn ; 
In  mist  and  shade  lire's  morning  rose, 
And  clouds  are  round  it  at  its  close; 
But  ah  I  no  twilight  beam  ascends 
To  whisper  where  that  evening  ends. 

Oh  I  in  the  hour  when  I  shall  feel 
Those  shadows  round  my  senses  steal. 
When  gentle  eyes  are  weeping  o'er 
The  clay  that  feels  their  tears  no  more, 
Then  let  thy  spirit  with  me  be, 
Or  some  sweet  angel,  likest  me. 

Oliver  W.  Holmes. 


375-    TO  A  LADY  WITH  A  BOUQUET. 

FLOWERS  are  love's  truest  language;  they  betray. 
Like  the  divining  rods  of  Maji  old, 
Where  priceless  wealth  lies  buried,  not  of  gold. 
But  love— stroijg  love,  that  never  can  decay ! 
I  send  thee  flowers,  O  dearest!  and  I  deem 

That  from  their  petals  thou  wilt  hear  sweet  words, 
Whose  music  clearer  than  the  voice  of  birds. 
When  breathed  to  thee  alone,  perchance  may  seem 

All  eloquent  of  feelings  unexpress'd. 
Ob,  wreathe  them  in  those  tresses  of  dark  hair! 
Let  them  repose  upon  thy  forehead  fair, 

And  on  thy  bosom's  yielding  snow  be  press'd ! 
Thus  shall  thy  fondness  for  my  flowers  reveal 
'  The  love  that  maiden  coyness  would  conceal ! 

Btnjamm  Park. 


376.    TO   ONE   IN  PARADISE. 

THOU  wast  all  that  to  me,  love, 
For  which  my  soul  did  fins; 
A  green  isle  in  the  sea,  love, 
A  fountain  and  a.  shrine, 
Are  wreaih'd  with  fairy  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  all  the  flowers  were  mine. 


Ah,  dream  too  bright  to  last! 

Ah,  starry  hope!  that  didst  arise 

Dul  to  111  ..'.■.!■■  .1  : 

A  \i<i>  >.-  iioiLi  -iiui  the  future  cries, 
'  On !  on !  '—but  o'er  the  Past, 

(Dim  gulf!)  my  spirit  hovering  lies. 
Mute,  motionless,  aghast! 

For,  alas!  alas!  with  me 

The  light  of  life  is  oVt! 
No  more  — no  fnOrC— no  more— 
(Such  language  holds  the  solemn  sea 
To  the  sands  upon  the  shore). 

£dgar  A.  Poe. 


377.    A   LOVER'S  ADDRESS. 

DEEM  not,  beloved,  that  the  glow 
Of  love  with  youth  will  know  decay ; 
For  though  tlic  win;^'  of  time  may  throw 

A  shadow  y'lr  our  way ; 

The  sunshine  of  .1  cloudless  faith, 

The  calmnrB:.  of  a  holy  trust, 

Shall  linger  in  Our  hearts  till  death 

Consigns  our  '  dust  to  dust ! ' 
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The  fervid  passions  of  our  youth, 

The  fervour  of  affection's  kiss : 
Love,  born  of  purity  and  truth, 

All  memories  of  bliss — 
These  still  are  ours,  while  looking  back 

Upon  the  past  with  dewy  eyes ; 
O  dearest !  upon  life's  vanished  track 

How  much  of  sunshine  lies! 


Men  call  us  poor — it  may  be  true, 

Amid  the  gay  and  glittering  crowd ; 
We  feel  it,  though  our  wants  are  few, 

Yet  envy  not  the  proud 
The  freshness  of  love  is  early  flowers, 

Heart  sheltered  through  long  years  of  want, 
Pure  hopes  and  quiet  joys  are  ours, 

That  wealth  could  never  grant. 

Something  of  beauty  from  thy  brow, 

Something  of  lightness  from  thy  tread, 
Hath  passed — yet  thou  art  dearer  now 

Than  when  our  vows  were  said : 
A  softer  beauty  round  thee  gleams, 

Chasten'd  by  time,  yet  calmly  bright ; 
And  from  thine  eye  of  hazel  beams 

A  deeper,  tenderer  light ! 

An  emblem  of  the  love  which  lives 

Through  every  change  as  time  departs  ; 
Which  binds  our  souls  in  one,  and  gives 

New  gladness  to  our  hearts! 
Flinging  a  halo  over  life, 

Like  that  which  gilds  the  life  beyond! 
Ah,  well  I  know  thy  thoughts,  dear  wife! 

To  thoughts  like  these  respond. 

The  mother,  with  her  dewy  eye, 

Is  dearer  than  the  blushing  bride 

Who  stood,  three  happy  yeais  gone  by, 
In  beauty  by  my  side! 
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Oir  Father,  throned  in  lig^t  above, 

Hath  tjess'd  us  with  a  fairy  child : 
A  bright  link  in  the  chain  of  love — 

The  pure  and  undefiled. 

Ridi  in  the  hearts'  best  treasure,  still 

With  a  calm  trust  well  journey  on, 
Link'd  heart  with  heart,  dear  wifei  until 

Life's  pilgrimage  be  done  I 
Youth,  beauty,  passion,  these  will  pass, 

Like  everything  of  earth,  away — 
The  breath-stains  on  the  polish'd  glass 

Less  transient  are  than  they. 

Bui  love  dies  not— the  child  of  GOD, 

The  soother  of  life's  many  woes-  - 
.She  scatters  fragrance  round  the  sod 

Where  buried  hopes  repose  1 
She  leads  us  with  her  radiant  hand 

Earth's  pleasant  streams  and  pastures  by, 
Still  pointing  to  a  better  land 

Of  bliss  beyond  the  sky  I 

William  H.  BurUigh. 


378.    THE  FUGITIVE  FROM    LOVE. 

IS  there  but  a  single  theme 
For  the  youthful  poefs  dream  f 
Is  there  but  a  single  wire 
To  the  youthful  poet's  lyre? 
Earth  below  and  heaven  above, 
Can  he  sing  of  aught  but  love? 

Nay!  the  battle's  dust  I  seel 
God  of  war !  I  follow  thee  I 
And,  in  thy  martial  numbers  raise 
Worthy  pseans  to  thy  praise. 
Ah !  she  meets  me  on  the  field— 
If  1  fly  not,  I  must  yield. 
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Jolly  patron  of  die  grape^ 
To  th]'  aims  I  wiU  escape! 
Quick  the  rosy  nectar  brm{f ; 
'  To  Bacche '  eveiy  sip 
But  reminds  me  of  her  lip. 

Pallas  t  give  me  wisdom's  p^e, 
And  awaJie  my  lyric  rage ; 
Love  is  fleeting,  love  is  vain ; 
I  will  try  a  nobler  strain. 
Opeiplerityl  my  books 
But  reflect  her  haunting  looks. 

Jupiterl  on  thee  I  cry! 

Take  me  and  try  my  lyre  on  high ! 

Lo!  the  stars  beneath  me  gleam! 
Here,  O  poet!  is  a  theme. 
Madness  I  she  has  come  above! 
Every  chord  is  whispering  '  Love!' 

Epts  Sargenf. 


379.    A  VALENTINE. 

SHE  that  is  fair,  though  never  vain  or  proud, 
More  fond  of  home  than  fashion's  changing  crowd ; 
Whose  taste  refined  even  female  friends  admire, 
Dress'd  not  for  show,  but  rob'd  in  neat  attire ; 
She  who  has  leam'd,  with  mild  forgiving  breast, 
To  pardon  frailties,  hidden  or  confessed ; 
True  to  herself,  yet  willing  to  submit. 
More  swa/d  by  love  than  ruled  by  worldly  wit: 
Though  young,  discreet— though  ready,  ne'er  unkind. 
Blest  with  no  pedants,  but  a  woman's  mind : 
She  wins  our  hearts,  toward  her  our  thoughts  incline, 
So  at  her  door  go  leave  my  valentine. 

James  T.  Field. 


38o.    OUR  LOVE   IS   NOT  A  FADING 
EARTHLY  FLOWER. 

OUR  iovc  is  not  a  fading  earthly  flower, 
lis  wing'd  seed  dropp'd  down  from  Paradise, 
And,  nursed  by  day  and  night,  by  sun  and  shower. 

Doth  momcndy  to  fresher  beauty  rise : 
To  IM  the  leafless  autumn  is  not  bare. 

Nor  winter's  rustling  boughs  lack  lusty  green. 
Our  summer  hearts  make  summer^  fulness  where 

No  leaf,  or  bud,  or  blossom  may  be  seen : 
For  nature's  life  in  love's  deep  life  doth  liei 

Love,  whose  forgetfulncss  is  beauty's  death, 
Whose  mystic  Itcys  these  cells  of  thou  and  I 

Into  the  infinite  freedom  ofieneth. 
And  makes  the  body's  dark  and  narrow  grate. 
The  wide-flung  bearer  of  heaven's  palace  gate. 

Jama  Russell  Lovidl. 
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381.    THE   LOVER  STUDENT. 

/ITH  a  burning  brow  and  weary  limb, 
From  the  parting  glance  of  day, 
The  student  sits  in  his  study  dim. 

Till  the  East  with  dawn  is  gray ; 
But  what  are  those  musty  tones  to  him? 
His  spirit  is  far  away. 

H«  seeks,  in  fancy,  the  hall  of  light 

Where  his  lady  leads  the  dame. 
Where  the  festal  bowers  ate  gleaming  bright. 

Lit  np  by  her  sunny  glance ; 
And  he  thinks  of  her  the  livelong  night — 

She  tbinketh  of  hiro^perchance ! 
Yet  many  a  gallant  knight  is  by 

To  dwell  on  each  gushing  tone. 
To  drink  the  smile  of  that  lovclit  eye, 

Wliich  should  beam  upon  him  alone; 
To  vaa  with  the  vow,  tlie  glance,  and  sigh. 

The  heart  that  he  dums  his  own. 
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The  student  bends  o'er  the  snowy  page. 
And  he  grasps  his  well-worn  pen, 

That  he  may  write  him  a  lesson  sage, 
To  read  to  the  sons  of  men  ; 

But  softer  lessons  his  thoughts  engage, 
And  he  flings  it  down  again. 

The  student's  orisons  must  arise  ' 

At  the  vesper's  solenm  peal, 

So  he  gaieth  up  to  the  tranquil  skies, 
Wliich  no  angel  forms  reveal; 

But  an  earthly  seraph's  laughing  eyes 
'Mid  his  whispered  prayers  will  steal 

In  vain  bis  spirit  would  now  recur 

To  his  little  study  dim, 
In  vain  the  notes  of  the  vesper  stir 

In  the  cloister  cold  and  grim; 
Through  the  livelong  night  he  thinks  of  her  — 

Ooth  his  lady  think  of  him? 

Then  up  he  looks  to  the  dear,  cold  moon. 
But  no  calm  to  him  she  brings ; 

His  troubled  spirit  is  out  of  tune, 

And  loosen'd  its  countless  strings  ; 

Yet,  in  the  quiet  of  nights,  still  moon, 
To  his  ladye-love  he  sings:— 

'  Thou  in  thy  bower, 

And  I  in  my  cell. 
Through  each  festal  hour 

Divided  must  dwell ; 
Yet  we're  united. 

Though  forms  are  apart. 
Since  love's  vows  plighted 

Have  bound  us  in  heart. 

'  Proud  sons  of  iasbion 
Now  mtinnur  to  thee 
Accents  of  passion, 
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By  Hymen's  torch,  by  Cupid's  dart. 
By  all  that  thrills  the  beating  heart. 
Tile  bright,  black  eye,  llic  tncliing  blue, 
I  cannot  choose  between  the  two. 

1  had  a  vision  in  my  dreams: 
I  saw  a  row  of  twenty  beams ; 
From  every  beam  a  rope  was  hung. 
In  every  rope  a  lover  swung. 
I  ask'd  the  hue  of  every  eye 
That  bade  each  luckless  lover  die. 
Ten  livid  lips  said,  heavenly  blue, 
And  ten  accused  the  darker  hue. 

1  ask'd  3  matron  which  she  deem'd 

With  fairest  light  of  beauty  bcam'd, 

She  answer'd,  some  thought  both  were  fair  - 

Give  her  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 

1  might  have  liked  her  judgment  well, 

But  3s  she  spoke  she  rung  the  bell, 

And  all  her  girls,  nor  small,  nor  few. 

Came  marching  in— their  eyes  were  blue. 

I  ask'd  a  maiden  ;  back  she  flurtg 
The  locks  thai  round  her  forehead  hung. 
And  lum'd  her  eye,  a  glorious  one. 
Bright  as  a  diamond  in  the  sun. 
On  me,  until,  beneath  its  rays, 
I  felt  as  if  my  hair  would  bla^c ; 
She  liked  all  eyes  but  eyes  of  green ; 
Shi'  look'd  at  me— whiii  couJd  she  mcaaP 

Ah  I  many  hd;^  Love  lurks  between, 
Nor  heeds  the  colouring  of  his  screen ; 
And  when  his  random  aiTOws  fly, 
The  victim  falls,  but  knows  not  why. 
Caie  not  upon  his  shield  of  jet. 
The  shaft  upon  the  string  is  set; 
Look  not  beneath  his  aiure  veil. 
Thouijh  every  limb  were  cased  in  maii 
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Well  both  might  make  a  martyr  break 
The  chain  that  bound  hun  to  the  stake, 
And  both,  with  but  a  single  ray, 
Can  melt  our  very  hearts  away ; 
And  both,  when  balanced,  hardly  seem 
To  stir  the  scales  or  rock  the  beam ; 
But  that  is  the  dearest,  all  the  while, 
That  wears  for  us  the  sweetest  smile. 

Oliver  IV,  Holmes, 


384.    A  RIME 

WHICH   IS  YET  REASON,  AND  TEACHBTH  IN  A  LIGHT  MANNBK 
A  GRAVE  MATTES  IN  THE  LBRB  OP  LOVE. 

AS  Love  sat  idling  beneath  a  tree, 
A  knight  rode  by  on  his  charger  free : 
Stalwart  and  fair  and  tall  was  he. 
With  his  plume  and  his  mantle,  a  sight  to  sec. 
And  proud  of  his  scars,  right  loftily, 
He  cried — Young  boy,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
But  Love  he  pouted  and  shook  his  head. 
And  along  fared  the  warrior,  ill-bested: 
Love  is  not  won  by  chivalry. 

Then  came  a  minstrel  bright  of  blec. 

Blue  were  his  eyes  as  the  heavens  be, 

And  sweet  as  a  song  bird's  throat  sang  he, 

Of  smiles  and  tears  and  ladies  e'e. 

Soft  love  and  glorious  chivalry 

Then  cried — Sweet  boy,  will  you  go  with  me.^ 
Love  wept  and  smiled,  but  shook  his  head, 
And  along  fared  the  minstrel,  ill-bested: 

Love  is  not  won  by  minstrelsy. 

Then  came  a  bookman,  wise  as  three, 
Darker  a  scholar  you  shall  not  see 
In  Jeund,  Rome,  or  Araby. 
But  list,  fair  dames,  what  I  read  to  ye, 
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In  love's  sweet  lere  untaught  was  be, 
For  when  he  cried— Come,  Love,  with  me. 

Tired  of  the  parle  he  was  nodding  bis  bead. 

And  along  fared  the  scholar,  ill-bested: 
Love  is  not  won  by  pedantry. 

Then  came  a  courtier  wearing  the  key 

Of  councils  and  chambers  high  privity ; 

He  could  dispute,  yet  seem  to  agree,  1 

And  soft  as  dew  was  his  flallerie.  I 

And  nith  honied  voice  and  low  congee,  | 

Fair  yootk,  he  said,  will  you  honour  me? 

iS  wise  Love  shook  his  bead,  | 


And  along  fared  thtf  courtier,  ill-bested: 
Love  is  not  won  by  courtesy, 

rhtn  came  a  miser  blinking  his  e'c 

To  view  the  bright  boy  beneath  the  tree; 

His  purse,  nhich  hung  to  his  cringing  kni-c, 

The  ransom  held  of  a  king's  countrie; 

And  a  handful  of  jewels  and  gold  showed  he, 

And  cried— Sweet  child,  will  you  go  with  mef 

Then  loud  laugh'd  Love,  as  he  shook  his  head, 
And  along  fared  the  monger,  ill-bestcd: 

Love  is  not  won  by  roerchandry. 

,  O  then  to  young  Love,  bcneaih  the  tree. 

Came  one  as  young  and  as  fair  as  he, 

And  as  like  to  him  as  like  can  be. 

And  clapping  his  liltle  wings  for  glee. 

With  nods  and  smiles  and  kisses  free, 

He  whispered — Come,  O  come  with  me! 

Love  pouied  and  flouted  and  shook  his  head. 
But  along  with  that  winsome  youth  he  sped : 

And  love  wins  love,  loud  shouted  he! 

William  IV.  1^,J. 
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m  and  fiowcn  are  bi 
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.\U  ceil  of  her  I  love. 


[  Eieir  her  migfS  «i 

Wbcn  Zt-phyrs  brcoy  wings 
S'^nxy  j"er  the  ^Id  haTp''s  ! " 

,U— jU  '.he  . 

.Vjnanua'a  b«3ucy  bear. 
And  shuw  ia  <vi^  (eaaiK 

H'S  ^ry  imiigcd  there. 
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Will  slumber  in  th«  sea. 

But  I  must  vainly  lan^ish 

For  joys     rL-.r  can  know. 
And  wt!:-i.:^:.  ij  :  anguish 

h  air  goddess !   I  shaU  ever 
Behold  thy  beauty  shine. 

Like  stars  above—but  never 
Can  hope  to  call  thee  mine ! 


Wi 
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386.    THE  MODISH  LOVER. 

/ITH  downcast  eyes  and  folded  anns, 
Young  Myrtle  sauntered  out  one  day, 
Reflecting  on  Florinda's  channs: 

The  fair,  the  blooming,  and  the  gay; 
Deeply  he  sighed,  his  bosom  all  aflame, 
And  in  the  dust  he  flourished  out  her  name. 

Next  mom  abroad  he  waOc'd  i^ain, 
Much  alter'd  since  the  day  before ; 

A  good  night's  rest  had  cured  his  pain. 
Nor  was  Florinda  thought  of  more ; 

But  giddy'a  chance  the  fickle  youth  had  brought 

Close  by  that  spot  where  he  her  name  had  wrote. 

The  place  recals  to  mind  his  flame. 
When  all  in  love  he  wander'd  there, 

Twas  here,  he  cries,  I  left  the  name 
Of  yesterday's  commanding  fair. 

Pensive  awhile  he  stood,  then  look'd  to  find 

What  beauteous  image  had  possess'd  bis  mind. 

But  vain,  alas !  his  searches  prove, 
The  rain  had  fallen,  the  wind  had  blown. 

And  sympathising  with  his  love. 
Away  was  every  letter  flown ; 

Nor  could  his  f^thlcss  memory  declare 

Whose  name  he  yesterday  had  flourish'd  there. 

Henry  Baia. 

.!  ~^ 

387.    ON  THE  GOVERNMENT  OF  OUR 
PASSIONS. 

SAY,  Lm-e,  for  what  good  end  des^'d 
Wert  thou  to  mortals  given? 
Was  it  to  fix  on  earth  the  mindP 
Or  raise  the  heart  to  heaven? 
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Deluded  oft,  we  still  pursue 

The  fleeting  bliss  we  sought. 

As  children  chase  the  bird  in  view, 
That's  never  to  be  caught 

O !  who  shall  teach  me  to  sustain 
A  more  than  manly  part? 

To  go  through  life,  nor  suffer  pain: 
No  joy  to  touch  my  heart 

Thou  blest  indifference  be  my  guide, 
I  court  thy  gentle  reign, 

When  passion  turns  or  steps  aside, 
Still  call  me  back  again. 

Teach  me  to  see  through  beauty's  art. 
How  oft  its  trappings  hide 

A  base,  a  vile,  a  treacherous  heart. 
With  thousand  ills  beside. 

Nor  let  my  generous  soul  give  way, 
Too  much  to  serve  my  friends ; 

Let  reason  still  control  their  sway. 
And  show  where  duty  ends. 

If  to  my  lot  a  wife  should  fall, 
May  friendship  be  our  love ; 

The  passion  that  is  transport  all, 
Docs  seldom  lasting  prove. 

If  lasting,  'tis  too  great  for  peace. 
The  pleasure's  so  profuse ; 

The  heart  can  never  be  at  ease 
Which  has  too  much  to  lose. 

Calm  let  me  estimate  tliis  life, 
Which  I  must  leave  behind ; 

Nor  let  fond  passions  raise  a  stri'e. 
To  discompose  my  mind. 


sn 

When  nature  calls,  may  I  steal  by 

As  rising  from  a  feast ; 
I've  had  my  fill  of  life,  and  why 

Should  I  distrust  the  rest? 

yakn  Frtt, 


388.    THE  LOVERS  TO  THEIR  FAVORITE  TREE. 


ti  (he  hcHfAUl  endowed  bj  wa  uvvitor  Vt  Sir  CZurlq  Turner^  Bart.,  m\  KiHl- 
kathun,  vnonKiLt  other  utunl  imd  vtilicUL  curiositivt  ji  a  very  ■idguLir 
tm.     It  had  been  cul  down,  «Ad  divided  into  lenfttht,  for  the  purpne  Vi 

wedj^,  the  heart  cpf  the  tree  Eiimed  out  lound  and  entire,  the  outward 
put  which  encliMcd  it  bcinE  about  the  thicknea  of  raur  inehea.  Roond  the 
ifiner  hole,  or  heart,  which  la  about  a  Tool  in  diameter,  are  Kven]  letter*, 
carved  in  a  rude  and  Keralnglr  irreEuIar  manaer ;  but  upon  a  doKr  obieT- 
vaEion  are  found  (o  wind  round  the  wood  in  a  qdral  form,  and  the  roUowing 


re  likewiae  other  letterfc  which  leem  to  be  the  initial!  rf  the  lorera' 
vho  appear  to  have  frequented  the  whtarir  ipo(  where  the  tree  hai 
0  vent  the  efluiioai  of  their  mutual  patoion,  and  to  aijoylbe  pleanur 
other^i  converiation,  lequeatered  and  unohiervcd. 


LONG  the  wintry  tempest  braving, 
Still  this  short  inscription  keep ; 
Still  preserve  this  rade  engraving. 

On  thy  bark  imprinted  deep : 
'This  tree  long  time  did  witness  bear. 
Two  true  lovers  did  walk  here.' 


By  the  softest  ties  united, 

Love  has  bound  our  souls  in  one 
And  by  mutual  promise  plighted, 

Waits  the  nuptial  rile  alone — 
Now  a  faithful  witness  bear. 
Of  our  plighted  promise  her6 


7&  Loveri 

Though  our  lives  would  gladly  sever 

Those  firm  ties  they  disallow, 
Yet  they  cannot  part  us  ever^ 

We  wiU  keep  our  laithfnl  vow, 
And  in  spite  of  threats  severe. 
Still  will  meet  each  other  ber& 

While  the  duslcy  shade  concealing, 

Veils  the  faultless  fraud  of  love, 
We  from  sleepless  pillows  stealing. 

Nightly  sedc  the  silent  grove; 
And  escaped  from  eye  severe 
Dare  to  meet  each  other  here. 

Wealth  and  titles  disregarding, 

(Idols  of  their  sordid  mind,) 
Calm  content  trae  love  rewarding, 

In  the  bliss  we  vfish  to  find — 
Then  tree,  long  time  witness  bear, 
Two  such  lovers  did  walk  here. 

To  our  faithful  love  consenting, 

(Love  unchanged  by  time  or  tide,) 
Should  our  haughty  sires  relenting. 

Give  the  sanction  yet  denied — 
"Midst  the  scenes  to  memory  dear, 
Still  we  ofl  will  wander  here- 
Then  our  every  wish  completed, 

Crown'd  by  kinder  fates  at  last. 
All  beneath  thy  shadow  seated, 

We  will  talk  of  seasons  past— 
When  by  night,  in  silent  fear, 
We  did  meet  each  other  here. 

On  thy  yielding  bark  engraving. 

Now  in  short  our  tender  tale, 
Long  time's  roughest  tempest  braving. 

Spread  thybianches  to  the  gale; 
And  for  ages  witness  bear. 
Two  true  lovers  did  walk  here.       Thomas  Brovntt, 


A  WOMAN'S  face  is  full  of  wiles. 
Her  tears  aie  like  the  crocodil : 
With  outward  cheer  on  thee  she  smiles. 
When  in  her  heart  she  thinks  thee  ilL 

Her  tongue  still  chats  of  this  and  thai, 
Than  aspine  leaf  it  wags  more  fast ; 

And  a£  she  talks  she  knows  not  what. 
There  issues  many  3  truthless  blasL 

Thou  far  dost  lake  thy  mask  amiss. 
If  thou  think  faith  in  them  to  dnd. 

The  weathercock  more  constant  is, 
Which  turns  about  with  every  wind. 

I  know  some  pepper-nosed  dame 
Will  term  me  fool,  and  saucy  jack. 

That  dare  their  credit  to  defame. 
And  lay  such  slanders  on  their  back. 

What  though  on  me  they  pour  their  spite, 

I  may  not  use  the  glover's  trade ; 
1  cannot  say  Ihc  crow  is  white. 

But  needs  must  call  a  spade  a  spade. 

Humpkrry  Ctfford, 


\ 


390.     SONNET. 


Nor  nourish  special  locks  of  rowed  hair, 
Nor  (pve  each  speech  a  full  point  of  a  groan ; 
The  courtly  nymphs,  acquainted  with  the  moan 
Of  them  who  in  their  lips  love's  standards  bear, 
Where  be?  {say  they  of  mej  now  dare  swear. 


374  The  Lavir^ 


He  cannot  love !  No,  no ;  let  him  alone. 
And  think  so  still!  So,  Stella,  know  my  mind : 

Profess,  indeed^  I  do  not  Cupid's  art! 
But  yon  fair  maids  at  length  this  true  shall  find, 

That  his  light  badge  is  but  worn  in  die  heart; 
Dumb  swans,  not  chirping  pies,  do  lovers  prove: 
They  love,  indeed,  who  quake  to  say  they  love. 

Sir  Phaip  Sidney. 


391.    A  SWEET  CONTENTION  BETWEEN   LOVE, 
HIS  MISTRESS,  AND  BEAUTY. 

LOVE  and  my  mistress  were  at  strife, 
Who  had  the  greatest  power  on  me; 
Betwixt  them  both,  oh,  what  a  life ! 
Nay,  what  a  death  is  this  to  be  I 

She  said  she  did  it  with  her  eye ; 

He  said  he  did  it  with  his  dart ; 
Betwixt  them  both  (a  silly  wretch! ) 

Tis  I  that  have  the  wounded  heart 

She  said  she  only  spake  the  word 
That  did  enchant  my  peering  sense ; 

He  said  he  only  gave  the  wound 
That  entered  heart  without  defence. 

She  said  her  beauty  was  the  mark 

That  did  amaze  the  highest  mind ; 
He  said  he  only  made  the  mist 

Whereby  the  senses  grew  so  blind. 

She  said  that  only  for  her  sake 
The  best  would  venture  life  and  limb ; 

He  said  she  was  too  much  deceived; 
They  honoured  her  because  of  him. 
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Longwhile,  alas !  she  would  not  yidd, 
But  it  was  she  that  rul'd  the  roast : 

Until  by  proor  she  did  confess, 
if  he  were  gone  her  joy  was  lost 

And  then  she  cried,  '  Oh,  dainty  love. 

I  DOW  do  find  it  is  for  Ibee 
That  I  am  tov'd  and  honour'd  both, 

And  thou  hast  power  to  conquer  me.' 

But  when  I  heard  her  yield  to  love. 
Oh,  how  my  heart  did  leap  for  joy  I 

Thai  now  I  had  some  little  hope 
To  have  an  end  of  mine  annoy! 

But  as  loo  soon,  before  the  field, 
The  trumpets  sound  the  overthrow, 

So  all  too  soon  1  joy'd  too  much, 
For  1  awaked,  and  nothing  so. 

NUholas  Breton. 


39J.    SONNET. 
T  F  this  bf  love  to  draw  a  weary  breath, 

Willi  downward  looks  still  reading  to  the  eanli 

The  sad  memorials  of  my  love's  despair ; 
If  this  be  love  to  war  againsc  my  soul. 

Lie  down  to  wail,  rise  up  to  sigh  and  grieve, 
The  never  resting  slone  of  care  to  roll, 

Fail  to  complain  my  griefs,  whilst  none  relieve; 
If  this  be  love  to  clothe  me  witli  dark  thoughts, 

Haunting  untrodden  paths  to  wail  apart ; 
My  pleasure,  horror,  music,  tragic  notes, 

Tears  in  mine  eyes,  and  sorrow  at  my  heart, 
If  this  be  love  to  live  a  living  death ; 
Then  do  1  love,  and  draw  this  weary  breath. 

S&Mntl  Dtmifl. 
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393.    SONNET. 

I  ONCE  iDajr  see  when  years  shall  wreck  my  kidii^ 
When  golden  hairs  shall  chat^  u>  silver  wire  j 

And  those  bright  eyes  that  Idndle  all  this  fite 
Shall  fail  in  force,  their  woiking  not  bo  strcmg. 
Then  beauty  (now  the  burden  of  my  song,) 

Whose  glorious  blaze  the  world  doth  so  admir^ 

Must  yield  up  all  to  tyrant  time's  desire. 
Then  fade  those  flowers  that  declc'd  her  pride  so  lonfr 
When  if  she  grieve  to  gaie  her  in  the  glass, 

Which  then  presents  her  winter  withei'd  hue. 
Go  you,  my  verse,  go  tell  her  what  she  was ; 

For  what  she  was  she  best  shall  lind  in  you. 
Your  fiery  heat  lets  not  her  glory  pass. 

But  (Phcenix-like)  shall  make  her  live  anew.    , 

Samuel  DanUl. 


364.    THE   LOVER, 


THE  mist  is  gone  that  bleared  mine  eyes, 
The  low'ring  clouds  1  see  appear; 
Though  that  the  blind  cat  many  flies, 
I  would  you  knew  my  sight  is  dear. 
Your  sweet,  deceiving,  flattering  face. 

But  make  me  think  that  you  were  white; 
1  muse  how  you  had  such  a  grace 
To  seem  a  hawk,  and  be  a  kite. 

Where  precious  ware  is  to  be  sold, 
Tliey  shall  it  have  that  givcih  most, 

AU  things  we  see  are  not  worth  gold ; 
Few  things  are  had  where  is  no  cost ; 


DkHonary. 


And  %o  it  faitdi  now  by  me : 
Because  I  press  to  give  no  gifts, 

She  lakes  my  suil  unthankfully, 

And  drives  mc  off  with  many  drifts. 

Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  suit. 

For  my  good  will  lo  have  a  scorn? 
Is  this  of  all  my  pains  Ihc  fruit, 

To  have  the  chaiT  instead  of  com? 
Lm  (hem  that  list  possess  such  dross, 

For  I  deserve  a  better  gain ; 
Yet  bad  I  rather  leave  with  loss, 

Thau  serve  and  sue,  and  all  in  vain.' 


SHALL  1,  WASTING  IN    DESPAIR. 

SHALL  I,  wasting  in  despair, 
Die  because  a  woman's  fair? 
Or  my  cheeks  make  pale  with  care, 
'Cause  another's  rosy  are? 
Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 
Or  the  flowery  meads  in  May, 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  fair  she  be?  ' 


Or  a  wetl-disposed  nature 

Joined  with  a  lovely  feature? 

Be  she  meeker,  kinder  than 

Turtle  dove's  pelican. 

If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  kind  she  be  ? 

Shall  a  woman's  virtues  move 
Me  to  pwrish  for  her  love? 
Or  her  merit's  value  known, 
Make  me  quite  forget  mine  own? 
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Be  she  with  that  goodness  blest 
Which  may  gain  her  name  of  best ; 

If  she  seem  not  such  to  me,  ^ 

What  care  I  how  good  she  be? 

'Cause  her  fortune  seems  too  high, 

Shall  I  play  the  fool  and  die? 

Those  that  bear  a  noble  mind, 

Where  they  want  of  riches  find, 

Think  what  with  them  they  would  do 

Who  without  them  dare  to  woo; 
And  unless  that  mind  I  see, 
What  care  I  though  great  ^e  be? 

Great  or  good,  o^  kind  or  fair, 

I  ^ill  ne'er  the  more  despau* ; 

If  she  love  me,  this  believe : 

I  will  die  e*er  she  shall  grieve  ; 

If  she  slight  me  when  I  woo, 

I  can  scorn,  and  let  her  go ! 
For  if  she  be  not  for  me. 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be? 

George  Wither. 


396.   HAIL  !  THOU  FAIREST  OF  ALL  CREATURES. 

« 

HAIL!  thou  fairest  of  all  creatures. 
Upon  whom  the  sim  doth  shine; 
Model  of  all  rarest  features, 

And  perfections  most  divine. 
Thrice,  all  hail !  and  blessed  be 
Those  that  love  and  honour  thee. 

Though  a  stranger  to  the  muses, 

Young,  obscur'd,  and  despised, 
Yet,  such  art  thy  love  infuses, 

That  I  thus  have  pictured 
Read,  and  be  content  to  see 
Thy  admired  power  in  me. 
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On  this  glass  of  thy  perfection 

If  that  any  women  pry, 
Let  them  thereby  take  direction 

To  adorn  thexnsdves  thereby ; 
And  if  aught  amiss  they  view, 
Let  them  dress  themselves  anew. 

This,  thy  picture,  therefore  show  I, 

Naked  unto  every  eye ; 
Yet  no  fear  of  rival  know  I, 

Neither  touch  of  jealousy ; 
For  the  more  make  love  to  thee, 
I  the  more  shall  pleased  be. 

I  am  no  Italian  lover, 

That  will  view  thee  in  a  jail; 
But  thy  beauty  I  discover, 

English-like,  without  a  veiL 
If  thou  may'st  be  won  away, 
Win  and  wear  thee  he  that  may. 

Yet  in  this  thou  may'st  believe  me, 

(So  indifferent  though  I  seem,) 
Death  with  tortures  would  not  grieve  me 

More  than  loss  ot  thy  esteem ; 
For  if  Virtue  me  forsake. 
All  a  scorn  of  me  will  make. 

Then  as  I ,  on  thee  relying. 

Do  no  changing  fear  in  thee, 
So,  by  my  defects  supplying, 

From  all  changing  keep  thou  me : 
That,  unmatched  we  may  pro/c, 
Thou  for  beauty ;  I  for  love. 

George  Wither. 
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397-    SONG. 

SHALL  I  tell  you  whom  I  love? 
Hearken  then  awhile  to  me : 
And  if  such  a  woman  move 

As  I  now  shall  venifie, 
Be  assured,  'tis  she  or  none, 
That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

Nature  did  her  so  much  right, 
As  she  Bconu  the  help  of  >it ; 

In  as  many  virtues  dight 
As  e'er  yet  embrac'd  a  heart; 

So  much  good,  so  truly  tried. 

Some  for  less  were  deified. 

Art  she  hath,  without  desire 

To  make  known  how  much  she  hatli ; 
And  her  anger  flames  no  higher 

Than  may  fitly  sweeten  wrath ; 
Pull  of  pity  as  may  be, 
Though  perhaps  not  so  to  me. 

Reason  masters  every  sense, 
And  her  virtues  grace  her  birth ; 

Lovely  as  all  excellence. 

Modest  in  her  most  of  mirth ; 

Likelihood  enough  to  prove 

Only  worth  could  kindle  love. 

Such  she  is ;  and  if  you  know 
Such  a  one  as  1  have  sung, 

Be  she  brown,  or  fair,  or^so, 

Ibat  she  be  but  somewhile  young ; 
Be  assur'd  'tis  she,  or  none, 
That  1  love,  and  k>ve  alone. 

William  Brov. 


Dictionary.  381 


398.     LOVE  NOT  ME  FOR  COMELY  GRACE. 

LOVE  not  me  for  comely  grace, 
For  my  pleasing  eye  or  face, 
Nor  for  any  outward  part, 
No,  nor  for  my  constant  heart : 
For  those  may  fail,  or  turn  to  ill, 

So  thou  and  I  shall  sever; 
Keep  therefore  a  true  woman's  eye. 
And  love  me  still,  but  know  not  why. 
So  hast  thou  the  same  reason  still 

To  doat  upon  me  even 


399.    THE   INQUIRY. 

AMONGST  the  myrtles  as  I  walk'd, 
Love  and  my  sighs  thus  interbalk'd : 

*  Tell  me,'  said  I  in  deep  distress, 

*  Where  may  I  find  my  shepherdess  ?' 

*  Thou  fool '  said  Love,  *  know'st  thou  this. 
In  everything  that's  good  she  is? 

In  yonder  tulip  go  and  seek, 

There  thou  ma/st  find  her  lip,  her  cheek. 

In  yon  enamell'd  pansy  by. 

There  thou  shalt  have  her  curious  eye ; 

In  bloom  of  peach,  in  rosy  bud, 

There  wave  the  streamers  of  her  blood ! ' 


'  Tis  true,'  said  I ;  and  thereupon 
I  went  to  pluck  them  one  by  one, 
To  make  of  parts  a  union ; 
But  on  a  sudden,  all  was  gone. 
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With  that  I  stopt    Said  Love, '  There  be, 
Fond  man,  seven  plumes  of  thee ; 
And  as  these  flowers,  thy  joys  shall  die 
Ev'n  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye :'  ^ 

<  And  all  thy  hopes  of  her  shall  wither 
Like  those  short  sweets  thus  knot  together.' 

Carenf, 


400.    SONG. 

WHILST  I  listen  to  thy  voice, 
Chloris,  1  fed  my  life  decay : 
That  powerful  voice 

Calls  my  flitting  soul  away. 
Oh !  suppress  that  magic  sound, 
Which  destroys  without  a  wound. 

Peace,  Chloris,  peace!  or  singing  die^ 
That  together  you  and  I 

To  heaven  may  go ; 

For  all  we  know 
Of  what  the  blessM  do  above. 
Is  that  they  sing  and  that  they  love. 

Waller. 


401.    SONG. 

HONEST  lover,  whosoever. 
If  in  all  thy  love  there  ere 
Was  one  wav'ring  thought,  if  thy  flame 
Were  not  still  even,  still  the  same ; 
Know  this. 
Thou  lov'st  amiss : 
And  to  love  true. 
Thou  must  begin  again,  and  love  renew. 
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If  when  she  appears  i'  th'  room, 
Thou  dost  not  qufike,  and  art  struck  dumb, 
And  in  striving  this  to  cover 
Dost  not  speak  thy  words  twice  over, 
Know  this. 
Thou  lov'st  amiss : 
And  to  love  me, 
Thou  must  begin  again,  and  love  anew. 

If  fondly  thou  dost  not  mistake, 
And  all  defects  for  graces  take, 

Persuad'st  thyself  that  jests  are  broken, 
When  she  hath  httle  or  nothing  spoken ; 
Know  this. 
Thou  lovs't  amiss : 
And  to  love  true, 
Thou  must  begin  again,  and  love  anew. 

If  when  thou  appcar'st  to  be  within 
Thou  lett'st  not  men  ask,  and  ask  again. 
And  when  thou  answer'st,  if  it  be, 
To  what  was  ask'd  thee  properly; 
Know  this, 
Thou  lov'st  amiss ; 
And  to  love  true, 
Thou  must  begin  again,  and  love  anew. 


If  when  thy  stomach  calls  to  eat. 
Thou  cutt'st  not  fingers  instead  of  meat ; 
And  with  much  gazing  on  her  face. 
Dost  not  rise  hungry  from  the  place ; 
Know  this, 
j  Thou  lov*st  amiss: 

'  And  to  love  true, 

I  Thou  must  begin  again,  and  love  anew. 

I 

If  by  this  thou  dost  discover 
I  That  thou  art  no  perfect  lover; 

And,  desiring  to  love  true, 
Thou  dost  begin  to  love  anew ; 
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Know  ihis. 

Thou  !ov>st  amiss  : 
And  to  love  true, 
Thou  roust  begin  again,  and  love  ajiew. 

Sir  yo/iH  Sxft/iHg: 


DO   NOT  CONCEAL  THY  RADIANT  EYES. 

DO  not  conceal  thy  radiant  eyes, 
The  starlight  of  serenest  skies ; 
Lest,  wanting  of  their  heavenly  light. 
They  turn  to  chaos'  endless  night. 

Do  not  conceal  those  Ijesses  fair, 
The  silken  snores  of  thy  curled  hair ; 
Lest,  finding  neither  gold  nor  ore. 
The  curious  silkworm  work  no  morel 

Do  not  conceal  those  breasts  of  thine. 
More  snow-while  than  the  Apennine ; 
Lest,  if  there  be  like  cold  or  frost, 
The  lily  be  for  ever  lost! 

Do  not  conceal  that  fragrant  setnt. 
Thy  breath,  which  to  all  flowers  hath  lent 
Perftimes  ;  test  it  being  supprest, 
No  spices  grow  in  all  the  cast! 

Do  not  conceal  thy  heavenly  voice, 
Which  makes  the  hearts  of  gods  rejoice  :  _ 

Lest,  music  having  no  such  thing,  . 

The  nightingale  forget  to  sing! 

Do  not  conceal,  nor  yet  eclipse, 
Thy  pearly  teeth  with  coral  lips ; 
Lest,  that  the  seas  cease  to  bring  forth 
Gems  which  trom  thee  have  all  their  worth. 
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Do  not  conceal  no  beauty,  grace, 
That's  either  in  thy  mind  or  &cej 
Lest  virtue,  overcome  by  vice, 
Make  men  believe  do  paradise. 


Sir  Francis  Kinaston. 


403.    TO  A  COY  LADY. 

I  PRITHEE  leave  this  peevish  fashion. 
Don't  desire  to  be  high  priz'd, 
Love's  a  princely  noble  passion. 

And  with  scorn  to  be  despised 
Though  we  .know 

We\ui!r!: 

For  our  fancy  makes  you  so. 

Don't  be  proud  'cause  we  adore  you, 

We  do 't  only  for  our  pleasure ; 
And  those  parts  in  which  you  glory 

We  by  i.wxv  \v,;jli  .ird  measure. 
When  for  dcilies  you  go. 
For  angels  or  for  queens,  pray  know 
Tis  our  fancy  makes  you  so. 

Don't  suppose  your  majesty 

By  l)Tinny*s  best  signified. 
And  your  angelic  natures  be 

Distinguished  only  by  your  prid& 
Tyrants  make  subjects  lebels  grow, 
And  pride  makes  an);cls  devils  below, 
And  your  pride  may  make  you  so. 

Alexander  Brome. 
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404.    EARLY  LOVE. 


AH,  I  remember  well  (and  how  can  I 
But  evermore  remember  well)  when  first 
Our  flame  began,  when  scarce  we  knew  what  was 
The  flame  we  felt,  when  as  we  sat  and  sigh'd, 
And  look'd  upon  each  other  and  conceiv'd 
Not  what  we  ail'd,  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 
And  yet  were  well,  and  yet  we  were  not  well, 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell. 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look :  and  thus 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleness 
We  spent  our  childhood.    But  when  years  began 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  knowledge ;  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  sterner  looks,  with  graver  brow, 
Check  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness ! 
Yet  still  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  show 
What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know 

Samuel  DanieL. 


405.    THE   TRIUMPH   OF   HIS   LOVE. 

SEE  the  chariot  at  hand  here  of  love, 
Wherein  my  lady  rideth ! 
Each  that  draws  is  a  swan  or  a  dove, 

And  well  the  car  love  guidcth. 
As  she  goes  all  hearts  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty, 
And  enamour'd  do  wish,  so  they  might 

But  enjoy  such  a  sight. 
That  they  still  were  to  run  by  her  side, 
Through  swords,  through  seas,  whither  she  would  ride. 

Do  but  look  on  her  eyes,  they  do  light 

All  that  love's  world  comprisclh ! 
Do  but  look  on  her,  she  is  bright 

As  love's  star  when  it  riseth ! 
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But  do  maik  hei  forehead's  smoother 

Than  words  tli^it  soothe  hcT 
And  from  her  ardi'd  brows  such  a  grace 

Sheds  iisolf  through  the  face, 
As  alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life 
AU  the  gaiD,  all  the  good  of  the  element's  strife. 

Have  you  seen  birt  a  bright  lily  grow 

Before  lude  hands  have  louch'd  it? 
Have  you  mark'd  but  the  fall  of  the  snow 

Before  tltf  soil  hath  imutcVd  ttf 
Have  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  beaver, 

Or  sw.ln'5  down  cvtrf 
Or  have  smcll'd  of  the  bud  of  the  brieri 

Or  the  nard  in  the  fire? 
Or  have  tasted  the  bag  of  the  bee? 
O  so  white!  0  so  softi  O  so  sweet  is  she! 


406.    SONa 

O  PRITHEE  send  mc  back  my  heart, 
Since  I  cannot  have  thine. 
For  if  from  yours  you  will  not  jwrt, 
Why  then  should'st  thou  have  mine? 

Yet  now  [  think  ont,  let  it  lie, 

To  find  it  were  in  vain ; 
For  thou'st  a  thief  in  either  eye 

Would  ste.-il  it  back  again. 

Why  should  two  hearts  in  one  breast  lie, 

And  yet  not  lodge  together? 
O  love,  where  is  thy  sympathy, 

If  thus  our  breasts  thou  sever? 
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But  love  is  such  a  mystery, 

I  cannot  find  it  out; 
For  when  I  think  I'm  best  resolved, 

I  then  am  most  in  doubL 

Then  breweU  care,  and  farewdl  vo^ 

I  will  no  longer  pine ; 
For  I^  believe  I  l^re  W  ^]f"* 

As  much  as  she  has  mine. 

Sir  yakm  SudtOi^. 


407.    SONG. 

HAST  thou  seen  the  dove  in  the  air 
When  wanton  blasts  have  tost  it? 
Or  the  ship  on  the  sea 

When  ruder  winds  have  crost  it? 
Hast  thou  marlc'd  the  crocodile's  weeping 

Or  the  fox's  sleeping? 
Or  hast  thou  viewed  the  peacock  in  his  pride, 

Oi  the  dove  by  his  bride? 
Oh!  so  fickle;  oh  I  so  vain;  ohl  so  false  is  she! 
Sir  John  Suckling. 


408.    THE  CARELESS  LOVER. 

NEVER  believe  me  if  I  love, 
Or  know  what  'tis,  or  mean  to  prove; 
And  yet  in  truth,  I  lie,  1  do. 
And  she's  extremely  handsome  toa        * 
She's  fair,  she's  wondrous  fair. 
But  I  care  not  who  knows  it. 
E'er  111  die  for  love 
I  fairly  will  foi^o  it 
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This  heat  of  hope,  or  cold  oT  fear, 

My  foolish  heart  could  never  bear ; 
One  sigh  imprison'd  ruins  more 
Than  earthquakes  have  done  heretofore. 
'She's  fair,  she's  wondrous  fair, 

But  I  care  not  who  knows  it, 

E'er  m  die  tor  love 

I  fairly  will  forego  it 

\Vhen  I  am  hungry  I  do  cat, 
And  cut  r..  H-  :  ■ , '  :  ad  of  meat, 
Nor  '  ^    ' '  on  her  lace 

Do  L  <  from  the  place. 

She's  fair,  she's  wondrous  fair, 

But  1  -c.ire  not  wIhj  knows  it, 

E'er  I'U  die  for  love 

I  fairiy  will  forego  it. 

A  gentle  round  fiU'd  to  the  brink, 

To  this  and  i  oilitr  frRnd  i  drink; 
And  if  'tis  nam'd  ;i!ioih(.r  -  health. 
1  never  in-ikf  \--  I-  ''-  t'v  slcakh. 

She's  !■■■     ■■■   -  '..ridrousfair, 

Bull  ■    !  ■■  :   .knowsit, 

E'er  ni  die  for  love 

I  fairly  will  forego  it 

1  visit,  talk,  do  business,  play. 
And  for  a  need  laugh  out  a  day; 
Who  does  not  thus  in  Cupid's  school, 
He  makes  not  love,  but  plays  the  fooL 

She's  fair,  she's  wondrous  fair. 

But  1  care  not  who  knows  it. 

E'er  111  die  for  love 

1  fairly  will  forego  it 

Sir  John  Stukling. 


409.    TO  CUPID. 

:e  the  light, 
e  of  the  sight,  - 

But  always  blinded,  canst  not  say 

Now  it  is  night,  or  now  'tis  day ; 

So  captivate  her  sense,  so  blind  her  eye. 

That  still  she  love  me,  yet  she  ne'er  knew  why. 

Thou  who  dost  wound  us  with  such  art, 

We  see  no  blood  drop  from  the  heart, 

And,  subtly  cruel,  leave  no  sign 

To  tell  the  blow  or  hand  was  thine : 

O  gently,  gently  wound  my  fair,  that  she 

May  thence  believe  the  wound  did  come  from  theel 


410.    SONG. 

WHILE  on  those  lovely  looks  I  gaze. 
To  see  a  wretch  pursuing. 
In  raptures  of  a  bless'd  aniaz^ 
His  pleasing  happy  ruin; 
Tis  not  for  pity  that  I  move. 

His  fate  is  too  aspiring 
Whose  heart,  brolce  with  a  load  of  love, 
Dies  wishing  and  admiring. 

But  if  this  murder  you'd  forego. 

Your  slave  from  death  removing, 
Let  me  your  art  of  charming  know, 

Or  learn  you  mine  of  loving. 
But  whether  life  or  death  betide, 

In  love  'tis  equal  measure : 
Tlie  victor  lives  with  empty  pride. 

The  vanquish'd  die  with  pleasure. 

Earl  of  Rpc/ieslir. 
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411.    SONG. 

THE  PASTING  KISS. 

ONE  kind  wish  before  we  part, 
Drop,  utter,  and  bid  adieu ; 
Though  we  sever,  my  fond  heart. 
Till  we  meet,  shall  pant  for  you. 

Yet,  yet  weep  not  so,  my  love, 

Let  me  kiss  that  falling  tear ; 
Though  my  body  must  remove. 

All  my  soul  will  still  be  here. 

All  my  soul  and  all  my  heart. 

And  every  wish,  shall  pant  for  you ; 

One  kind  kiss  then,  ere  we  part, 
Drop  a  tear,  and  bid  adieu. 

Robert  Dodslcv 


412.     ROSY   HANNAH. 

A  SPRING  overhung  with  many  a  flower, 
The  gray  sand  dancing  in  its  bed, 
Embanked  beneath  a  hawthorn  bower, 
Sent  forth  its  waters  near  my  head. 
A  rosy  lass  approached  my  view, 

I  caught  her  blue  eyes'  modest  beam ; 
The  stranger  nodded,  *  How  d'ye  do?' 
And  leaped  across  the  infant  stream. 
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The  water  heedless  passed  away ; 

With  me  her  glowing  image  stayed. 

I  strove  from  that  auspicious  day  , 

To  meet  and  bless  the  lovely  maid.  ' 

I  met  her  where  beneath  our  feet  ' 

Through  downy  moss  the  wild  thyme  grew  | 

Nor  more  elastic  flowers,  though  sweet,  , 

Matched  Hannah's  cheek  of  rosy  hue. 

I 

I 


The  Lover/ 

I  met  her  wbere  the  dark  woods  wave, 

And  shaded  verdure  slcirts  the  plaio ; 
And'wheD  the  pale  moon  rising  gave 

New  glories  to  her  rising  train. 
From  her  sweet  cot  upon  the  moor 

Our  plighted  vows  to  heaven  are  flowD; 
Truth  made  me  welcome  at  her  door, 

And  rosy  Hannah  is  my  own. 

Roiai  BleomfiOd. 


413.    FIRST  LOVE'S  RECOLLECTIONS. 

FIRST  love  win  with  the  heart  remain 
When  its  hopes  are  all  gone  by; 
As  frail  rose-tdossoms  still  retain 

Their  fragrance  when  they  die ; 
And  joy's  first  dreams  will  haunt  the  mind 

With  the  shades  'mid  which  they  sprung. 
As  summer  leaves  the  stems  behind 
On  which  spring's  blossoms  hung. 

Mary,  I  dare  not  call  thee  dear, 

I've  lost  tSat  right  so  long ; 
Yet  once  again  I  seek  thine  ear, 

With  memory's  idle  song. 
I  felt  a  pride  to  name  Ihy  name, 

But  now  that  pride  hath  flown, 
And  burning  blushes  speak  my  shame, 

That  thus  I  love  thee  on. 

How  loath  to  part,  how  fond  to  meet. 

Had  we  two  used  to  be ; 
At  sunset  with  wl^  eager  feet 

I  hastened  unk)  thee! 
Scarce  nine  days  passed  us  ere  we  met 

In  spring,  nay,  wintry  weather; 
TJow  nine  years*  suns  have  risen  and  set, 

Nor  found  us  once  together. 
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Thy  face  was  so  familiar  grown, 

Thyself  so  often  nigh, 
A  moment's  memory  when  alone 

Would  bring  thee  in  mine  eye. 
But  now  my  very  dreams  forget 

That  witching  look  to  trace; 
Though  there  thy  beauty  lingers  yet. 

It  wears  a  stranger's  face. 

When  last  that  gentle  cheek  I  prest, 

And  heard  thee  feign  adieu, 
I  little  thought  that  seeming  jest 

Would  prove  a  word  so  true! 
A  fate  like  this  hath  oft  bcfel 

Even  loftier  hopes  than  ours : 
Spring  bids  full  many  buds  to  swell, 

That  ne'er  can  grow  to  flowers. 

John  Clare. 


414-    LOST  FEELINGS. 


Beneath  the  wings  of  Time, 

That  age  o'crclouds  the  brow  with  cares 

That  once  was  raised  sublime. 

Oh !  weep  not  that  the  beamless  eye 

No  dumb  delight  can  speak; 
And  fresh  and  fair  no  longer  lie 

Joy-tints  upon  the  cheek. 

No !  weep  not  that  the  ruin  trace 

Of  wasting  time  is  seen 
Around  the  form  and  in  the  face 

Where  beauty's  bloom  has  beea 

But  mourn  the  inward  wreck  we  feel 

As  hoary  years  depart, 
And  time's  effacing  fingers  steal 

Young  feelings  from  the  heart 

James  Montgomery. 
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415.    SONNET. 

ONE  day  as  I  unwarily  did  gaze 
On  those  fair  eyes,  my  love's  immortal  light. 
The  while  my  'stonish'd  heart  stood  in  amAze, 

Through  sweet  illusion  of  her  look's  delight, 
1  mote  perceive  how  in  her  glaring  sight 

Legions  of  loves  with  lusted  wings  did  fly. 
Darting  their  deadly  arrows  fiery  bright 

At  every  rash  beholder  passing  by; 
One  of  those  archers  closely  I  did  spy 

Aiming  his  arrow  at  my  very  heart, 
When  suddenly  with  twinkle  of  her  eye, 

The  damsel  broke  his  misintendcd  dart 
Had  she  not  done  so  sure  I  had  been  slain, 
Yet  as  it  was  I  hardly  'scaped  with  pain. 

Spenser, 


416.    SONNET. 

I   KNOW  that  all  beneath  the  moon  decays, 
And  what  by  mortals  in  this  world  is  brought 
In  Time's  great  periods  shall  return  to  nought ; 
That  fairest  states  have  fatal  nights  and  days  1 
I  know  that  all  the  muse's  heavenly  lays 
With  toil  of  spirit  which  are  so  dearly  bought. 
As  idle  sounds  of  few  or  more  are  sought, 
That  there  is  nothing  brighter  than  vain  praise. 
I  know  frail  beauty,  like  the  purple  flower, 
To  which  one  morn  oft  birth  and  death  accords, 
Where  sense  and  will  bring  under  reason's  pow'r. 
Know  what  I  list,  all  this  cannot  me  move. 
But  that  alas!  I  both  must  write  and  love. 

Drummond  of  Hawthomden. 
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417.    SONNET. 

SEE  Cytherea's  birds,  that  milk-white  pair 
On  yonder  leafy  myrtle  tree  which  groan, 
And  waken  with  their  kisses  in  the  air 

Th'  enamoured  zephyrs  murmuring  one  by  one : 

If  thou  but  sense  badst  like  Pygmalion's  stone, 
Or  had'st  not  seen  Medusa's  snaky  hair, 
Love*s  lessons  thou  might'st  learn :  and  learn,  sweet  fair, 

To  summer's  heat,  e'er  that  thy  spring  be  grown ; 
And  if  those  kissing  lovers  seem  but  cold. 

Look  how  that  dm  this  ivy  doth  embrace. 
And  binds  and  clasps  with  many  a  wanton  fold, 

And  courting  sleep,  o'ershadows  all  the  place : 
Nay,  seems  to  say— Dear  tree,  we  shall  not  part ; 
In  sign  whereof,  lo  in  each  leaf  a  heart 

Drummond  of  Hawthornden, 


418.    SONNET. 

TO  THE  NICHTINOALB. 

O  NIGHTINGALE,  that  on  yon  bloomy  spray 
Was  blest  at  eve,  when  all  the  woods  are  still, 

Thou  with  fresh  hope  the  lovcr*s  heart  doth  fill. 
While  the  jolly  hours  lead  on  propitious  May. 
Thy  liquid  notes  that  close  the  eye  of  day, 

First  heard  before  the  shallow  cuckoo's  bill, 

Portend  successive  love ;  and  if  Jove's  will 
Have  linked  that  amorous  power  to  thy  soft  lay. 
Now,  timely  sing,  ere  the  rude  bird  of  hate 

Foretell  my  hapless  doom  in  some  grove  nigh ; 
As  thou  from  year  to  year  hast  sung  too  late 

For  my  relief,  yet  hadst  no  reason  why. 
Whether  the  muse,  or  Love,  call  thee  his  mate. 
Both  them  I  serve,  and  of  their  train  am  I. 

Miltotu 


396  Tht  Laveri 


419.  SONNET. 

PBOM  THE  ITAUAH  POEMS  OP  MILTOK. 

CHARLES,  must  I  say,  what  strange  it  seems  to  saj, 
This  rebel  heart  that  love  hath  hdd  as  nau^t. 

Or,  haply,  in  his  cunning  mazes  caught, 
Would  laugh,  and  let  his  captive  steal  away; 
This  simple  heart  hath  now  become  his  prey; 

Yet  hath  no  golden  tress  this  lesson  taught, 
No  vermeil  cheek  that  shames  the  rising  day. 
Oh,  no!  'twas  beauty's  most  celestial  ray, 
With  charms  divine  of  sovereign  sweetness  fraoc^tl 

The  noble  mien,  the  soul-dissolving  air. 
The  bright  arch  bending  o'er  the  lucid  eye, 

The  voice,  that  breathing  melody  so  rare, 
Might  lead  the  toiFd  mom  from  the  middle  sky ! 

Charles,  when  such  mischief  arm'd  this  foreign  fdxt^ 
Small  chance  had  I  to  hope  this  simple  heart  should  fly. 

Langhar^e. 
— to* — 

420.  SONNET. 

PKOM  PBTRASCH. 

• 

IF  faith  in  love,  a  heart  that  ne'er  betrays, 
Sweetly  to  languish,  softly  to  desire; 

If  wishes  pure,  lit  up  with  gentle  fire ; 
If  long  to  wander  in  a  wild  ring  maze; 
If  every  thought  that  thus  the  front  displays, 

As  broken  accents  that  can  scarce  transpire. 

Too  oft  repress'd  as  fear  or  shame  require ; 
If  paleness,  where  love  paints  the  violet's  Ays; 
If  holding  others  than  one's  self  more  dear ; 
If  still  to  pour  the  tear,  to  heave  the  sigh ; 

With  grief,  with  anger,  or  with  care  to  pine; 
If  when  afar  to  bum,  to  freeze  when  near; 
If  these  the  causes  love  sick  that  I  lie. 

Yours,  lady,  be  the  fault,  the  loss  be  mine. 
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421.    SONNET. 

ntOM  SAPPHO  AND  PKAOM. 

NOT  to  love,  to  fix  the  tender  gaze. 
To  hide  the  timid  blush,  and  steal  away; 

To  shun  the  busy  world,  and  waste  the  day 
In  some  rude  mountain's  solitary  maze; 
Is  it  to  chant  one  name  in  ceaseless  lays, 

To  hear  no  words  that  other  tongues  can  say. 

To  watch  the  pale  moon's  melancholy  ray. 
To  chide  in  fondness,  and  in  fc^y  praise? 

Is  it  to  pour  th'  involuntary  sigh. 
To  dream  of  bliss,  and  wake  new  pangs  to  prove. 

To  talk  in  fancy  with  the  speaking  eye. 
Then  start  with  jealousy,  and  wildly  rove  ? 

Not  to  loathe  the  light,  and  wish  to  die, 
For  these  I  feel, — and  feel  that  they  are  love! 

Mary  Robinson, 


422.    SONNET. 

LOVE  steals  unheeded  o'er  the  tranquil  mind. 
As  summer  breezes  fan  the  sleeping  main. 

Slow  through  each  fibre  creeps  the  subtle  pain, 
Till  closely  round  the  yielding  bosom  twined, 
Vain  is  the  hope  the  magic  to  unbind  ; 

The  i>otent  mischief  riots  in  the  brain. 

Grasps  every  thought  and  bums  in  every  vein. 
Till  in  the  heart  the  tyrant  lives  enshrin'd. 

Oh,  victor  strong !  bending  the  vanquish'd  frame. 
Sweet  is  the  thraldom  that  thpu  bidd'st  us  prove! 

And  sacred  is  the  tear  thy  virtues  claim : 
For  blest  are  those  whom  sighs  of  sorrow  move. 

Then  nymphs  beware  how  ye  profane  my  name. 
Nor  blame  my  weakness  till  like  me  ye  love. 

Mary  Robinson. 
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423.    SONNET. 

OH,  sigh !  thou  stealest,  the  herald  of  the  bfeast. 
The  lover's  fears,  the  lover's  pangs  to  tdl. 

Thou  bidd'st  with  timid  grace  the  bosom  swells 
Cheating  the  day  of  joy,  the  night  of  rest! 
Oh !  lucid  tears,  with  eloquence  conflest, 

Why  on  my  fading  cheek  unheeded  dwdl, 

Meek  as  the  dewdrop  on  the  flow'rets  fell, 
By  ruthless  tempests  to  the  green  sod  prest 

Fond  sigh,  be  hush'd !    Congeal,  O !  slighted  tear! 
Thy  feeble  powers  the  busy  fates  control! 

Or  if  thy  crystal  streams  again  appear, 
Let  them,  like  Lethe's,  to  oblivion  roll; 

For  love  the  tyrant  plays  when  hope  is  near, 
And  she  who  flies  the  lover  chains  the  souL 

Mary  Robinson, 


424.    SONNET. 

TO  LOVB. 

SINCE  first  soft  passion  could  this  breast  enflame, 
Oh,  love!  IVe  owned  the  rigour  of  thy  rule, 
Still  to  thy  shrine  with  bleeding  heart  I  came. 

And  prudence  pointed  off  the  am'rous  fool ; 
Tis  past : — and,  ah !  tho',  with  thy  power  are  flown 

Innum'rous  pangs,  that  wrung  my  tortur'd  soul, 
Joy  too  is  fled,  sweet  raptures  all  my  own, 

That  gild  the  chains  of  such  severe  control 
Where,  now,  the  fond  concern?  the  blissful  dream. 

The  glad  surprise  that  purpled  o'er  my  cheek? 
The  sprightly  hope  that  from  my  eye  would  gleam  ? 

The  throbbing  wish  that  language  could  not  speak? 
In  liberty  1  pine,  condemned  to  see 
A  barren  waste,  so  wretched,  tho*  so  free! 

Dermody. 
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425.    THE  TIMID  LOVER. 

YES,  it  is  true,  I  uttered  not  my  tale ; 
But  did'st  thou  never  hear  die  bitter  sighs 
That  swell'd  my  breast,  ne'er  see  what  deadly  pale 
Stole  o'er  my  cheek,  how  often  to  mine  eyes, 
Spite  of  myself,  the  gulf-wrung  tears  would  rise. 
When  by  thy  side  some  youth  than  me  more  bold. 

More  blest  in  all  those  charms  that  wealth  supplies, 
With  ready  tongue  his  artful  story  told? 
j  Hast  thou  not  seen  my  passion,  ill-controlled, 

I  For  thee  in  thousand  namdess  actions  shown? 

I  Seen  that  in  others  nought  would  I  behold  ? 

That  still  I  spoke,  moved,  breathed  for  thee  alone? 
'  And  might  not  those  have  bought  thee,  far  above 

1  The  feeble  power  of  words,  my  matchless  love? 

Davenport. 
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426.    THE  WISHES. 

IT  was  of  old  in  the  elfin  day, 
When  charm  and  spell  had  power, 
Four  sisters  stood  at  the  noon  of  May, 
In  a  haunted  woodland  bower. 

'  Now  drink  and  wish,'  said  the  fairy  queen. 

With  a  winecup  in  her  hand, 
For  the  wish  that  is  o*er  our  goblet  breathed 

Will  the  years  and  fates  command.' 

The  first  she  drank  a  swift,  deep  draught, 
And  she  spake  forth  loud  and  free, 

'  A  broad  domain,  and  a  vassal  train, 
And  a  store  of  gold  for  me.' 

'  Thou  art  keen  to  reckon,'  the  elf  queen  said, 

'  And  wise  in  thine  early  day, 
For  gold,  and  lands,  and  the  vassal  bands, 

They  have  long  on  earth  held  sway.' 
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Slowly  the  second  drank,  and  spake 

With  a  proud  but  earnest  gaze : 
'  My  heritage  be  the  pen  and  page, 

And  my  dower  their  fame  and  praise.' 

*•  Bethink  thee,  maiden,'  the  fairy  said, 
'  That  the  path  is  steep  and  bare  ; 

Yet  go  if  thou  must,  in  strength  and  trust, 
There  are  heights  of  promise  there.' 

The  third ;  oh !  her's  was  a  silvery  tone. 

As  she  sipped  the  elfin  wine: 
'  No  cumbrous  store  of  gold  or  lore 

But  the  fairest  face  be  mine' 

'  Well  hast  thou  wished,'  said  the  fairy  queen, 

*  And  ne'er  to  thy  wish  befall, 
For  gold  hath  power,  and  praise  hath  lore, 

But  the  fair  face  winncth  all.' 


The  last  drank  deep,  but  with  many  a  pause, 
'  And  the  words  came  faint  between  : 

I  ^  Oh !  still  to  me  that  one  heart  might  be 

!  As  mine  own  hath  wished  and  been.' 

I 

*  Not  for  the  gold  that  is  bought  and  sold, 
Nor  the  glance  that  will  grow  dim. 

But  for  all  he  knew  of  the  good  and  true, 
And  the  dear  love  borne  to  him.' 

*  And  comest  thou  in  thy  youth  to  work 
The  strong  ones  of  the  wild. 

With  that  gentle  mien,'  said  the  fairy  queen, 
*  And  thou  but  a  mortal's  child  ? ' 

*  In  vain  for  thee  was  our  goblet  filled, 
For  to  us  are  only  given 

The  power  and  promise  of  this  earth, 
But  thou  askclh  those  of  heaven ! ' 

Frances  BrowTU 
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427.    SONNET:    MY  LOVE  SHE  IS  A  LONELY 

FLOWER. 

MY  love  she  is  a  lonely  but  sweet  flower. 
And  I  would  wear  her  in  my  breast,  for  she 

Is  full  of  fragrance,  and  such  modesty  i 

That  I  e'en  sanctify  that  precious  hour  1 

When  first  my  eyes  her  worshippers  became.  1 

He  who  hath  mark'd  the  opening  love  in  spring  1 

Hath  seen  but  portion  small  of  her  I  sing. 
For  Fortune  if  I  struggle,  or  for  Fame, 
*Tis  that,  unworthy,  I  may  worthy  be  I 

Of  her,  the  maiden  with  the  dark,  black  hair,  1 

And  darker  eyes.     My  only  wish  to  share  | 

The  sunless  scenes  low  sunk  beneath  the  sea,  j 

Is  that  with  it  I  might  my  true  love  greet, 

And  lay  the  too  small  treasure  at  her  feet  i 

Edward  Moxou.  \ 


428.  SONNET:  METHOUGHT  MY  LOVE 

WAS    DEAD.  I 

METHOUGHT  my  love  was  dead  ;  O,  'twas  a  night 
Of  dreary  weeping,  and  of  bitter  woe !  • 

Methought  I  saw  her  lovely  spint  go. 
With  lingering  looks  into  yon  star  so  bright, 
Which  then  assumed  such  a  beauteous  light,  1 

That  all  the  fires  in  heaven  compared  with  this  ! 

Were  scarce  perceptible  to  my  weak  sight 

There  seemed  henceforth  the  heaven  of  my  bliss; 
To  that  I  tum'd  with  fervency  of  soul, 

And  pray'd  that  mom  might  ne'er  break  in,  i 

But  o'er  me  that  pure  planet  still  remain.  |   v 

Alas!  o'er  it  my  vows  had  no  control 
•  The  lone  star  set :  I  woke  full  glad,  I  deem. 

To  find  my  sorrow  but  a  lover's  dream. 

Edward  Moxon, 
26  ! 
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429.    SONNET:    FAIR  ART  THOU. 

FAIR  art  thou  as  the  morning,  my  young  bride! 
Her  freshness  is  about  thee ;  like  a  river 

To  the  sea  gliding,  with  svveet  murmur  ever 
Thou  sportcst ;  and,  wherever  thou  dost  glide, 
Humanity  a  lovelier  aspect  wears. 

Fair  art  thou  as  the  morning  of  that  land 

Where  Tuscan  breezes  in  his  youth  have  fann'd 
Thy  grandsire  oft.     Thou  hast  not  many  tears, 
Save  such  as  pity  from  the  heart  will  wring ; 

And  then  there  is  a  smile  in  thy  distress ! 
Meeker  thou  art  than  lily  of  the  spring, 

Yet  is  thy  nature  full  of  nobleness, 
And  gentle  ways,  that  sooth  and  raise  me  so, 
That  henceforth  I  no  worldly  sorrow  know ! 

Ed'juard  Afoxon, 


43a     SONNET:    I    CANNOT   LOOK  IN   THY 

SWEET   FACE. 

I  CAN  NOT  look  in  thy  sweet  face,  dear  maid, 
And  give  assent  unto  the  sceptic's  creed, 
Annihilating  hope,  leaving  a  reed 

To  lean  on,  unsubstantial  as  the  shade 

Of  passing  clouds.     No,  in  the  hour  of  need 

High  Heaven  its  own  will  claim :  the  form  may  fade! 

But  the  ethereal  mind,  the  soul  sublimed. 
And  purified  with  sorrow  and  with  love, 
Shall  rise,  as  virtuous  metals  rise,  above 

The  dross  of  earth.     As  upwards  thou  hast  climbed 

From  infancy,  so  shalt  thou  shining  soar 
Triumphant  over  death,  and  fate,  and  chance. 
And  every  mortal  strife  :  /i/e  is  the  trance 

From  which  thou  shalt  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 

Edward  Afoxon, 


Dictionary, 


DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  RESTLESS  ESTATE 
OF  A  LOVER. 


W^ 


rHEN  youth  had  led  me  half  the  nee 
'    That  Cupid's  scourge  had  made  me  mnne, 
I  looked  back  to  mete  the  place 
From  whence  my  weary  course  begunnt 

And  then  I  saw  how  my  desyre 

Misguiding  me  hod  led  the  waye : 
Mine  eyne,  too  greedy  of  their  hyre, 

Had  made  me  lose  a  better  prey. 

For  when  in  sighs  I  spent  the  day, 
And  could  not  cloak  my  grief  with  gain, 

The  boiling  smoke  did  sti)l  bewray 
The  present  heat  ol  secret  flame. 

And  when  salt  tears  have  bayned'  my  breast, 
Where  Love  his  pleasant  trayies  hath  sowne, 

Her  beauty  hath  the  fruits  opprcst, 
Ere  that  the  buddes  were  spronge  and  blowne. 

And  when  myne  e>-ne  dyd  still  pursue 

The  flying  chase  of  their  request; 
Their  greedy  looks  dyd  oft  renew 

The  hydilcn  wound  within  my  brest. 

When  e\ery  loke  these  cheeks  might  staync, 

From  dcdly  pale  to  glowing  red, 
By  outward  signs  appeared  playne 

To  her  for  help  my  hart  was  fled. 

But  nil  too  late  Love  leameth  me 

To  paynt  all  kind  of  colours  new, 
To  blynd  ihcir  eyes  that  else  should  see 
My  speckled  chckcs  with  Cupid's  hew. 


The  Loveri 

And  now  the  covert  brest  I  dame 

That  worshipt  Cupid  secretly; 
And  nourished  his  secret  flame 

From  whence  no  blaising  sparkes  do  flie. 
Earl  of  Surrty. 


By  those  steadfast  stars  abovel 

By  this  pure  sweet  air! 

By  all  things  true,  and  deep,  and  &ir! 
By  licarls  made  rich  with  love, 

Made  wise  by  care! 

Sybilla!  I  love //6«: 

By  all  bright  things  that  be! 

By  thyself,  my  fair! 
By  thine  eyes,  and  motions  free! 
By  thy  Uing,  thou  honey-bee! 
By  thy  angel  thoughts  that  flee 

Singing  through  the  golden  air, 

Sybilla!  dost  thou  frown? 

Beware,  beware! 
If  scorn  Ihy  beauty  crown, 

1  fty,— yet  ivlictc? 
Why  arc  thine  eyes  withdrawn? 
Why  dost  thou  turn,  thou  fawn? 
Look  on  mc,  like  the  dawn 

On  weeping  air! 
Slic  smiles— Oh,  Beauty  bicss'd. 
Take,— lake  me  to  thy  breast. 

And  cure  all  care! 

Barry  CothwoU. 


L.__ 
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433.  I  LOVE  MY  LOVE,  BECAUSE  HE  LOVES  ME. 


M 


AN,  man  loves  his  steed, 
For  its  blood  or  its  breed. 
For  its  odour  the  rose,  for  its  honey  the  bee ; 
His  own  haughty  beauty 
From  pride  or  from  du^ ; 
But  /  love  my  love,  because— A^  loves  me. 

Oh,  my  love  has  an  eye, 

Like  a  star  in  the  sky. 
And  breath  like  the  sweets  from  the  hawthorn  tree ; 
.  And  his  heart  is  a  treasure. 

Whose  worth  is  past  measure ; 
And  yet  he  hath  given  all — all  to  me  I 

It  crowns  me  with  light, 

In  the  dead  of  the  night. 
It  brightens  my  journey  by  land  and  sea ; 

And  thus,  while  I  wander, 

I  sigh  and  grow  fonder, 
For  my  love  ever  grows  with  his  love  for  me; 

Why  didst  thou  depart. 

Thou  sweet  bird  of  my  heart? 
Oh !  come  back  to  my  bosom,  and  never  flee : 

I  never  will  grieve  thee, 

ni  never  deceive  thee. 
But  love  thee  for  ever, — as  thou  lov'st  mt, 

Barry  ComwalL 


434.    JOHN   HARYNGTON  TO  ISABELLA 
MARKHAME,  1549. 

Question. 

ALAS !  I  love  you  overwell 
Mine  owne  sweet  deare  ddygte! 
Yet  for  respects  I  feare  to  tell 
What  moves  my  troubled  spryghte; 
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What  workes  my  woe,  what  breedes  my  smarte, 
What  woundes  myn  harte  and  mynde ; 

Reason  restrayns  me  to  emparte, 
Such  peryUs  as  1  fynde. 


Answer, 

If  present  peryll  reason  fynde, 

And  hope  for  helpe  do  haste, 
Unfoldc  the  secretts  of  your  mynde 

Whylls  hope  of  helpe  may  take ; 
And  I  will  ease  your  payne  and  smarte, 

As  yi  yt  weare  myn  owne ; 
Respects  and  perylls  put  aparte, 

And  let  the  truthe  be  known. 


Qucstiofi, 

The  woodes  be  sounde,  the  soundc  ys  sweete, 

The  sweete  yeeldcs  bounty  free ; 
Noe  myghte  hath  worthe  to  yeeld  meed  meete, 

For  grace  of  such  degree. 
Now  syth  my  playnte  doth  pitie  move, 

Graunt  g^ace  that  I  may  taste 
Such  joys  as  angells  feel  above 

That  lovingly  may  last. 


Answer* 

I  yield  with  haste  and  willing  mynde 

To  doe  all  you  desyre, 
Doubtinge  no  deale  such  faythe  to  fynde 

As  such  trust  doth  requier. 
Now  you  have  wealth  at  your  owne  will, 

And  law  at  your  owne  lust 
To  make  or  mar,  to  save  or  spill : — 

Then  be  a  conqueror  juste. 
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Rtjoindir. 

Fyrste  shall  the  sun  in  daikness  dweU, 

The  moone  and  stars  lacke  lyghte. 
Before  in  thoughte  I  doe  rebell 

Agaynste  my  love's  delyghte : 
Tryed  is  my  truste,  knowne  is  my  truthe: 

In  tyme,  my  sweet,  provyde^ 
Whibt  bcwtie  florishe  in  thine  youthe, 

And  breathe  in  me  abyde. 

John  Harrington, 


435.    THE  PASSIONATE  SHEPHERD  TO  HIS 

LOVE, 

COME  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love, 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasure  prove. 
That  valleys,  groves,  and  hills,  and  fields, 
Woods  or  steepy  mountains  yield. 

And  we  will  ^it  upon  the  rocks. 
Seeing  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks. 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  roses, 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies ; 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kutle 
Embroidered  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  gown  made  of  the  finest  wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull ; 
Fur-lined  slippers  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds, 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs ; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 


Tlu  Ltroeri 


The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and  sing 
For  thy  delight,  each  May  morning ; 
If  these  delights  tliy  mind  may  move. 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

Ckristopher  Marlow. 


IF  all  the  world  and  love  were  young, 
And  truth  on  every  shepherd's  tongue, 
These  pretty  pleasures  mi^t  we  move. 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

Time  drives  ihe  flock  from  field  to  fold. 
When  rivers  rage  and  rocks  grow  cold, 
And  Philomel  becometh  dumb, 
And  age  complains  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flowers  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yields 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  bll. 


Thy  gowns,  Ihy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses,  i 

Thy  cap,  thy  kirlle,  and  Ihy  posies,  ; 

Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  forgotten,  I 
In  folly  ripe.  In  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs ; 
All  these  in  me  no  means  can  move, 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  could  faith  last,  and  love  still  breed, 
Had  joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need ; 
Then  these  delights  my  mind  might  move, 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 
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437.    NOW  I  FIND  THY  LOOKS  WERE  FEIGNED. 

NOW  I  find  thy  looks  were  feigned. 
Quickly  lost  and  quickly  gained ; 
Soft  thy  skin  like  wool  of  wethers. 
Heart  unstable,  light  as  feathers ; 
Tongue  untrusty,  subtle-sighted, 
Wanton  will  with  charge  delighted. 
Siren  pleasant,  foe  to  reason, 
Cupid  plague  thee  for  this  treason! 

Of  thine  eyes  I  made  my  mirror ; 

From  thy  beauty  came  mine  error ; 

All  thy  words  I  counted  witty, 

All  thy  smiles  I  deemed  pity ; 

Thy  false  tears,  that  me  aggrieved, 

First  of  all  my  heart  deceived. 
Siren  pleasant,  foe  to  reason, 
Cupid  plague  thee  for  this  treason. 

Feign'd  acceptance  when  I  asked ; 

Lovely  words  with  cunning  masked ; 

Holy  vows,  but  heart  unholy; 

Wretched  man !  my  trust  was  folly ! 

Wit  shall  guide  me  in  this  durance, 

Tmie  in  love  is  no  insurance. 
Siren  pleasant,  foe  to  reason, 
Cupid  plague  thee  for  this  treason. 

Prime  youth  lasts  not,  age  will  follow. 
And  make  white  those  tresses  yellow. 
Wrinkled  face,  for  looks  delightful. 
Shall  acquaint  thee,  dame  despightfull 
And  when  time  shall  date  thy  glory. 
Then  too  late  thou  wilt  be  sorry, 
Siren  pleasant,  foe  to  reason, 
Cupid  plague  thee  for  this  treason. 

Thomas  Lodge. 


/ 
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.    i^38.    HOPELESS  LOVE. 

I  WILL  not  wish,  I  cannot  vow 
My  part    Thy  grief,  then,  oh  then,  disdain : 
Though  thou  refuse,  I  know  not  how. 
So  quite  my  love  with  love  again : 
Since  I  have  swore  to  be  thy  friend, 
As  I  began  so  will  I  end 

Swear  then  my  death,  work  thou  my  woe, 
Conspire  with  grief  to  stop  my  breath, 
Yet  still  thy  friend,  and  not  thy  foe, 
I  will  remain  until  my  death  : 
Choose  whom  thou  wilt,  I  will  resign 
If  love  or  faith  be  like  to  mine. 

But  while  I,  wretch,  too  long  have  lent 
My  wandering  eyes  to  gaze  on  thee, 
I  have  both  time  and  travail  spent 
In  vain,  in  vain ;  and  now  I  see 
They  do  but  fruitless  pain  procure 
To  haggard  kytes  that  cast  the  lure. 

When  I  am  dead,  yet  thou  mayest  boast 
Thou  hadst  a  friend,  a  faithful  friend. 
That  living,  liv*d  to  love  thee  most. 
And  lov'd  thee  still  unto  his  end : 
Tho'  thou  unworthy,  with  disdain, 
Did*st  force  him  live  and  die  in  pain. 

Now  may  I  sing,  now  sigh,  now  say. 
Farewell  my  life !  farewell  my  joy ! 
Now  mourn  by  night,  now  weep  by  day ; 
Love,  too  much  love,  breeds  mine  annoy : 
What  can  I  wish,  what  should  I  crave, 
Sith  that  is  gone  which  I  should  have 
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Though  hope  be  turned  to  despsdr, 

Yet  give  my  tongue  leave  to  lament ; 
Believe  me  now,  my  heart  doth  swear 
My  luckless  love  was  truly  meant : 
Thou  art  too  proud — I  say  no  more, 
Too  stout,  and  wo  is  me  therefore. 

Nicholas  Br  don. 


439.    A  SOLEMN  CONCEIT. 

DOTH  love  live  in  beauty's  eyes? 
Why  then  are  they  so  unloving? 
Patience  in  her  passion  proving 
There  his  sorrow  chiefly  lies. 

Lives  belief  in  lovers'  hearts — 
Why  then  arc  they  unbelieving? 
Hourly  so  the  spirit  grieving 

With  a  thousand  jealous  smarts. 

Is  there  pleasure  in  love's  passion  ? 

Why  then  is  it  so  unpleasing? 

Heart  and  spirit  both  diseasing. 
Where  the  wits  are  out  of  fashion. 

No,  love  sees  in  beauty's  eyes, 
He  hath  only  lost  his  seeing, 
Where  in  sorrow's  only  being 

All  his  comfort  wholly  dies. 

Fain  within  the  heart  of  love, 
Fearful  of  the  sting  it  hath. 
Treading  of  a  trembling  path, 

Doth  but  jealousy  approve. 

In  love's  passion,  then,  what  pleasure. 
Which  is  but  a  lunacy, 
Where  grief,  fear,  and  jealousy 

Plague  the  senses  out  of  measure  ? 


Farewell,  then,  unkindly  fancy. 

In  thy  courses  all  loo  cruel. 

Woe  tlic  piite  of  aucti  a  jewd 
As  turns  reason  to  a  freniyl 

Nicholat  Breton. 


44a    OF  LINGERINGE  LOVE. 

IN  IJngcringe  love  mislikinge  growes, 
Whereby  our  fancies  ebbs  and  flows, 
We  love  to  day,  and  hate  to  mome, 
And  daily  when  we  list  the  scome. 

Take  heed,  therefore, 
If  she  mislike,  then  love  no  more. 

Quick  speed  makes  waste. 
Love  is  not  gotten  in  such  haste. 

The  suite  is  coldc  that  soone  is  done; 
The  fort  is  feeble,  eas'ly  wonne; 
The  hawk  that  soon  comes  by  her  prey, 
May  take  a  toy  and  soar  away. 

Mark  what  meancs  this; 
Some  think  to  hit,  and  yet  they  miss: 

First  crecpc,  then  goc, 
Methinkcs  on  lovers  handled  soe. 

For  lacke  of  bcUowes  the  fire  goes  out, 
Some  say  the  nighest  way  is  about : 
Few  things  are  had  without  some  suit; 
The  tree  at  first  will  bear  no  fruit 

Serve  long,  hope  well, 
Soe  here  is  all  that  I  can  tell: 

Time  tires  out  troth, 
And  troth  is  liked  where'er  it  go'th. 

Some  thinke  all  theirs  that  they  do  sceke; 
Some  wantons  woo  but  lor  a  weeke; 
Some  woo  to  show  their  subtle  wits, 
Such  palfieys  play  upon  their  bits. 


^ 
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Fine  heads,  God  knom, 
That  pluck  a  nettle  for  a  roK  I 

They  meet  their  match, 
And  fare  the  worse  because  they  snatch. 

We  silly  women  cannot  rest 
For  nien  that  love  to  woo  in  jest ; 
Some  lay  their  bait  in  every  nook, 
And  every  fish  doth  spie  their  hook. 

Ill  ware,  good  cheape,' 
Which  makes  us,  look  before  we  le^ ; 

Craft  can  cloke  much ; 
God  save  all  simple  sotili  from  sucb. 

Though  lingcringc  love  be  lost  some  while, 
Yet  lingeringe  lovers  laugh  and  smile; 
Who  will  not  linger  for  a  day, 
To  banish  hope,  and  hop  away. 

Love  must  be  plied ; 
Who  thinks  to  sayle  must  wait  the  tide. 

Thus  ends  his  dance: 
God  send  all  lingerers  happie  chance ! 


441-    SONG:  LOVE  IS  A  SICKNESS. 

LOVE  is  a  sickness  full  of  woes. 
All  remedies  refusing ; 
A  plant  that  with  most  cutting  grows. 
Most  barren  with  best  using. 
Why  so? 
More  we  enjoy  it,  more  it  dies ; 
If  not  enjoyi-d,  it  sighing  cries, 

Ilcigh-ho ! 
Love  is  a  torment  of  the  mind, 

A  tempest  everlasting; 
And  Jove  hath  made  it  of  a  kind, 
Nor  well,  nor  full,  nor  fasting. 


Whyao? 
More  we  enjoy  it,  more  il  dies ; 
If  not  enjoyed,  it  sighing  cries 

Heigh-ho  I 

Samuel  DamtL 


443.    SONG:    SIGH   NO  MORE,  LADIES. 

SIGH  nomore,  ladies,  sigh  DO  more; 
Men  were  deceivers  ever ; 
One  foot  in  the  sea,  and  one  on  shore, 
To  one  thing  constant  never. 
Then  sigh  not  so, 
But  let  them  go, 
And  be  you  blithe  an4  bonny; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
Into  hey!  nonny,  nonny. 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  sing  no  mo" 
Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heavy; 
The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so 

Since  summer  firat  was  leafy: 

Then  sigh  not  so, 

But  let  them  go, 

And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny  ; 

Convening  all  your  sounds  of  woe 

Into  hey !  bonny,  bonny, 

Shaksp&av, 


443.    LOVE   IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

DEAR,  leave  thy.home  and  come  with  m 
That  scom  the  world  for  love  of  thee; 
Here  we  will  Uve,  within  this  park, 
A  court  of  joy  and  pleasure's  ark. 


Here  we  will  hunt,  here  we  will  range, 
Constant  in  love,  our  sports  will  change; 
Of  hearts,  in  any  chan^  we  make, 
I  will  have  thine,  thou  mine  shalt  take. 

Here  we  will  walk  upon  the  lawns, 
And  see  the  tripping  of  the  fawns ; 
And  a]l  the  deer  shall  wait  on  thee — 
Thou  shalt  command  both  them  and  me. 

The  leaves  a  whispering  noise  shall  make. 
Their  music-notes  the  birds  shall  wakcj 
And  while  thou  art  in  quiet  sleep. 
Through  the  green  wood  shall  silence  keep. 

And  while  my  herds  about  thee  feed. 
Love's  lesson  in  thy  face  I'll  read. 
And  feed  upwn  ihy  lovely  look, 
For  beauty  hath  no  fairer  book. 

It's  not  the  weather  nor  the  air, 

It  is  thyself  that  is  so  fair. 

Nor  doth  it  rain  when  heaven  lowers. 

But  when  you  frown,  then  fall  the  showers. 

One  sun  alome  moves  in  the  sky- 
Two  suns  thou  bast,  one  in  c.ich  eye; 
Only  by  day  that  sun  gives  light- 
Where  thou  doth  rise  there  is  no  night 

Fair  starry  twins,  scorn  not  to  shine 
Upon  my  lambs,  upon  my  kine  i 
My  grass  doth  grow,  my  com  and  wheat, 
My  fruit,  my  vines  thrive  by  their  heat. 

Thou  shalt  have  wool,  thou  shalt  have  silk, 
Thou  shalt  have  honey,  wine  and  milk; 
Thou  shalt  have  all,  for  all  is  due 
Where  thoughts  are  free  and  love  is  true. 

£tir/  of  Pembrskf. 
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444.    LOVE  HATH  NO  PHYSICIAN. 

A  RESTLESS  lover  I  espied. 
That  went  from  place  to  place, 
Lay  down  and  turned  from  side  to  side^ 

And  sometimes  on  his  face; 
And  when  that  medicines  were  applied^ 

In  hope  of  intermission, 
As  one  that  felt  no  ease,  he  cried, 
<  Has  Cupid  no  physician?' 

What  do  the  ladies  with  their  looks, 

Their  kisses  and  their  smiles? 
Can  no  receipts  in  those  fair  books 

Repair  Iheir  former  spoils? 
But  they  complain  as  well  as  we, 

Their  pains  have  no  remission, 
And  when  both  sexes  wounded  be, 

*  Hath  Cupid  no  physician/ 


445.  TO  B.  R  IN  RETURN  FOR  HER 

BRACELET. 

"HP IS  not,  dear  love,  that  amber  twist, 

-I-    Which  circles  round  my  captive  wrist, 
Can  have  the  power  to  make  me  more 
Your  prisoner  than  I  was  before ; 
Though  I  that  bracelet  dearer  hold 
Than  misers  would  a  chain  of  gold ; 
Yet  this  but  ties  my  outward  part, 
Heartstrings  alone  can  tie  my  heart  ^ 

'Tis  not  that  soft  and  silken  wreath, 
Your  hands  did  unto  mine  bequeath. 
Can  bind  with  half  so  poweiful  charms 
As  the  embraces  of  your  arms. 


Although  not  iron  bands,  my  fair, 
Can  bind  more  fiercely  than  your  hair. 
Yet  what  will  chain  me  most  will  be 
Your  heart  in  true-love's  knot  to  me. 

Tis  not  those  beams,  your  hairs,  nor  all 
Your  flowers  outside  dotb  me  enthral, 
Although  your  looks  have  force  enow 
To  make  the  stateliest  tyrants  bow. 
Nor  any  angel  could  deny 
Your  person  his  idolatry. 
Yet  I  do  not  so  much  adore 
The  temple,  but  the  goddess  more. 

If  then  my  soul  you  would  confine 
To  prison,  tic  your  heart  to  mine : 
Your  noble  virtues,  constant  love. 
The  only  powerful  chains  will  prove 
To  bind  me  ever,  such  as  those 
The  hands  of  death  shall  ne'er  unloose. 
Until  I  such  a  pris'ner  be, 
No  liberty  can  make  me  free. 

ii^alltr. 


446-    SONG:   PRITHEE  WHY  SO  PALE  AND 
WAN,  FOND  LOVER? 


W" 


o  pale  and  wan,  fond  lovci  ? 
Prithee,  why  so  pale? — 
Will,  when  looking  well  cant  move  her, 
Looking  ill  prevail? 
Prithee,  why  so  pale? 

Why  so  dull  and  mute,  young  sinner? 

Prithee,  why  so  mute? — 
Will,  when  speaking  well  can't  win  l.cr. 

Saying  nothing  do  t  ? 

Prithee,  why  so  mute? 
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Quit,  quit,  for  shame !  this  will  not  movey 

This  cannot  take  her— 
If  of  herself  she  will  not  love, 

Nothing  can  make  her : 

The  devil  take  her! 

Sir  John  SuekUng. 


447.    THE  CHANGE. 

LOVE  in  her  sunhy  eyes  does  basking  play ; 
Lo\(e  walks  the  pleasant  mazes  of  her  hair ; 
Love  does  on  both  her  lips  for  ever  stay, 

And  sows  and  reaps  a  thousand  kisses  there. 
In  all  her  outward  parts  Love's  always  seen ; 
But,  oh !  he  never  went  within. 

Within  Love's  foes  his  greatest  foes  abide : 

Malice,  inconstancy,  and  pride ; 
So  the  earth's  face,  trees,  herbs,  and  flowers,  do  dress, 

With  other  beauties  numberless ; 
But  at  the  centre  darkness  is,  and  hell  ; 
There  wicked  spirits  and  the  damnM  dwell. 

With  mc,  alas!  quite  contrary  it  fares; 

Darkness  and  death  lie  in  my  weeping  eyes, 
Despair  and  paleness  in  my  face  appears, 

Only  grief  and  fear,  Love's  greatest  enemies ; 
But  like  the  Persian  tyrant,  love  within 
Keeps  his  proud  court,  and  ne'er  is  seen. 

Oh !  take  my  heart,  and  by  that  means  I  irtII  prove 

Within  too  stored  enough  of  love ; 
Give  me  but  yours,  I'll  by  that  change  so  thrive 

That  love  in  all  my  parts  shall  live. 
So  powerful  is  this  change,  it  render  can 
My  outside  woman  and  your  inside  man. 

AbraJiam  Cowley, 
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448.    THE  RESOLVE. 

I  PRAY  tbee  let  my  heirt  alone, 
Since  now 'tis  raised  above  thee, 
Not  all  the  beauty  thou  didit  own 
Again  can  make  me  love  thee. 

He  that  was  shipwrecked  once  before 

By  such  a  syren's  call. 
And  yet  neglects  to  shun  that  shore, 

Deserves  bis  second  falL 

Each  flutt'ring  kiss,  each  tempting  smile 

Which  thou  in  vain  bestows, 
Some  other  lover  might  beguile. 

Who  not  thy  falsehood  knows. 

But  I  am  proof  against  all  art ; 

No  vows  shall  e'er  persuade  me 
Twice  to  present  a  wounded  heart 

To  her  that  ha.th  betrayed  me. 

Could  I  again  be  brought  lo  love 
Thy  form,  though  more  divine, 

I  might  thy  scorn  as  justly  n»ve 
As  now  thou  sufierest  mine. 

Tkomat  StOHlej. 


449-    THE  RELAPSE. 

OTURN  away  those  cruel  eyes, 
The  stars  of  my  undoing! 
Or  death  in  such  a  bright  disguise 
May  tempt  a  second  wooing. 

Punish  thoir  blindly  impious  pride, 
Who  dare  contemn  thy  glory  j 

It  was  my  fall  that  deified 

Thy  name,  and  sealed  thy  ttory. 
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Yet  no  new  sufferings  can  prepare 

A  higher  praise  to  crown  thee, 
Though  my  first  death  proclaim  thee  fair. 

My  second  will  unthrone  thee. 

Lovers  will  doubt  thou  canst  entice 

No  other  for  thy  fuel ; 
And  if  thou  bum  one  victim  twice, 

Both  think  thee  poor  and  cruel 

Thomas  Stanley. 


45a    SONG:    FAIR,  SWEET,  AND  YOUNQ 

FAIR,  sweet,  and  young,  receive  a  praise 
Reserved  for  your  virtuous  eyes ; 
From  crowds,  whom  at  your  feet  you  see, 
O  pity  and  distinguish  me ! 
As  I,  from  thousand  beauties  more. 
Distinguish  you,  and  only  you  adore. 

Your  face  for  conquest  was  designed. 
Your  every  motion  charms  my  mind, 
Angels  when  you  your  silence  break, 
Forget  their  hymns  to  hear  you  speak  j 
But  when,  at  once,  they  hear  and  view. 
Are  loth  to  mount,  and  long  to  stay  with  you. 

No  graces  can  your  form  improve, 
But  all  are  lost  unless  you  love  ; 
While  that  sweet  passion  you  disdain, 
Your  veil  and  beauty  are  in  vain : 
In  pity  then  prevent  my  fate. 
For  after  dying  all  reprieve's  too  late. 

John  Drydefu 
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451.    THE  DISSEMBLERS. 

THE  merchant  to  sectire  his  treasure 
Conveys  it  in  a  borrowed  name ; 
Euphelia  seems  to  grace  my  measure, 

But  Chloe  is  my  real  fiame. 
My  softest  verse,  my  darling  lyre, 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay, 
When  Chloe  noted  her  desire 

That  I  should  sing,  that  I  should  play. 

My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raise. 

But  with  my  numbers  mixing  sighs ; 

And  whilst  I  sing  Euphelia's  praise, 
I  fix  my  soul  in  Chloe's  eyes. 

Fair  Chloe  blush'd,  Euphelia  frown'd : 

I  sang  and  gazed,  1  played  and  trembled, 

And  Venus,  to  the  Loves  around, 

Reniark'd  how  ill  we  all  dissembled. 

Matthew  Prior, 


452.     SONG:  THE   SHAPE  ALONE   LET 
OTHERS   PRIZE. 

THE  shape  alone  let  others  prize, 
The  features  of  the  fair, 
I  look  for  spirit  in  her  eyes. 
And  meaning  in  her  air. 

A  damask  check,  an  ivory  arm, 

Shall  ne'er  my  wishes  win : 
Give  me  an  animated  form 

That  speaks  a  mind  within. 

A  face  where  awful  honour  shines, 

Where  sense  and  sweetness  move, 
And  angel  innocence  refines 
•  The  tenderness  of  love. 


These  are  the  soul  of  beaDtf*!  {rams, 

Without  whose  vital  ud, 
Unfinish'd  all  her  features  seem, 

And  all  ber  roses  dead 

But,  ah  r  where  both  these  channs  ucite^ 

How  perfect  is  the  view ; 
With  every  Jnu^e  of  delight, 

With  graces  ever  new. 

Of  power  to  chann  the  greatest  woe, 

The  wildest  rage  control, 
DiRusing  mildness  o'er  the  brow. 

And  rapture  through  the  louL 

Their  power  but  faintly  to  express 

Atl  language  must  despair. 
But  to  behold  Aspasia's  face,  ' 

And  read  it  perfect  there 

Mori  Ak*nsiiU. 


453.    TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 


DEAR  object  of  my  bte  and  early  prayerl 
Source  of  my  joyt  and  solace  of  my  care! 
Whose  gentle  friendship  such  a  charm  can  give 
As  makes  me  wish  and  tells  me  how  to  livet 
To  thee  the  muse  with  grateful  hand  would  bring 
These  first  fair  children  of  thedoubtful  Spring. 
O  may  they,  fearless  of  a  varying  sky, 
Bloom  in  thy  breast  and  smile  beneath  thine  eyel 
In  fairer  lights  their  vivid  blue  display, 
And  sweeter  breathe  their  little  lives  away. 

John  Langhgrtu. 
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454.    THE  KISS. 

N£  kiss,  dear  maid,  I  siaid  and  sigh'd; 
Your  scorn  the  little  boon  denied. 
Ah,  why  refuse  the  blameless  bliss? 
Can  danger  lurk  within  a  kiss  ? 
Yon  viewless  wanderer  of  the  vale, 
The  spirit  of  the  western  gale. 
At  morning's  break,  at  evening's  close, 
Inhales  the  sweetness  of  the  rose. 
And  hovers  o'er  th'  uninjured  bloom, 
Sighing  back  the  soft  perfume.  , 

Her  nectar-breathing  kisses  fling 
Vigour  to  the  zephyr's  wing, 
And  she  the  glitter  of  the  dew 
Scatters  on  the  rose'*s  hue. 
Bashful,  lo!  she  bends  her  head, 
And  darts  a  blush  of  deeper  red. 
i  Too  well  those  lovely  lips  disclose 

The  triumphs  of  the  opening  rose ; 
O  fair !  O  graceful !  bid  them  prove 
As  passive  to  the  breath  of  love  \ 
In  tender  accents,  faint  and  low, 
Well  pleased  I  hear  the  whisper'd  *  No!' 
The  whispered  *  No! '  how  httlc  meant, 
Sweet  falsehood  that  endears  consent! 
For  on  those  lovely  lips  the  while 
Dawns  the  soft  relenting  smile. 
And  tempts,  with  feign'd  dissuasive  coy, 
3  The  gentle  violence  of  the  joy. 

4S*.  T.  Coleridge. 


455.    THE   ROSE. 

AS  late  each  flower  that  sweetest  blows, 
I  pluck'd,  the  garden's  pride. 
Within  the  petals  of  a  rose 
A  sleeping  love  I  spied. 
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Around  his  brow  a  beaming  wreath 

Of  many  a  lacent  hue. 
All  purple  glow'd  his  chedk  beneathi 

Inebriate  with  dew. 

I  softly  seized  the  unguarded  rover/ 

Nor  scared  his  balmy  rest. 
And  placed  him,  caged  within  the  flower. 

On  spotless  Sara's  breast 

But  when,  unweeting  of  the  guile. 

Awoke  the  prisoner  sweet, 
He  struggled  to  escape  a  while, 

And  stamp'd  his  £ury  feet 

Ah !  soon  the  soul-entrandng  sight 

Subdued  the  impatient  boy ; 
He  gazed;  he  thrilled  with  deep  delight, 

Then  clapp'd  his  wings  with  joy. 

And  *  Oh  I  *  he  cried,  *  Of  magic  kind, 
What  charms  this  throne  endear ! 

Some  other  love  let  Venus  find, 
111  fix  my  empire  here. 

S.  T.  Coleridge. 


456.    SONG:  GO,  FORGET  ME. 

GO,  forget  me — why  should  sorrow 
O'er  that  brow  a  shadow  fling? 
Go,  forget  me — and  to-morrow 

Brightly  smile,  and  sweetly  sing. 
Smile,  though  I  shall  not  be  near  thee : 
Sing,  though  I  shall  never  hear  thee : 
May  thy  soul  with  pleasure  shine, 
Lasting  as  the  gloom  of  mine. 
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Ijfce  the  son,  thy  pmence  glowing, 

Qothes  the  nieancst  things  in  light; 
And  when  thou,  like  him,  ait  going, 

Loveliest  objects  fade  in  night 
All  things  looked  so  tari^t  about  thee, 
That  thef  nothing  teem  without  thee; 

By  that  pure  and  lucid  mind 

Earthly  things  were  too  refined. 

Go,  thou  vision  wildly  gleaming. 

Softly  on  thy  soul  that  fdl ; 
Go,  for  me  no  longer  beaming  — 

Hope  and  beauty!  fare  ye  well! 
Go,  and  all  that  once  delisted 
Take,  and  leave  me  all  benighted— 

Glory's  burning,  generous  swell 

Fancy,  and  the  poet's  shell. 

Rev.  Charles  Wolfe. 


4S7.    THE  QUESTION. 

IDREAM'D  that,  as  I  wandered  by  the  way. 
Bare  winter  suddenly  was  changed  to  spring, 
And  gentle  odours  led  my  steps  astray, 

Mix'd  with  the  sound  of  waters  murmuring, 
Along  a  shelving  bank  of  turf,  which  lay 

Under  a  copse,  and  hardly  dared  to  fling 
Its  green  arms  round  the  bosom  of  the  stream. 
But  kiss'd  it  and  then  fled,  as  thou  mightest  in  dream. 

There  grew,  'mid  wind,  flowers  and  violets, 
Daisies,  those  pearl'd  arcturi  of  the  earth. 
The  constellated  flower  that  never  sets. 

Faint  ox-lips,  tender  blue  bells,  at  whose  birth 
The  sod  scarce  heaved ;  and  that  tall  flower  that  wets 
Its  mother's  face  with  heaven -collected  tears, 
When  the  low  wind,  its  playmate's  voice,  it  hears. 
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And  in  the  wa.rm  hedge  grew  lush  eglantine. 
Green  cowbind,  and  the  moonlight-colouiM  may. 

And  cherry  blossoms,  and  white  cups,  whose  wine 
Was  the  bright  dew  yet  drained  not  by  the  day ; 

And  wild  roses,  and  ivy  serpentine, 
With  its  dark  buds  and  leaves,  wandering  astray ; 

And  flowers,  amre,  black,  and  streak'd  with  gold, 

Fairer  than  any  waken'd  eye  behold. 

And  nearer  to  the  river's  trembling  edge 
There  grew  broad  flag-flowers,  purple  brankt  with  whiter 

And  starry  river-buds,  among  the  sedge ; 

And  floating  water  lilies,  broad  and  bright, 
Which  lit  the  oak  that  overhung  the  ledge 

With  moonlight  beams  of  their  own  watery  light; 
And  buUrushes,  and  reeds  of  such  deep  green 
As-soothed  the  dazzled  eye  with  sober  sheen. 

Mcthoughl  that  of  these  visionary  flowers 

I  made  a  nosegay,  bound  in  such  a  way 
That  the  same  hues,  which  in  their  natural  bowers 

Were  mingled,  or  opposed,  the  like  array 
Kept  the  imprisoned  children  of  the  hours 

Within  my  hand, — and  then,  elate  and  gay, 
I  hastcn'd  to  the  spot  whence  1  had  come. 
That  I  might  there  present  it! — Oh!  to  whom? 

Pircy  Byssht  Shelley.' 


458.     LINES  TO  AN   INDIAN  AIR. 

I  ARISE  from  dreams  of  thee 
In  the  first  sweet  sleep  of  night, 
When  the  winds  are  breathing  low, 
And  the  stars  are  shining  bright: 
I  arise  from  dreams  of  thee. 

And  a  spirit  in  my  feet 
Has  led  mc — who  knows  how? 
To  thy  chamber  window,  sweet! 
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The  wandering  ain  thejr  bint 

On  the  dark,  the  silent  ■treaiB — 
The  champak  odoora  fade, 

Like  sweet  thoughts  in  a  dieam  ; 
The  nightingale's  complaint, 

It  dies  upon  her  heart, 
As  1  must  on  thine, 

Beloved  as  thou  att! 

O  lift  me  from  the  grassi 

I  die,  I  faint,  I  faill 
Let  thy  love  in  losses  rain 

On  my  lips  and  eyelids  pale. 
My  cheek  is  cold  and  white,  alas '. 

My  heart  beats  loud  and  fast 
Oh!  press  it  closfc  to  thine  again, 

Where  it  will  break  at  last 

Percy  Bysshe  SktlUy. 


459.    LOVE'S  PHILOSOPHY. 

SEE  the  mountains  kiss  high  heaven, 
And  the  waves  clasp  one  another; 
No  sister  dower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdain'd  its  brother : 
And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  earth, 

And  the  moonbeams  kiss  the  sea : 
What  are  all  those  kissings  wonh. 
If  thou  kiss  not  me? 

Perty  Bysshe  Shelley. 


460L    SONG:  DRINK  YE  TO  HER  THAT  EACH 
LOVES  BEST. 

DRINK  ye  to  her  that  each  loves  best. 
And  if  you  nurse  a  flame 
That's  told  but  to  her  mutual  breast. 
We  wiU  not  ask  her  name. 
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Enough,  whfle  memory  tranced  and  ^ad. 

Paints  silently  the  fitir, 
That  each  should  dream  of  joys  he^  had. 

Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 

Yet  far,  far  hence,  be  jest  or  boast, 
From  hallowed  thoughts  so  dear; 

But  drink  to  them  that  we  love  most, 
As  they  would  love  to  hear. 


461.    O  NIGHTINGALE! 


O  NIGHTINGALE!  thou  surely  art 
A  creature  of  a  fiery  heart :  ' 

Those  notes  of  thine — they  pierce  and  pierce; 
Tumultuous  harmony  and  fierce  I 
Thou  singst  as  if  the  god  of  wine 
Had  helped  thee  to  a  valentine ; 
A  song  in  mockery,  and  despite 
Of  shades,  and  dews,  and  silent  night. 
And  steady  bliss,  and  all  the  loves 
Now  sleeping  in  those  peaceful  groves. 

I  heard  a  stock-dove  sing  or  say 

His  homely  tale  this  very  day; 

His  voice  was  buried  among  the  trees. 

Yet  to  be  come  at  by  the  breeze. 

He  did  not  cease ;  but  cooed,  and*cooed ; 

And  somewhat  pensively  he  wooed : — 

He  sang  of  love  with  quiet  blending. 

Slow  to  begin,  and  never  ending; 

Of  serious  faith,  and  inward  glee ; 

That  was  the  song — the  song  for  me ! 

Wordsworih. 
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462.    ON  A  LADY  ASLEEP. 

SLEEP  on,  and  dream  of  heaven  awhile ; 
Though  shut  so  close  thy  laughing  eyes, 
Thy  rosy  lips  still  wear  a  smiley 
And  move  and  breathe  delicious  sighs! 

Ah  I  now  soft  blushes  tinge  her  cheeks, 

And  mantle  o'er  her  neck  of  snow. 
Ah  I  now  she  murmurs,  now  she  speaks 

What  most  I  wish — and  fear  to  know. 

She  starts,  she  trembles,  and  she  weeps ! 

Her  fair  hands  folded  on  her  breast ; — 
And  now,  how  like  a  saint  she  sleeps, 

A  seraph  in  the  realms  of  rest! 

Sleep  on  secure.    Above,  control. 
Thy  thoughts  belong  to  Heaven  and  thee! 

And  may  the  secret  of  thy  soul 
Remain  within  its  sanctuary. 

Samuel  Rogers, 

463.    SONNET:  GO,  VALENTINE,  AND  TELL 
THAT  LOVELY  MAID. 
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O,  valentine,  and  tell  that  lovely  maid 
Whom  fancy  still  will  portray  to  my  sight, 
How  here  I  linger  in  this  sullen  shade, 
i  This  dreary  gloom  of  dull,  monastic  night. 

3  ;  Say  that,  from  ev'ry  joy  of  life  remote. 

At  evening's  closing  hour  I  quit  the  throng, 
Listening  in  solitude  the  ring-dove's  note, 

Who  pours  like  me  her  solitary  song. 
Say  that  her  absence  calls  the  sorrowing  sigh, 

Say  that  of  all  her  charms  I  love  to  speak. 
In  fancy  feci  the  magic  of  her  eye, 

In  fancy  view  the  smile  illume  her  check, 
Court  the  lone  hour  when  silence  stills  the  gfrove, 
And  heave  the  sigh  of  memory  and  of  love. 

Souihey. 
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4^4.    OUR  FIRST  YOUNG  LOVE. 

OUR  first  young  love  resembles 
That  short  but  brilliant  ray 
Which  smiles,  and  weeps,  and  trembles, 

Through  April's  earliest  day. 
No,  no, — all  life  before  us, 

However  its  lights  may  play, 
Can  shed  no  lustre  o*er  us 
Like  that  first  April  day. 

Our  summer  sun  may  squander 

A  blaze  serencr,  grander ; 
Our  autumn  beam  may,  like  a  dream 

Of  heaven,  die  calm  away ; 
But  no — let  life  before  us 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may. 
Twill  shed  no  lustre  o'er  us 

Like  that  first  trembling  ray. 

T,  Moore. 


465.     INVITATION. 

COME,  thou  lover,  in  whose  eyes 
Dreams  of  absent  beauty  rise, 
In  my  little  page  thoult  find 
Balmy  medicine  for  the  mind : 
Love  still  living  in  its  prime, 
Tried  by  sorrows,  tried  by  time, 
O'er  the  clouds  of  human  ill 
Soaring  angel,  pinioned  still. 

Come,  thou  maiden,  sweet  and  young, 
Like  a  lyre  with  silver  strung; 
Like  the  breathing  violet, 
Still  with  morning's  kisses  wet ; 
Like  a  sweet  bird  in  its  nest, 
Stranger  to  the  world's  unrest ; 


Dictumary.  431 


Ere  upon  the  breeze  it  flings 
The  rich  painting  of  its  wings ;  . 
Thou  shalt  find  a  wondrous  spell 
In  my  little  oracle, 
Visions  bright  of  happy  youth, 
Thoughts  of  tenderness  and  truth. 
Blooms  that,  borrowed  from  the  skies, 
Fell  on  earth  from  Paradise. 


4661    MARGARET. 

THERE  was  no  beauty  of  the  wood  or  field 
But  she  its  fragrant  bosom-secret  knew, 
Nor  any  but  to  her  would  freely  yield 

Some  grace  that  in  her  soul  took  root  and  grew: 
Nature  to  her  glow*d  ever  new,  reveal'd. 

All  rosy  fresh  with  innocent  morning  dew. 
And  look'd  into  her  heart  with  dim,  sweet  e)'es 
That  left  it  full  of  sylvan  memories. 

O,  what  a  face  was  hers  to  brighten  light, 
And  give  back  sunshine  with  an  added  glow, 

To  wile  each  moment  with  a  fresh  delight 
And  part  of  memory's  best  contentment  grow ! 

O,  how  her  voice,  as  with  an  inmate's  right. 
Into  the  strangest  heart  would  welcome  go. 

And  make  it  sweet,  and  ready  to  become 

Of  white  and  gracious  thoughts  the  chosen  home  J 

None  look'd  upon  her  but  he  straightway  thought 
Of  all  the  greenest  depths  of  country  cheer, 

And  into  each  one's  heart  was  freshly  brought 
What  was  to  him  the  sweetest  time  of  year, 

So  was  her  every  look  and  motion  firaught 
With  out-of-door  delights  and  forest  lere ; 

Notthc  first  violet  on  a  woodland  lea 

Seem'd  a  more  visible  gift  of  spring  than  she. 


o  buUd  with  human  thoughts  a  shrine, 

Where  Hope  sits  brooding  like  a. beauteous  dove; 
Where  Tiin^  seems  young,  and  Life  a  thing  divine^ 
All  tastes,  all  pleasures,  ail  desires  combine 

To  consecrate  this  sanctuary  of  bliss. 
Above,  the  stars  in  shroudless  beauty  shine ; 

Around,  the  streams  their  flovrery  mai^in  kiss ; 

And  if  there's  heaven  on  earth,  that  heaven  is  surely  this. 

Yes,  this  is  love,  tbe  steadfast  and  the  true ; 

The  immortal  glory  which  hath  never  set; 
The  best,  the  brightest  boon  the  heart  e'er  knew; 

Df  all  life's  sweets  the  very  sweetest  yet ! 

Oh !  who  but  can  recall  the  eve  they  met 
To  breathe  in  some  green  walk  iheir  first  young  voir. 

While  summer  flowers  with  moonlight  dews  were  wet, 
And  winds  sighed  soft  around  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  all  was  rapture  then  which  is  but  memory  now ! 

Charles  Szaaia. 


468.     LOVE   IS  LIKE  THE  GLASS. 

LOVE  is  like  the  glass 
That  throws  its  own  rich  colours  over  all. 
And  makes  all  beautiful.    The  morning  looks 
Its  very  loveliest  when  the  fresh  air 
Has  tinged  the  check  we  love  with  its  glad  red  ; 
And  the  hot  noon  flits  by  most  rapidly 
When  dearest  eyes  gaie  with  us  on  the  page 
Bearing  the  poet's  words  of  love;  and  then 
The  twilight  walk  when  the  linked  arms  can  feci 
The  beating  of  the  heart ;  upon  the  air 
There  is  a  music  never  heard  but  once, 
A  light  the  eyes  can  never  see  again : 
Each  star  has  its  own  prophecy  of  hope, 
And  every  song  and  tale  ibat  breathe  of  love. 
Seem  echoes  of  the  heart.  L,  E.  L. 
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469.    THE  FIRST  AVOWAL. 

IT  nas  no  fancy,  he  had  named  the  name 
Of  love,  and  at  the  thought  her  cheek  grew  Hame : 
It  was  the  first  time  her  young  ear  had  heard 
A  !o\'er's  burning  sigh  or  silver  word. 
Her  thoughts  were  aU  confusion,  but  mo&t  sweet. 
Her  heart  beat  high,  but  pleasant  was  its  beat. 
She  murmured  over  many  a  snatch  of  song 
That  might  to  her  own  feelings  now  belong ; 
She  thought  upon  old  histories  she  had  read, 
And  placed  herself  in  each  high  heroine's  stead ; 
Then  woke  her  lute.    Oh!  there  is  little  known 
Of  music's  power,  till  aided  by  love's  own. 
And  this  is  happiness.     Oh !  love  will  last 
When  all  that  made  it  happiness  is  past. 
When  all  its  hopes  are  as  the  glittering  toya. 
Time  present  oflers,  lime  to  come  destroys. 
When  they  have  been  loo  often  crushed  to  earth. 
For  farther  blindness  to  their  little  worth, 
^Vhe^  fond  illusions  have  dropt  one  by  one, 
Like  pearls  from  a  rich  cascanet,  till  none 
Are  left  upon  life's  soiled  and  naked  string, 
And  this  is  all  what  time  will  ever  bring : 

L.E.L. 


470.    WOMAN'S   LOVE. 

Ere  the  tongue 
Can  utter,  or  the  eye  a  wo  reveal, 
Her  smile  is  round  us  like  a  guardian  spell 
Whicli  nothing  scatters,  save  the  tyrant's  gloo 
Of  death,  and  then,  whose  unfotsjdecn  glance 
Till  the  last  hue  of  being  fade,  from  dawn 
Td  midnight  keeps  angelic  watch  beside 
The  ebbing  spirit ;  lighting  it  to  heaven, 

3& 
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Tis  action  makes  the  world  of  man;  but  life 
Is  feeling,  such  as  gentle  woman  beare ; 
TTie  fairy  people  of  licr  iniiard  world 
Arc  Irut  affi-lions    when  llic  bliglit  hath  ti 

Or  wron^ci!  ^ii^ir  [■■.  i.i'v,  ii.i-l.tv  .  .i],.l,  this  earth 
Becomes    '■■  elements  :;":.■,  m    :  ^^i'.-. 
And  sikd  ■       the  sepulchre  of  thougfat, 
Wheicia  the  anguish  of  ber  (pint  dwells. 


471.  SONNET:PERHAPS  THE  LADYOFTHY  LOVE. 

PERHAPS  the  lady  of  thy  love  ii  now 
Looking  upon  the  skies.    A  single  star 

Is  rising  in  the  eivst,  :imi  fwni  afar 
Sheds  a  most  Ireniulnu^  lubtn- ;   silent  night 

Doth  wear  it  like  a  jewel  on  her  brow. 
But  see!  it  motions  with  a  lovely  light 

Onward  aiKi  onw.trd  through  those  depths  of  Uue 

To  it5  appointed  course,  steadfast  and  true. 
So,  dearest,  would  1  fain  be  unto  thee 

Steadfast  for  ever,  kke  yon  planet  &ir,- 

And  yet  more  like  art  thou  a  jewel  rare, 
Oh !  brighter  than  the  brightest  star  to  me. 

Come  hither,  my  young  love,  and  I  will  wear 
Thy  beauty  on  my  heart  delightedly. 

Barry  Cornwall. 


472.    THE  DIFFIDENCE  OF  LOVE. 
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7'HY  should  I  blush  to  own  I  loveP 
'Tis  love  that  nilcs  the  realms  above. 
Why  should  1  blush  to  say  to  all 
That  virtue  holds  my  heart  in  thiall? 


Why  should  \  seek  the  thickett  shade, 

Le*t  Love's  dear  secret  be  betrayed? 
Why  the  stem  brow  dtceitful  more, 
When  I  am  bnguishing  with  love? 

Is  it  a  weakness  thus  to  dwell 
On  passion  that  I  dare  not  tell? 
Such  weakness  I  would  ever  prove. 
Tis  painful,  but  tis  sweet  to  lovel 

Htnry  Kirkt  WkiU. 


473.    THE   PRIDE   OF  LOVE. 

TIS  strange  with  how  much  power  and  pride 
The  softness  ii  of  love  alUed ; 
How  much  of  powcr  to  force  the  breast, 
To  be  in  oiilwatd  show  at  rest. 
How  much  of  pride  that  never  eye 
May  look  upon  its  iigOny? 
Ah !  little  will  the  lip  reveal 
Of  all  the  burning  heart  can  feeL 
Ohl  why  should  wotnan  ever  lo\-e, 
Trusting  to  one  sole  star  above, 
And  fling  her  little  chance  away 
Of  sunshine,  for  its  doubtful  ray. 


474.    UNREQUITED   LOVE. 

SlSTERl  since  I  met  thee  last, 
O'er  thy  brow  a  change  hath  passed ; 
In  the  softness  of  thine  eyes 
Deep  and  still  a  shadow  lies ; 
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From  thy  voice  there  thrills  a  tone. 
Never  to  thy  childhood  known ; 
Through  thy  soul  a  stonn  hath  moved^— 
Gentle  sister,  thou  hast  loved! 

Yes!  thy  varying  cheek  hath  caught       ^ 
Hues  too  bright  from  trouUed  thought ;    . 
Far  along  the  wandering  stream 
Thou  art  followed  by  a  dream ; 
In  the  woods  and  vsdleys  lone 
Music  haunts  thee  not  thine  own ; 
Wherefore  fall  thy  tears  like  rain? 
Sister,  thou  hast  loved  in  vain ! 

Tell  me  not  the  tale,  my  flower! 
On  my  bosom  pour  that  shower! 
Tell  me  not  of  kind  thoughts  wasted ; 
Tell  me  not  of  young  hopes  blasted; 
Wring  not  forth  one  burning  word, 
Let  thy  heart  no  more  be  stirred! 
Home  alone  can  give  thee  rest, 
Weep,  sweet  sister,  on  my  breast! 

Mrs.  Hemant, 


475.    LOVE  SYMPATHIES. 

THERE  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines — 
Involuntary  sparks  of  thought 
Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o'erwroiight, 
And  form  a  strange  intelligence 
Alike  mysterious  and  intense ; 
Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds 
Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds, 
Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire. 
We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire. 
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476.    SLIGHTED   LOVE. 

Ma^  slighted  woman  lum, 
And  as  a  vine  the  oak  hath  shaken  ofT, 
Bend  lightly  to  her  tenderness  again? 
Oh  no !  by  all  her  loveliness,  by  all 
That  makes  life  poetry  and  beauty,  no! 
Make  her  a  slave,  steal  from  her  rosy  check 
By  needless  jealousies  ;  )«  the  last  star 
Leave  her  a  watcher  by  your  couch  of  pain ; 
Wrong  her  by  petulance,  suspicion— all 
That  makes  her  cup  a  bitlcrncss—yet  give 
One  evidence  of  love,  and  earth  has  not 
An  cinbkm  of  devotedncss  like  hers. 
But,  oh!  estrange  her  once,  it  boots  not  how, 
By  wrong  or  silence,  anything  that  tells 
A  change  has  come  upon  your  tenderness, 
And  there  is  not  a  high  thing  out  of  heaven 
Her  pride  o'cnnastereth  notl 

A'.  P.  Willis. 


Vn.    THE  LOVE  BORN  OF  SORROW. 

OUR  love  has  been  no  summer  flower. 
For  joys  bright  chaplct  braided ; 
Drooping  when  tempests  darkly  lower. 
By  griefs  bleak  winter  faded. 

We  have  not  loved  as  those  who  plight 
Their  troth  in  sunny  weather, 

Wtiile  leaves  arc  green,  and  skies  are  bright. 
To  tread  life's  path  together. 

But  we  have  loved  as  those  who  tivad 

The  thorny  path  of  sorrow. 
With  clouds  o'crcast,  and  cause  to  dread 

Vet  deeper  gloom  to-morrow. 
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That  thorny  path,  those  dandy  tldes» 
Have  drawn  our  spirits  nearer^ 

And  rendered  us,  by  holier  ties. 
Each  to  the  other  dearer. 

Love  bom  in  hours  of  joy  and  mirth. 
With  mirth  and  joy  may  perish; 

That  to  which  darker  days  gave  birth 
Still  more  and  more  we  cherish. 

It  looks  beyond  the  clouds  of  time^ 

Through  death's  dim  shadowy  portal; 

Made  by  adversity  sublime, 
By  faith  and  hope  immortal 

B.  Barton. 


478.    PERHAPS   I  LOVE. 

Perhaps  I  love 

To  visit  my  heart's  treasure  by  that  light 
When  misers  seek  their  buried  hoards ;  to  steal 
Upon  the  loved  one,  like  a  mermaid's  song, 
Unseen  and  floating  between  sea  and  sky; 
To  creep  upon  her  in  love's  loneliest  hour, 
Not  in  her  daylight  beauty  with  the  glare 
Of  the  bright  sun  aroimd  her;  but  thus  pure 
And  white,  and  delicate,  under  the  cool  moon. 
Or  lamp  ojf  alabaster.    Thus  I  love 
To  think  of  thee,  thou  dear  one!  thus  with  flowers 
About  thee,  and  fresh  air,  and  such  a  light, 
And  such  a  stillness ;  thus  I  dream  of  thee. 

Miss  Mii/ortL 
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479-    THE   PRAYER  OF   EARTHLY  LOVE. 

Unseen  she  prayed 

With  all  tlie  still,  small  whispers  of  the  night. 

And  with  the  searching  glancea  of  the  stars, 

And  with  her  God  alone.    She  lifted  up 

Her  sad,  sweet  voice,  while  tremb'ling  o'er  her  head 

The  dark  leaves  thrilled  with  prayer — the  tearful  prayer 

Of  woman's  quenchless  yet  repentant  love. 

'Father  of  spirits,  hear! 
Look  on  the  inmost  soul  to  thee  revealed, 
Look  on  the  fountain  of  the  burning  tear. 

Before  thy  sight  in  solitude  unsealedl 

'  Hear,  Father !  hear  and  aid ! 

If  1  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed 
In  my  vain  fondness,  o'er  a  mortal  head 

Gifts,  in  thy  shrine,  my  Cod,  more  htly  laid ; 

'  If  I  have  sought  to  live 

But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  mortal  eye 

The  lonely  star  of  my  idolatry; 
Thou,  that  art  love,  oh  1  pity  and  forgivel 

'  Chastened  and  schooled  at  last, 

No  more  my  struggling  spirit  bums; 

But  fixed  on  thee,  from  that  vain  woi^hip  turns! 
What  have  I  said?  the  deep  dream  is  not  past. 

'  Yet  hear !    If  still  I  love, 
Oh  Btill  too  fondly—  if  for  ever  seen 
An  earthly  image  comes  my  soul  between. 

And  thy  calm  glory,  Father,  throned  above ; 

■     'If  Still  a  voice  is  near, 

(Even  while  I  strive  these  wanderings  to  control) 
An  earthly  voice,  disquieting  my  soul 
With  itj  deep  music,  too  Intensely  dear; 
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*  O,  Father,  draw  to  thee 

My  lost  affections  back;  the  dreaming  eye 

Clear  from  the  mist,  sustain  the  heart  that 

Give  the  worn  soul  once  more  its  pinions  fiek 

*  I  must  love  on,  O  God  t 

This  bosom  must  love  onl  but  let  thy  breath 
Touch  and  make  pure  the  flame  that  knows  not  death. 
Bearing' it  up  to  heaven — Love's  own  abode.' 


48a    HER  NAME. 

WITH  more  than  Jewish  reverence  as  yet 
Do  I  the  sacred  name  conceal 
When,  ye  kind  stars,  ah !  when  will  it  be  fit 

This  gentle  mystery  to  reveal? 
When  will  our  love  be  named,  and  we  possess 
That  christening  as  a  badge  of  happiness? 

So  bold  as  yet  no  verse  of  mine  hath  been, 

To  wear  that  gem  in  any  line ; 
Nor,  till  the  happy  nuptial  muse  be  seen, 

Shall  any  stanza  with  it  shine. 
Rest,  mighty  name  I  till  then ;  for  thou  must  be 
Laid  down  by  her  ere  taken  up  by  me. 

Then  all  the  fields  and  woods  shall  with  it  ring ; 

Then  echo's  burden  it  shall  be ; 
Then  all  the  birds  in  several  notes  shall  sing, 

And  all  the  rivers  murmur — /Aee; 
Then  every  wind  the  sound  shall  upward  bear. 
And  sofdy  whisper  it  to  some  angePs  ear. 

Ccwley, 
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481.    THE  CONFESSION. 

THERE  is  a  language  by  the  Virgin  mnde, 
Not  read,  but  felt ;  not  uttered,  but  betrayed ; 
A  route  communion,  yet  so  wondrous  sweet, 
Eyes  must  impart  what  tongue  can  ne'er  repeat 
Tis  written  on  her  cheeks  and  meaning  brows; 
In  one  short  glance  whole  volumes  it  avows; 
In  one  short  moment  tells  of  many  d^ys; 
In  one  short  speaking  silence  all  conveys. 
Joy,  sorrow,  love,  recounts, — hope,  pity,  fear; 

'      And  looks  a  sigh,  and  weeps  without  a  tear. 
Oh !  'tis  so  chaste,  so  touching,  so  refined, 
So  soft,  so  wistful,  sd  sincere,  so  kind! 
Were  eyes  melodious,  and  could  music  shower 
From  orient  rays  ne'er  striking  on  a  flower, 
Such  heavenly  music  from  that  glance  might  rise, 

^^tod  angels  own  the  music  of  the  skies. 


482.    WAKE,  OH   WAKEl 


7AKE,  oh  wakel  the  morning  star 
Hath  ceased  to  grace  his  glittering  car; 
Slowly  (he  redd'ning  clouds  unfofd, 
And  frequent  streaks  of  luring  gold 
Announce  il    " 


The  light  brecie  wafts  perfun 


n  high. 


Less  sweet  ;Llone  than  thy  sweet  sigh! 
The  flower  with  fresher  lints  is  glowing, 
The  fount  with  clearer  crystal  flowing. 
O  come!  O  come! 
Hours  like  this  a  charm  impart, 
That  wins  the  eye,  but  not  the  heart. 
While  love  is  stilt  away! 
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Wake,  oh  wake !  through  every  grove 

Is  heard  the  master  sound  of  love; 

And  shall  a  dearer  love  be  vain 

To  bid  thee  burst  dull  slumbers  chain, 

And  spurn  at  slow  delay? 

Though  morning  glow  with  teints  divine, 

I'd  change  her  brightest  blush  for  thine^ 

And  deem  thine  eye  from  sleep  awaking, 

Outshone  the  sun  through  darkness  breaking. 

O  come !   O  come ! 

Hours  like  this  are  quickly  fled, 

But  thy  fond  smile  a  joy  can  shed 

Which  melts  not  thus  away. 

T.Dale. 


483.    THE  ABSENT  LOVER  TO   HIS 
BETROTHED. 

SUMMER  was  in  the  hills  when  last  we  parted. 
Flowers  in  the  vale,  and  beauty  in  the  sky ; 
Our  hearts  were  true,  although  our  hopes  were  thwarted. 

Forward,  with  wistful  eye, 
Scarce  half  resigned,  we  looked,  yet  thought  how  sweet 
'T would  be  again  in  after  months  to  meet. 
And  months  have  passed :  now  the  bright  moon  is  shining 

O'er  the  gray  mountains  and  the  still  sea, 
As  by  the  streamlets  willowy  bend  reclining 

I  pause,  remembering  thee, 
Who  to  the  moonlight  lent  a  softer  charm. 
As  through  these  wilds  we  wandered  arm  in  arm ! 

Yes !  as  we  round  the  silver  earth  seemed  glowing, 
With  many  a  beauty  unremarked  before* 

The  soul  was  like  a  deep  urn  overflowing 
With  thoughts  or  treasured  store. 

The  very  flowers  seemed  bom  but  to  exhale, 

As  breathed  the  west,  their  fragrance  to  the  gale. 
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Methinkg  1  see  thee  yet — ihy  fonn  of  lightness. 
Ad  angel  phantom  gliding  through  the  trees, 
ie  alabaster  brow,  thy  cheek  of  brightness, 
Thy  tresses  in  the  brec/c 
Floating  their  auburn,  and  thine  eyes  that  madr. 
So  rich  their  blue,  heaven's  azure  like  a  shade. 

Methinks  even  yet  I  feel  thy  limid  fingers. 

With  their  bland  pressure  thrilling  bliss  to  mine ; 
Methinks  yet  on  my  cheek  thy  breathing  lingers. 

As  fondly  leant  to  thine 
I  told  how  life  all  pleasureless  would  be, 
Green  palm  tree  of  earth's  desert,  wanting  tbcc 
Not  yet,  not  yet,  had  disappointment  shrouded 

Youth's  summer  calms  with  storms  of  wintry  strife ; 
The  star  of  hope  shone  o'er  our  path  unclouded. 

And  fancy  coloured  life 
With  those  Elysian  rainbow  hues  which  truth 
Melts  with  his  rod  when  disenchanting  youth. 

Where  art  thou  now?  \  look  around,  but  see  not 

The  features  and  the  form  that  haunt  my  dreams? 
Where  art  thou  now?  I  listen,  but  for  me  not 

The  deep,  rich  music  streams 
Of  that  entrancing  voice,  which  could  bestow 
A  rest  to  pleasure,  and  a  balm  to  woe ; 
I  miss  thy  smile  when  mom's  first  light  is  bursting 

Through  the  green  branches  of  the  casement  tree ; 
To  list  thy  voice  my  lonely  car  is  thirsting 

Beside  the  moonlight  sea. 
Vain  are  my  longings,  my  repining  vain; 
Sleep  only  gives  thee  to  my  aniis  again. 

Yet  should  it  chcei  me,  that  nor  woe  hath  shattered 
The  ties  that  link  our  hearts ;  nor  hate,  nor  wrath. 

And  soon  the  day  may  dawn  when  shall  be  scattered 
All  shadows  from  our  path. 

And  visions  be  fulfilled,  by  Hope  adored. 

In  thee  the  long-lost,  to  mine  aims  restored. 


The  Lowr/ 


Ah!  could  I  see  thee!— iee  thee,  were  h  raly 
But  for  a  moment,  looking  blin  to  mel 

Ah  I  could  I  hear  thee  1  deaolate  and  lon^ 
Is  life  deprived  of  thee. 

I  start  from  out  my  revery  to  know 

That  hills  between  us  rise,  and  riven  flow! 

Let  fortune  change — be  fickle  Fate  preparing 

To  shower  her  arrows  or  to  abed  her  balm, 
All  that  I  ask  for,  pray  for,  is  the  «hTiiig    - 

With  thee  life's  storm  or  calm:  , 

For  ah  I  with  others  wealth  and  mirth  would  be,' 
Less  sweet  by  far  than  sorrow  shared  with  theel 
Yes !  vainly,  foolishly,  the  vulgar  reckon 

That  happiness  resides  in  outward  shows: 
Contentment  from  the  lowliest  cot  may  beckon 

True  love  to  sweet  repose: 
For  genuine  bliss  can  ne'er  be  far  apart, 
When  soul  meets  soul  and  heart  responds  to  heart. 

Farewell !  let  tyrannous  time  roll  on,  estranging 

The  eyes  and  heart  from  each  familiar  spot: 
Be  fickle  friendship  with  the  seasons  changing, 

So  that  thou  changest  not! 
I  would  not  that  the  love  which  owes  its  birth 
To  Heaven,  should  perish  like  the  things  of  earth ! 
Adieu!  as  falls  the  flooding  moonlight  round  me. 

Fall  Heaven's  best  joys  on  thy  bdovM  headl 
May  cares  [hat  harass,  and  may  griefs  that  wound  me, 

Flee  from  thy  path  and  bed ! 
Be  every  thought  that  stirs,  and  hour  that  flies 
Sweet  as  thy  smile  and  radiant  as  thine  eyes. 

Dtlta  {D.  At.  Meir). 
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484.    THE  TRANCE  OF  LOVE. 


LOVE  in  3  drowsy  mood  one  day 
Reclin'd  with  all  his  nymphs  around  him. 
His  feathered  darts  neglected  lay. 

And  faded  were  the  flowers  that  crowned  him. 
Young  Hope,  with  eye  of  light,  in  vain 
Led  smiling  Beauty  to  implore  him, 
While  Genius  poured  his  sweetest  strain. 
And  Pleasure  shook  his  roses  o'er  him. 

At  length  a  stranger  sought  the  grove, 

And  fiery  vengeance  seemed  to  guide  him ; 
He  rudely  tore  the  wreaths  of  Love, 

And  broke  the  dans  that  lay  beside  him. 
The  little  god  now  wakeful  grew. 

And,  angry  at  Ibc  bold  endeavour. 
He  rose  and  wowe  his  wreaths  anew, 

And  strung  his  bow  more  firm  than  ever. 

When.lo!  the  invader  cried, '  Farewell! 

My  skill,  bright  nymphs,  this  lesson  teaches — 
When  Love  is  sprightly  bind  him  well 

With  smiles,  and  songs,  and  honeyed  speeches; 
But  should  dull  Languor  seize  the  god. 

Recall  me  on  my  friendly  mission. 
For  know  when  Love  begins  to  nod. 

His  surest  spur  is  opposition.' 


485.    THE  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR. 

IN  tatter'd  old  slippers  that  toast  at  the  bars, 
And  a  ragged  old  jacket  perfumed  with  cigars. 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  its  cares, 
IVe  a  snog  little  kingdom  up  four  pair  of  stain. 
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To  mount  to  this  realm  is  a  toil  to  be  fore,      , 
But  the.tire  there  is  bright  and  the  air  rather  pare ; 
And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  sunshiny  day 
Is  grand  through  the  chimney-pots  oVer  the  my. 

This  snug  litle  chamber  is  cramm'd  in  all  nooks. 

With  worthless  old  knidcnacks  and  silly  old  boc^s, 

And  foolish  old  odds  and  foolish  old  endst 

Craclc'd  bargains  from  brokers,  cheap  Iceepsakes  from  fiio^ 

Old  armour,  prints,  pictures,  pipes,  chinx  (all  ciadc'd), 
Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-back'dj 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see; 

What  matter?  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  di\'an  need  the  Sultan  require, 
Than  the  creaking  old  sofa  that  basks  by  the  fire ; 
And  'tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheezy  spinet 

That  praying-nig  came  from  a  Turcoman's  camp ; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  braien  old  lamp ; 
A  Mameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has  drawn : 
Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  mulilins  upon. 

Long,  long  through  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  chinies, 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  m& 

But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that  garnish  my  nest, 
There's  one  that  I  love  .and  I  cherish  the  beat ; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that's  padded  with  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

Tis  a  bandy-legg'd,  high -shouldered,  worm-eaten  seat, 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted  old  feet; 
But  since  the  fair  morning  when  Fanny  sat  there, 
I  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottom'd  chair. 
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If  chairs  have  but  feeling,  in  holding  such  charms, 
A  thrill  must  have  passed  through  your  withered  old  arms ! 
I  looked,  and  I  long'd,  and  I  wish'd  in  despair ; 
I  wish'd  myself  turn'd  to  a  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

It  was  but  a  moment  she  sate  in  this  place, 

She'd  a  scarf  on  her  neck,  and  a  smile  on  her  face ! 

A  smile  on  her  face,  and  a  rose  in  her  hair, 

And  she  sat  there,  and  bloom'd  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

And  so  I  have  valued  my  chair  ever  since. 

Like  the  shrine  of  a  saint  or  the  throne  of  a  prince ; 

Saint  Fanny,  my  patroness  sweet  I  declare, 

The  queen  of  my  heart  and  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

When  the  candles  bum  low,  and  the  company's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  as  I  sit  here  alone — 
I  sit  here  alone,  but  we  yet  are  a  pair — 
My  Fanny  I  see  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

She  comes  from  the  past  and  revisits  my  room  ; 
She  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beauty  and  bloom ; 
So  smiling  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so  fair. 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 


486.     LOVE:    PLL  SING  OF  HEROES. 

I'LL  sing  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 
In  mighty  numbers,  mighty  things. 
Begin,  my  muse!  but,  lo !  the  strings 
To  my  great  song  rebellious  prove : 
The  strings  will  sound  of  naught  but  love. 
I  broke  them  all,  and  put  on  new, 
'Tis  this  or  nothing  sure  will  do. 
These  sure,  said  I,  will  me  obey. 
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These  sure  Iwroic  notes  will  play. 
Straight  I  began  with  <  Thundering  Jove, 
And  all  the  immortal  powers,'  but  Lovey 
Love  smiled,  and  from  my  enfeeUed  Ijrre 
Came  gentle  airs  such  as  inspire 
Melting  love  and  tender  fire. 
Farewell,  then,  heroes!  fai«wdl  kings  I 
And  mighty  numbers,  mighty  things !  * 
Love  tunes  my  heart  just  to  my  itiiags. 

Cevltf. 


487.    GIVE  ME  BUT  THY  LOVE.     ^  )^ 

GIVE  me  but  thy  love,  and  I 
Envy  none  beneath  the  sky  t 
Pains  and  pierils  I  defy 

If  thy  presence  cheer  me. 


Give  me  but  thy  love,  my  sweet! 

Joy  shall  bless  us  when  we  meet  \ 

Pleasures  come,  and  cares  retreat. 

When  thou  smilest  near  me. 

Happy  'twere,  beloved  one. 
When  the  toils  of  day  are  done. 
Ever  with  the  set  of  sun 

To  thy  fond  aims  retiring  ;— 
There  to  feel,  and  there  to  kitow 
A  balm  that  baffles  every  wo. 
While  hearts  that  beat  and  eyes  that  glot 

Are  sweetest  thoughts  inspiring. 

What  are  all  the  joys  of  earth? 
What  are  revelry  and  mirth? 
Vacant  blessings — nothing  worth 
To  hearts  that  ever  knew  love. 
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What  is  all  the  pomp  of  state, 
What  the  grandeur  of  the  great, 
To  the  raptures  that  await 
On  the  path  of  true  love  ? 

Should  joy  our  days  and  years  illume, 
How  sweet  with  thee  to  share  such  doom ! 
Nor,  oh !  less  sweet,  should  sorrows  come. 

To  cherish  and  caress  thee. 
Then  while  I  live,  then  till  I  die. 
Oh!  be  thou  only  smiling  by ; 
And  while  I  breathe.  111  fondly  try, 

With  all  my  heart  to  bless  thee. 

Delta  {D.  M,  Moir), 
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488.     LOVE   IN   THE   SOUL. 

LOVE  in  the  soul,  not  bold  and  confident, 
But  like  Aurora,  trembles  into  being ; 
And  with  faint  flickering,  and  uncertain  beams. 
Gives  notice  to  the  awakening  world  within  us 
Of  the  full  blazing  orb,  that  soon  shall  rise 
And  kindle  all  its  passions.     Then  begin 
Sorrow  and  joy, — unutterable  joy. 
And  rapturous  sorrow.     Then  the  world  is  nothing  ; 
Pleasure  is  nothing ;  suffering  is  nothing ; 
Ambition,  riches,  praise,  power,  all  are  nothing; — 
Love  rules  and  rcigYis  despotic  and  alone ! 
Then,  oh  I  the  shape  of  magic  loveliness 
He  conjures  up  before  us.     In  her  form 
Is  p>erfect  symmetry.     Her  swan -like  gait, 
As  she  glides  by  us,,  like  a  lovely  dream, 
Seems  not  of  earth.     From  her  bright  eye  the  soul 
Looks  out,  and  like  the  topmost  gem  o'  the  heap. 
Shows  the  mine's  wealth  within.     Upon  her  face. 
As  on  a  lovely  landscape,  shade  and  sunlight 

29 
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Play  as  strong  feeling  sways ;  now  her  eye  flashes 
A  beam  of  rapture ;  now  lets  drop  a  tear; 
And  now  upon  her  brow,  as  when  the  rainbow 
Rears  its  fair  arch  in  heaven,  peace  sits  and  gilds 
The  sweet  drops  as  they  falL    The  soul  of  mind 
Dwells  in  her  voice,  and  her  soft  spiritual  tones 
Sink  in  the  heart,  soothing  its  cares  away. 
As  Halcyon's  brood  upon  the  troubled  wave, 
And  charm  it  into  calmness.    When  she  weeps 
Her  tears  are  like  the  waters  upon  which 
Love's  mother  rose  to  heaven.    £'cn  her  sighs. 
Although  they  speak  the  troubles  of  her  soul. 
Breathe  of  its  sweetness,  as  the  wind  that  shake^ 
The  cedar's  boughs  becomes  impregnated 
With  its  celestial  odours. 

NeeU. 


489.  BEAUTY,  WEALTH,  AND  LOVE. 

WEALTH  with  golden  key,  once  sought 
To  win  the  way  to  Beauty's  shrine ; 
Many  a  sparkling  gem  he  turought, 

And  niimy  a  diamond  from  the  mine ; 
But  Love,  veiled  in  a  slight  disguise, 

Hovered  round  near  Beauty's  bower, 
Lest  the  gems  of  eastern  skies 
Should  weigh  against  his  power. 


"t. 


Wealth  displayed  his  dazzling  store, 

Pearly  wreaths  and  ruby  crowns ; 
Beauty  ran  the  treasures  o'er. 

And  smiles  succeeded  frowns. 
What  could  Love  oppose  to  this? 

He  had  but  his  crown  of  simple  flowers, 
That  were  bathed  in  the  honeyed  dew  of  bliss 

Culled  fresh  from  his  roseate  bowers. 
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Then  Wealth  laughed  out  triumphantly, 

As  he  led  young  Beauty's  steps  along. 
Who  turned  on  Love  a  sorrowful  eye, 

And  a  cold  ear  to  hb  song. 
Away  they  went— and  their  path  was  strewn 

With  many  a  rare  and  precious  gem. 
That  springs  up  at  Wealth's  command  alone, 

All — all  shone  brightly  for  them! 

But  Beauty,  at  last,  found  out  her  mistake, 

When  time  had  broken  the  charm ; 
As  the  mDonbeam  shines  on  [he  frozen  lake, 

Wealth  may  glitter— but  cannot  warm  \ 
Then — too  late — she  remembered  Love's  rosy  bowers, 

When  the  spell  that  beguiled  was  o'er; 
And  she  sighed  for  the  fresh  unfading  flowers 

That  could  bloom  for  her — no  morel 

Mrs.  C.  B.  WiUoH. 


490.     INDIFFERENCE  EXCUSED. 

LOVE,  when  'tij  true,  needs  not  the  aid 
Of  sighs,  nor  oaths,  to  make  it  known ; 
And  to  convince  the  cruel'st  maid, 

Lovers  should  use  their  love  alone. 

Into  their  very  looks  'twill  steal. 

And  he  that  most  would  hide  his  Rame 
Docs  in  that  case  his  pain  revca)  — 

Silence  itself  can  love  proclaim. 

This,  my  Aurclia,  made  me  shim 

The  paths  that  common  lovers  treat'. 

Whose  guilty  passions  are  begun. 

Not  in  their  heart,  but  in  their  hend. 


L__- 
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uii  crossed  arms 
.  .  .1,  and  my  fate. 
...ii  such  charms 
vi  women  hate. 

■  i  without  art, 
.  ^  >  ou  must  have  spied  ; 
ii.;iish  part 
^  -.viiat  none  can  hide. 

Sir  Charh's  Si':/.\  v 
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w  •  •  .>\v  fn>m  purple  wiir^s 
.  -;i.itcful  L;if"ts  she  brinj^s; 
-  .M.'iock  the  mead. 
■>  NJKiko  the  recti ; 
. ..  ii  Cvnthia's  beam, 
.,-.eK«.l,  lonely  grove, 
..  -i'^  iliy  secrets,  Lovel 

. ;  us  strav, 
.  !e  kiewy  way. 

.  Iii>.  burning  car, 
'■.  k  I\  Siella,  far; 
.K-  v[i:ecn  of  night 
V  ..:  >  .1  Kunbent  light : 
■  V  :ii.->  but  just  to  show 

K.ii  and  cheeks  that  glow; 
.1  \\'i;i^j)ered  joy, 
t  .:  lnuirs  employ  ; 
.  ..'v-  iDU^cious  shade:^, 
'.  .1.  i>  ili.it  love  invade  ^  ; 

e-*  .;i\e  them  pain, — 
•   .  'A»\e  iiihdain. 

Sfimuci  JohfisoH. 
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493.    THE  FAREWELL 

LADY!  whose  soft  and  dove-like  eye. 
Beaming  with  love's  own  witchery. 
Hath  from  our  album's  pages  caught 
Feelings  responsive  to  thy  tbou^t ; 
Sweet  lady  I  twine  no  sacred  ties 
With  pleasured  heanless  votariesi 
Hide  thy  soul's  richnessl  like  that  flower 
Whose  sweet  aroma  to  no  power 
But  the  pure  sunshine  is  revealed, — 
Long,  long,  midst  leaves  and  moss  conceded; 
But  when  secure  of  well-tried  worth, 
Then  pour  its  hidden  treasures  forth. 
And  blend  thy  trusting  tenderness 
With  man's  strong,  deep,  devotedness; 
Nor  turn  thee  with  'a  scornful  eye,' 
From  faith  a  kingdom  could  not  buy! 
And  thou,  fond  lover!  to  whose  truth 
Woman  intrusts  her  hopes,  her  youth. 
Her  very  life — oh!  guard  and  cherish 
Feelings  which  once  neglected — perish 
Keep  her  fair  form  and  spotless  mind 
Within  thy  heart  of  hearts  enshrined; 
Be  thou  the  oak,  round  which  may  twine 
The  graceful  foliage  of  the  vine; 
And  ask  to  bless  thee  from  above, 
The  precious  boon  of  woman's  love! 

'  Now,  farewell  lords  and  ladies  bright! 
To  each  and  all  we  wish  good  night! 
And  rosy  dreams  and  slumbers  light.' 

'Good  night,  good  night!    parting  is   such    sw 

That  we  shall  say  good-night  til)  it  be  to-morrow.' 
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BEFORE  his  lion-court. 
To  see  the  grisly  sport, 
Sat  the  king ; 
Beside  him  grouped  his  princdy  peers, 
And  dames  aloft,  in  circling  tiers, 

U'lcithed  Tound  their  blooming'  ring. 
King  Francis,  where  he  sat. 
Raised  a  finger ;  yawned  the  gate. 
And  iK™-   from  liis  repose, 

A  LION  goesl 
Dumbly  he  gazed  around 
The  foc-urn;irtk:d  ground; 
And,  v.nU  s  l.i;y  gape, 
lie  strciclicil  his  lordly  sliape, 
And  shook  liis  careless  mane. 
And — laid  him  down  again. 

A  finger  raised  the  king. 

And  nimbly  liave  the  guard 

A  second  gale  unbarred 

Forth,  with  a  Tushing  spring, 
A  TIGER  sprung! 

Wildly  the  wild  one  yelled. 
When  the  lion  he  beheld ; 

And,  bristhng  at  (he  look, 
With  his  t.iil  his  sides  he  stroo^. 

And  rolled  his  rabid  tongue  ; 

In  many  a  wary  ring 
He  swept  round  the  foro^t  king, 
With  a  fell  and  rattling  sound : 

And  laid  him  on  the  ground, 
Grommdling. 

The  king  raised  liis  finger :  then 
Leaped  two  leopards  from  the  den 
With  a  bound ; 
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And  boldly  bounded  they 
Where  the  crouching  tiger  lay 
Terrible! 
And  he  griped  the  beasts  in  his  deadly  hold ; 
In  the  grim  embrace  they  grappled  and  rolled ; 
Rose  the  lion  with  a  roar, 

And  stood  the  strife  before ; 
And  the  wild-cats  on  the  spot, 
From  the  blood-thirst,  wroth  and  hot, 
Halted  stilL 

Now  from  the  balcony  above 
A  snowy  hand  let  fall  a  glove : 
Midway  between  the  beasts  of  prey, 
Lion  and  tiger,— there  it  lay, 
The  winsome  lady's  glove ! 

Fair  Cunigonde  said,  with  a  lip  of  scorn, 

To  the  knight  Delorges,  *  If  the  love  you  have  sworn 

Were  as  gallant  and  leal  as  you  boast  it  to  be, 

I  might  ask  you  to  bring  back  that  glove  to  me  I ' 


The  knight  left  the  place  where  the  lady  sat ;  j 

The  knight  he  has  passed  through  the  fearful  gate ;  | 

I  The  lion  and  tiger  he  stooped  above,  i 

And  his  fingers  have  closed  on  the  lady's  glove!  ! 

I  All  shuddering  and  stunned,  they  beheld  him  there, —  ' 

I  The  noble  knights  and  the  ladies  fair ;  ■ 

But  loud  was  the  joy  and  the  praise  the  while  \ 

He  bore  back  the  glove  with  his  tranquil  smile  I 


With  a  tender  look  in  her  softening  eyes. 
That  promised  reward  to  his  warmest  sighs, 

Fair  Cunigonde  rose  her  knight  to  grace ;  ' 

He  tossed  the  glove  in  the  lady's  face!  | 

*  Nay,  spare  me  the  guerdon,  at  least,'  quoth  he ;  ' 

And  he  left  for  ever  that  fair  ladye!  i 

Lord  LvttorL  \ 
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496.    THE  SEA   HATH   ITS   PEARLS. 

PROM  THE  GBKMAN  OF  STBINI. 

THE  sea  it  hath  its  pearls, 
The  heaven  hath  its  stars. 
But  my  heart,  my  heart, 
My  heart  hath  its  love. 

Great  are  the  sea  and  the  heaven. 

Yet  greater  is  my  heart, 
And  fairer  than  pearls  and  stars, 

Flashes  and  beams  my  love. 

Thou  little,  youthful  maiden. 

Come  unto  my  great  heart ; 
My  heart,  and  the  sea,  and  the  heaven 

Are  melting  away  with  love. 


i 


497.     MARIE  STUART   ON   THE  DEATH   OF  HER 
HUSIJAND,   FRANXIS   THE   SECOND. 

FKDM    TIIK    FRENCH   OP  CHARLES    d'OKLBANS. 

IN  accents  sad  and  low, 
And  tones  of  soft  lament, 
I  breathe  the  bitterness  of  woe 

O'er  this  sad  chastisement : 
With  many  a  mournful  sigh 
The  days  of  youth  steal  by. 

'  Was  e*er  such  stem  decree 

Of  unrelenting  fate? 
Did  merciless  adversity 

E'er  blight  so  fair  a  state 
As  mme,  whose  heart  and  eye 
In  bier  and  coffin  lie, — 
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Who,  in  the  gentle  spring 
And  blossom  of  my  years. 

Must  bear  mi^ortune's  piercing  sting, 
Sadness,  and  grief,  and  tears, 

Thoughts,  that  alone  inspire 

Regret  and  soft  desire? 

What  once  was  blithe  and  gay, 
Changed  into  grief  I  see ; 

The  glad  and  glorious  light  of  day 
Is  darkness  unto  me : 

The  world—  the  world  has  naught 

That  claims  a  passing  thought. 

Deep  in  my  heart  and  eye 
A  form  and  image  shine, 

Whichr  shadow  forth  wan  misery 
On  this  pale  cheek  of  mine, 

Tinged  with  the  violet's  blue, 

Which  is  love's  favourite  hue. 

Where'er  my  footsteps  stray, 
I  In  mead  or  wooded  vale, 

I  Whether  beneath  the  dawn  of  day, 

I  Or  evening  twilight  pale — 

!  Still,  still  my  thoughts  ascend 

i  To  my  departed  friend. 

If  towards  his  home  above 
I  I  raise  my  mournful  sight, 

3  <  I  meet  his  gentle  look  of  lov  c 


In  every  cloud  of  white ; 
I  But  straight  the  watery  cloud 

Changes  to  tomb  and  shroud. 


When  midnight  hovers  near. 

And  slumber  seals  mine  eyes. 
His  voice  still  whispers  in  mine  car. 

His  form  beside  me  lies : 
In  labour,  in  repose, 
My  heart  his  presence  knows. 

Z.  Stuart  Costello, 
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498.    HER  NAME. 

PItOM  THE  PUENOI  OP  TICTOM  mOO. 

A  LILY'S  pure  perfume ;  a  halo^  light ; 
The  evening's  voices  mingling  soft  above; 
The  hour's  mysterious  farewell  in  its  flight; 

The  plaintive  story  told 
By  a  dear  friend  who  grieves,  yet  is  consoled ; 
The  sweet,  soft  murmur  of  a  kiss  of  love; 


The  scarf,  seven-tinted,  which  the 

Leaves  in  the  clouds,  a  trophy  to  the  son ; 
The  well-remembered  tone, 

Which,  scarcely  hoped  for,  meets  the  ear  again ; 
The  pure  wish  of  a  virgin  heart ;  the  beam 

That  hovers  o'er  an  infant's  earliest  dreamy 

The  voices  of  a  distant  choir;  the  sighs 
That  fabulous  Memnon  breathed  of  yore  to  greet 

The  coming  dawn ;  the  tone  whose  murmurs  rise. 

Then,  with  a  cadence  tremulous,  expire ; — 
These,  and  all  else  the  spirit  dreams  of  sweet,. 

Are  not  so  sweet  as  her  sweet  name,  O  lyre ! 

Pronounce  it  very  softly,  like  a  prayer ; 

Yet  be  it  heard,  the  burden  of  the  song : 
Ah !  let  it  be  a  sacred  light  to  shine 
In  the  dim  fane;  the  secret  word,  which  there 

Trembles  for  ever  on  one  faithful  tongue. 
In  the  lone,  shadowy  silence  of  the  shrine. 

But  O,  or  e'er,  in  words  of  flame. 
My  Muse,  unmindful,  with  the  meaner  cro¥^ 
Of  names,  by  worthless  pride  revealed  aloud. 

Should  dare  to  blend  the  dear  and  honored  name, 
By  fond  affection  set  apart, 
And  hidden,  like  a  treasure,  in  my  heart ; 
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My  strain,  soft-syllabled,  should  meet  the  ear 
Like  sacred  music  heaird  upon  the  knees ; 
The  air  should  vibrate  to  its  harmonies, 

As  if,  light-hovering  in  the  atmosphere, 

An  angel,  viewless  to  the  mortal  eye, 

With  his  fine  pinions  shook  it,  rustlhig  nigh. 


499.    SONNET. 

ntOM  THE  fTAUAN  OP  PBTSAIIA* 

IN  what  ideal  world  or  part  of  heaven 
Did  Nature  find  the  model  of  that  £ace 
And  form,  so  fraught  with  loveliness  and  grace. 
In  which  to  our  creation,  she  has  given 
Her  prime  proof  of  creative  power  above? 
What  fountain  nymph  or  goddess  ever  let 
Such  lovely  tresses  float  of  gold  refined 
Upon  the  breeze,  or  in  a  single  mind 
Where  have  so  many  virtues  ever  met, 
£'en  though  those  charms  have  slain  my  bosom's  weal? 
He  knows  not  love,  who  has  not  seen  her  eyes 
Turn  when  she  sweetly  speaks,  or  smiles,  or  sighs, 
Or  how  the  power  of  love  can  hurt  or  heaL 

J,  Rascoe, 


Soa    SONNET. 

TO  THE  MARCHESANA  OF  PESCARA. 

ntOM   THK   ITALIAN   OP   MICHBL-ANGILO  BUONAKROTL 

YES!  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  pace. 
And  I  be  undeluded,  unbetrayed ; 
For  if  of  our  affections  none  find  grace 

In  sight  of  Heaven,  then  wherefore  hath  God  made 
The  world  which  we  inhabit?    Better  plea 
Love  cannot  have,  than,  that,  in  loving  thee, 
Glor>'  to  that  eternal  Peace  is  paid, 
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Who  such  divinity  to  thee  imparts 

As  hallows  and  makes  pure  all  gentle  hearts. 

His  hope  is  treacherous  only  whose  love  dies 
With  beauty,  which  is  varying  every  hour ; 
But  in  chaste  hearts,  uninfluenced  by  the  power 
Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless  flower, 

That  breathes  on  earth  the  air  of  paradise. 

Wordswortk. 


501.    SONNET. 

FROM  THE  ITAUAN   OP   MICHBL-ANCBLO  BUONAKROTI. 

NO  mortal  object  did  these  eyes  behold, 
When  first  they  met  the  placid  light  of  thine 
And  my  soul  felt  her  destiny  divine, 
And  hope  of  endless  peace  in  me  grew  bold : 
Heaven-born,  the  soul  a  heavenward  course  must  hold; 
Beyond  the  visible  world  she  soars  to  seek 
(For  what  delights  the  sense  is  false  and  weak) 
Ideal  Form,  the  universal  mould. 
The  wise  man,  I  affirm,  can  find  no  rest 
In  that  which  perishes ;  nor  will  he  lend 
His  heart  to  aught  which  doth  on  time  depend. 
'Tis  sense,  unbridled  will,  and  not  true  love, 
That  kills  tl\e  soul :  love  betters  what  is  best, 
Even  here  below,  but  more  in  heaven  above. 

Wordsworth, 


502.     SONNET. 

•  FROM  THE  ITALIAN   OF  MICHEL-ANGRLO   BUONABROTI. 

THE  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed. 
If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pray : 
My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 
That  of  its  native  self  can  nothing  feed : 
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Of  good  and  pious  works  thou  art  the  seed, 

That  qukkeni  only  where  thou  say's!  it  may : 

Unless  thou  show  to  us  thine  own  true  way. 

No  man  can  find  it ;  Father]  thou  must  lead. 

Do  thou,  then,  tireathe  those  thoughts  into  my  mind 

By  which  such  virtue  may  in  me  be  bred 

That  in  thy  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread : 

The  fetters  of  my  tongue  do  thou  unbind, 

That  I  may  have  the  power  to  sing  of  thee. 

And  sound  thy  praises  everlastingly. 

Werdsworth. 
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IF  it  be  true  that  any  beauteous  thing 
Raises  the  pure  and  just  desire  of  man 
From  earth  to  God,  the  eternal  Fount  of  all. 
Such  1  believe  my  love  ■  for  as  in  her 
.So  fair,  in  whom  1  all  besides  forget, 
I  view  the  gentle  work  of  her  Creator, 
I  have  no  care  for  any  other  thing. 
Whilst  thus  I  love.     Nor  is  it  marvellous. 
Since  the  eRcct  is  not  of  my  own  power. 
If  the  soul  doth  by  nature,  tempted  forth 
Enamoured  through  the  eyes, 
Repose  upon  the  eyes  which  it  resembleth, 
And  through  Ihem  riseth  to  the  primal  love. 
As  to  its  end,  and  honours  in  admiring: 
For  who  adores  the  Maker  needs  must  love  his  work. 
7.  E.  Taytcr. 


504.    SONNET. 

O  BLESSED  yewholiitd  in  heaven  the  joy, 
The  recompense  of  tears,  earth  cannot  yield  I 
Tell  me,  has  Love  slill  power  over  you  ? 
Or  are  ye  freed  by  Death  from  bis  constraint? 
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The  eternal  rest  to  which  we  shall  return, 
When  time  has  ceased  to  be,  is  a  pure  love, 
Deprived  of  envy,  loosed  from  sorrowing. 
Then  is  my  greatest  burden  still  to  live. 
If,  whilst  I  love,  such  sorrows  must  be  mine. 
If  Heaven's  indeed  the  friend  of  those  who  love, 
The  world  their  cruel  and  ungrateful  foe, 
O,  wherefore  was  I  born,  with  such  a  love? 
To  live  long  years  ?    Tis  this  appalleth  me : 
Few  are  too  long  for  him  who  serveth  well. 

7.  E^  Tayior, 


505.  SONNET. 

FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  MICHEL-ANGBLO  BUONARROTI. 

HOW,  lady,  can  it  be, — which  yet  is  shown 
By  long  experience, — that  tlie  imaged  fonn 
Lives  in  the  mountain-stone,  and  long  survives 
Its  maker,  whom  the  dart  of  Death  soon  strikes? 
The  frailer  cause  doth  yield  to  the  effect, 
And  Nature  is  in  this  by  Art  surpassed. 
1  know  it  well,  whom  Sculpture  so  befriends. 
Whilst  evermore  Time  breaketh  faith  with  me. 
Perchance  to  both  of  us  I  may  impart 
A  lasting  life,  in  colours  or  in  stone, 
By  copying  the  mind  and  face  of  each ; 
So  that,  for  ages  after  my  decease, 
The  world  may  see  how  beautiful  thou  wert, 
How  much  I  loved  thee,  nor  in  loving  eYred. 

7.  E.  Taylor. 

506.  SONNET. 

FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  FRACASTORO. 

LADY,  the  angelic  hosts  were  all  arrayed 
In  paradise,  around  boon  Nature's  throne. — 
The  silver  moon,  the  sun,  resplendent  shone, 
When  fauldess  Beauty  in  thy  form  was  made ; 
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The  air  wu  calm,  the  day  without  a  ihade; 
Kind  Venus  gave  her  lire  the  magic  lone ; 
And  Love  amid  the  Grace*  rose  alone, 
To  view  his  fiiture  home  in  thee,  fair  maid) 
Henceforth,  thy  form's  all-perfect  symmetry 
Was  fixed  the  eternal  model  here  below 
Of  Beauty,  by  the  never-changing^  Fates- 
Let  others  boast  a  beauteous  hand  or  eye^ 
A  lovely  lip,  or  yet  more  lovely  brow, — 
But  Heaven  all  others'  charms  by  thine  creates. 


I  SAW  two  ladies  once,— illustrious,  rare 
One  a  sad  sun ;  her  beauties  at  mid-day 
In  clouds  concealed ;— the  other,  bright  and  gay, 
Gladdened,  Aurora-like,  earth,  sea,  and  air. 
One  hid  her  light,  lest  men  should  call  her  fair. 
And  of  her  praises  no  reflected  ray 
Suffered  to  cross  her  own  celestial  way , — 
To  chatm  and  to  be  charmed,  the  other's  care. 
Yet  this  her  loveliness  veiled  not  so  well. 
But  forth  it  broke ; — nor  could  the  Other  show 
All  hers,  which  wearied  mirrors  did  not  tell. 
Nor  of  this  one  could  I  be  silent,  though 
Bidden  in  ire ;— nor  that  one's  triumphs  swell ; 
Since  my  tired  verse,  o'ertasked,  refused  to  flow. 

R,  H.  WiUe. 


508.    FLORENTINE. 

IF  I  am  fair,  'tis  for  myself  alone ; 
I  do  not  wish  to  have  a  sweetheart  near  me. 
Nor  would  I  call  another's  heart  my  own. 
Nor  have  a  gallant  lover  to  revere  me. 
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For,  surely,  I  will  plight  my  faith  to  none, 

Though  many  an  amorous  cit  would  jump  to  hear  mc; 
For  I  have  heard  that  lovers  prove  deceivers, 
When  once  they  find  that  maidens  are  believers. 

Yet  should  I  find  one  that  in  truth  could  pleaae  me. 
One  whom  I  thought  my  charms  had  power  to  move. 

Why,  then,  I  do  confess,  the  whim  might  seize  me 
To  taste  for  once  the  porringer  of  love. 

Alas !  there  is  one  pair  of  eyes  that  tease  me ; 
And  then  that  mouth ! — ^he  seems  a  star  above, 

He  is  so  good,  so  gentle,  and  so  kind, 

And  so  unlike  the  sullen,  clownish  hind. 

What  love  may  be  indeed  I  cannot  tell, 
Nor  if  I  e'er  have  known  his  cunning  arts; 

But  true  it  is,  there's  one  I  like  so  well. 
That,  when  he  looks  at  me,  my  bosom  starts, 

And  if  we  meet,  my  heart  begins  to  swell ; 
And  the  green  fields  around,  when  he  departs. 

Seem  like  a  nest  from  which  the  bird  has  flown  : 

Can  this  be  love  ? — say,  ye  who  love  have  known  J 


509.     PRAISE   OF   LITTLE   WOMEN- 

FROM  TUB  SPANISH  OF   DB    HITA. 

I  WISH   to  make  my  sermon  brief, — to  shorten  my  ora- 
tion,- 
For  a  never-ending  sermon  is  my  utter  detestation : 
I  like  short  women— suits  at  law  without  procrastination — 
And  am  always  most  delighted  with  things  of  short  duration. 

A  babbler  is  a  laughing-stock,   he's  a  fool  who's  always 

grinning ; 
But  little  women  love  so  much,  one  falls  in  love  with  sinning. 
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There  are  women  who  are  very  tall,  and  yet  not  worth  the 
winning, 

And  in  the  change  of  short  for  long  repentance  finds  be- 
ginning. 

To  praise  the  little  women  Love  besought  me  in  my  musing ; 

To  tell  their  noble  qualities  is  quite  beyond  refusing : 

So  rU  praise  the  little  women,  and  youll  find  the  thing 

amusing ; 
They  are,  I  know,  as  cold  as  snow,  whilst  flames  around 

diffusing. 

j  They're  cold  without,  whilst  warm  within*  the  flame  of  Love 

is  raging; 
They're  gay  and  pleasant  in  the  street — soft,  cheerful,  and 

engaging ; 
They're  thrifty  and  discreet  at  home — the  cares  of  life  as- 
suaging : 
a  All  this  and  more ; — try,  and  you'll  find  how  true  is  my  pre- 

1  saging. 

In  a  little  precious  stone  what  splendour  meets  the  eyes! 
In  a  little  lump  of  sugar  how  much  of  sweetness  lies! 
So  in  a  little  woman  love  grows  and  multiplies  : 
You  recollect  the  proverb  says — A  word  unto  the  wise. 


\  A  pepper-corn  is  very  small,  but  seasons  every  dinner 

3  '  More  than  all  other    condiments,  although  'tis    sprinkled 

I  thinner : 

Just  so  a  little  woman  is,  if  Love  will  let  you  win  her — 
'  There's  not  a  joy  in  all  the  world  you  will  not  find  within 

I  her. 


4 


I 


And  as  within  the  little  rose  you  find  the  richest  dyes. 
And  in  a  little  f^rain  of  gold  much  price  and  value  lies. 
As  from  a  little  balsam  much  odour  doth  arise. 
So  in  a  little  woman  there's  a  taste  of  paradise 

30 
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Even  as  the  little  ruby  its  secret  worth  betrays, 
Colour,  and  price,  and  virtue,  in  the  cleamesis  of  its 
Just  so  a  little  woman  much  excellence  displays, 
Beauty,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  fidelity  always. 

The  skylark  and  the  nightingale,  though  small  and  light  of 

wing, 
Yet  warble  sweeter  in  the  grove  than  all  the  birds  that  sing : 
And  so  a  little  woman,  though  a  very  little  thing, 
Is  sweeter  far  than  sugar,  and  flowers  that  bloom  in  spring. 

The  magpie  and  the  golden  thrush  have  many  a  thrilling 

note. 
Each  as  a  gay  musician  doth  strain  his  little  throat — 
A  merry  little  songster  in  his  green  and  ydlow  coat : 
And  such  a  little  woman  is,  when  Love  doth  make  her  dote. 

There's  naught  can  be  compared  to  her,  throughout  the  wide 

creation ; 
She  is  a  paradise  on  earth — our  greatest  consolation— 
So  cheerful,  gay,  and  happy,  so  free  from  all  vexation : 
In  fine,  she's  better  in  the  proof  than  in  antidpation. 

If  as  her  size  increases  are  woman's  charms  decreased, 
Then  surely  it  is  good  to  be  from  all  the  great  released. 
Now  of  two  evils  choose  the  less — said  a  wise  man  of  the 

East: 
By  consequence,  of  woman-kind  be  sure  to  choose  the  least 


510.    WHAT  WILL  THEY  SAY  OF  YOU  AND  ME? 


FROM  THB  SPANISH. 


W 


HAT  of  you  and  me,  my  lady. 
What  will  they  say  of  you  and  me? 


They  will  say  of  you,  my  gentle  lady. 
Your  heart  is  love  and  kindness'  throne, 

And  it  becomes  you  to  confer  it 
On  him  who  gave  you  all  his  own ; 
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And  that  as  now,  both  finn  and  fiuthfiil, 

So  will  you  ever,  ever  be — 
What  of  you  and  me,  my  lady, 

What  will  they  say  of  you  and  me? 

They  will  say  of  me,  my  gentle  lady, 

That  I  for  you  all  else  forgot : 
And  Heaven's  dark  vengeance  would  have  scathed  me — 

Its  darkest  vengeance — had  I  not 
My  love,  what  envy  will  pursue  us, 

Thus  linked  in  softest  sympathy! — 
What  of  you  and  me,  my  lady. 

What  will  they  say  of  you  and  me? 

They  will  say  of  you,  my  gentle  lady, 

A  thousand  things,  in  praises  sweet — 
That  other  maidens  may  be  lovely. 

But  none  so  lovely  and  discreet 
They  will  wreath  for  you  the  crown  of  beauty. 

And  you  the  queen  of  love  shall  be. — 
What  of  you  and  me,  my  lady, 

What  will  they  say  of  you  and  me? 

They  will  say  of  me,  my  gentle  lady, 

That  I  have  found  a  prize  divine — 
A  prize  too  bright  for  toils  so  trifling. 

So  trifling  as  these  toils  of  mine ; 
And  that  from  heights  so  proud  and  lofty 

Deeper  the  fall  is  wont  to  be. — 
What  of  you  and  me,  my  lady, 

What  will  they  say  of  you  and  me? 

John  Bowring, 

■  01 

511.    SHE  COMES  TO  GATHER  FLOWERS. 

FROM  THB  SPANISH. 

PUT  on  your  brightest,  richest  dress. 
Wear  all  your  gems,  blest  vales  of  ours! 
My  fiaur  one  comes  in  her  loveliness — 
She  comes  to  gather  flowers. 


i 
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Garland  me  wreaths,  thou  fertile  vale! 

Woods  of  green,  your  coronets  bring : 
Pinks  of  red,  and  lilies  pale^ 

Come  with  your  fragrant  ofiering! 
Mingle  your  charms  of  hi^  and  smell. 

Which  Flora  wakes  in  her  springtide  hours; 
My  fair  one  comes  across  the-ddl — 

She  comes  to  gather  flowers. 

Twilight  of  mom  I  from  thy  misty  tower 

Scatter  the  trembling  peails  around| 
Hang  up  thy  gems  on  fruits  and  flower. 

Bespangle  the  dewy  ground! 
Phoebus!  rest  on  thy  ruby  wheels — 

Look,  and  envy  this  world  of  oturs! 
For  my  fair  one  now  descends  the  hills — 

She  comes  to  gather  flowers. 
List !  for  the  breeze  on  wing  serene 

Through  the  light  foliage  sails ; 
Hidden  amidst  the  forest  green 

Warble  the  nightingales, 
Hailing  the  glorious  birth  of  day 

With  music^s  divinest  powers! 
Hither  my  fair  one  bends  her  way  — 

She  comes  to  gather  flowers. 

JokM  Bffwring, 


512.    TELL  ME,  LADY!  TELL  ME!— YES? 

PROM  THB  SPANISH  OP  8ILVBSTKB. 

LADY!  if  thou  deem  me  true, 
That  I  love  thee,  now  confess : 
Tell  me,  lady!  tell  me! — yes? 

I 

Since  I  saw  thy  beauty,  naught 

But  that  beauty  fills  my  mind ; 
Every  passion,  every  thought^ 
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Is  in  love  of  thee  enshrined ; 

In  no  otLcr  thought  I  find 
Peace ; — and  wilt  thou  love  me  less  ? 
Tell  me,  lady!  tcU  me! — ^yes? 

Wilt  thou  own  that  thou  alone 
Art  my  heaven,  my  hope,  my  bliss? 

Light,  without  thy  smile,  is  none, — 
Day,  without  thee,  darkness  is : 

Dost  thou  own,  beloved  one, 

Thou  my  path  can  cheer  and  bless? 

Tell  me,  lady!  tell  me  I — yes? 

Dost  thou  know,  the  radiant  sky, 

With  its  comets,  suns,  and  stars. 
All  in  glorious  course  on  high. 

Driving  their  illumined  cars, — 
Dost  thou  know,  when  thou  art  nigh, 
They  arc  dark  and  valueless  ? 
Tell  me,  lady!  tell  me! — yes? 

Dost  thou  know  that  god  has  made 
Gardens,  fields,  and  banks,  and  bowers, 

Seats  of  sunshine,  and  of  shade. 

Decked  with  smiles,  and  gemmed  with  flowers, 

Which  repose  and  peace  pervade? 

Thither,  lady,  let  us  press! 

Tell  me,  lady !  tell  me  ! — yes  ? 

John  Bawring, 


513.     FAINT   HEART   NEVER  WON    FAIR   LADY. 

FKOM    THB   SPANISH   OF   BSPINBL. 

HE  who  is  both  brave  and  bold 
Wins  the  lady  that  he  would; 
But  the  courageless  and  cold 
Never  did,  and  never  could. 
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Modesty,  in  women's  game, 

Is  a  wide  and  shielding  veil : 

They  are  tutored  to  conceal 
Passion's  fiercely  burning  flame. 
He  who  serves  them  brave  and  bold. 

He  alone  is  understood ; 
But  the  couragelcss  and  cold 

Ne'er  could  win,  and  never  should. 

If  you  love  a  lady  bright, 

Seek,  and  you  shall  find  a  way 

All  that  love  would  say  to  say, — 
If  you  watch  the  occasion  right  « 
Cupid's  ranks  are  brave  and  bold, 

Every  soldier  firm  and  good ; 
But  the  courageless  and  cold 

Ne'er  have  conquered, — never  could. 

John  Bowring, 


514.     SONG. 

FROM  THB  SPANISH  OF  CXRVANTES. 

IF  woman's  glass,  why  should  we  try 
Whether  she  can  be  broke,  or  no? 
Great  hazards  in  the  trial  lie. 
Because  perchance  she  may  be  sa 

Who  that  is  wise  such  brittle  ware 
W^ould  careless  dash  upon  the  floor, 

Which,  broken,  nothing  can  repair. 
Nor  solder  to  its  form  restore? 

In  this  opinion  all  arc  found, 
And  reason  vouches  what  I  say, — 

Wherever  Danacs  abound, 
There  golden  showers  will  make  their  way. 

Charles  Jarvis, 
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515.    SONa 

ntOM  THK  tPAima  op  anvAirm. 

A  MARINER  I  am  of  Love^ 
And  in  his  seas  profound, 
Tossed  betwixt  doubts  and  fears,  I  rove, 
And  see  no  port  around. 

At  distance  I  behold  a  star, 

Whose  beams  my  senses  draw, 
Brighter  and  more  resplendent  far 

Tlian  Palinure  e'er  saw. 

Yet  still,  uncertain  of  my  way, 

I  stem  a  dangerous  tide. 
No  compass  but  that  doubtful  ray 

My  wearied  bark  to  guide. 

For  when  its  light  I  most  would  sec, 

Benighted  most  I  sail : 
Like  clouds,  reserve  and  modesty 

Its  shrouded  lustre  veiL 

O  lovely  star,  by  whose  bright  ray 

My  love  and  faith  I  try. 
If  thou  withdraw'st  thy  cheering  day, 

In  night  of  death  I  lie ! 

Charles  Jarvis, 


516.    NAY,  SHEPHERD!  NAY! 

PKOM  THX  tPAMBK  OP  TIIIOMIfiiA. 

*  "XT  AY,  shepherd  I  nay ! — thou  art  unwary ; 
i^    Thy  flocks  are  wandering  far  away.' 

*  Alas !  I  know  it  well ; — ^'tis  Mary 

Who  leads  my  troubled  thoughts  astray.' 
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*  Look,  shepherdi  look,  how  £ur  diey  rove! 
Why  so  forgetful?— call  them  yet' 

*  O  he  who  is  forgot  by  Love 
Will  soon,  too  soon,  all  else  forget  1' 

*  Come,  leave  those  thoughts  so  diuk  and  dreaiy. 
And  with  your  browsing  flocks  be  gay.' 

'Ah,  no!  'tis  vain,  'tis  vain, — for  Mary 
Leads  all  my  troubled  thoughts  astray.' 

'  Tis  Love,  then,  shepherd!    O  depart, 

And  drive  away  the  cheating  boyl' 
'  Alas !  he's  seat^  in  my  heart, 

And  rules  it  with  tumultuous  joy.' 
'  Nay,  shepherd  I  wake  thee,  dare  not  tarry, — 

For  thou  art  in  a  thorny  way.' 
'  Ah,  no!  'tis  vain,  'tis  vain, — for  Mary 

Leads  all  my  troubled  thoughts  astray.' 

*  Throw  off  this  yoke,  young  shepherd!  be 
Joyous  and  mirthsome  as  before.' 

*  O  wliat  are  mirth  and  joy  to  me? 

!  They  on  my  woes  no  balm  can  pour.' 

*  Thou  didst  refuse  to  dance,— didst  tarry, 
When  laughing  maidens  were  at  play.' 

*  I  know  I  did ; — alas  I  'tis  Mary 
That  leads  my  troubled  thoughts  astray.' 

'  Then  tell  thy  love,— perchance  'tis  hid, — 
And  send  a  missive  scribbled  o'er.' 

*  Alas !  my  friend,  I  did,  I  did, — 
Which,  ere  the  maid  had  read,  she  tore.' 

*  Then  hang  the  maid  I — the  foul  fiend  carry 
A  pestilence  through  all  her  flocks!' 

*  O,  no!  forbear! — nor  threaten  Mary 
With  sorrow's  frowns  nor  misery's  shocks!' 

yoA$$  Bowrittgn 
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•517.    SONG. 

rSOM  TBS  tPANBK  OF  IGLBS1A8. 

ALEXIS  calls  me  cruel ; 
The  rifted  crags  that  hold 
The  gathered  ice  of  winter, 
He  says,  are  not  more  cold : 

When  even  the  very  blossoms 

Around  the  fountain's  brim, 
And  forest  walks,  can  witness 

The  love  I  bear' to  him. 

I  would  that  I  could  ulter         , 
My  feelings  without  shame ; 

And  tell  him  how  I  love  him, 
Nor  wrong  my  virgin  fame. 

Alas  I  to  seize  the  moment 
When  heart  inclines  to  heart, 

And  press  a  suit  with  passion, 
Is  not  a  woman's  part 

If  man  comes  not  to  gather 
The  roses  where  they  stand. 

They  fade  among  their  foliage ; 
They  cannot  seek  his  hand. 

W.  C.  Bryant 


518.    THE  VAIN   RESOLUTION. 

PKOM  THB  SPANISH  OP  DB  ASUAZA. 

IN  fair  Elfrida's  chains  I  once  was  bound ; 
She  proudly  with  my  faithful  homage  bore. 
Then  scorned  my  vows :-— but  time  has  closed  the  wound, 
And  now,  O  Love,  I  swear  to  love  no  more! 
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Love,  in  these  latter  days  is  lost  in  art, 
And  with  the  frost  of  falsehood  it  is  hoar ; 

It  has  no  charms  to  fascinate  the  heart, 
Its  better  reign  is  done :  111  love  no  more! 

<  Say/  asked  the  little  god, '  what  fears  affright  thee? 

All  thy  fair  fortunes  I  will  soon  restore ; 
The  Graces,  three  in  one,  shall  now  delight  thee.' — 

No  matter.  Love,  I  wish  to  love  no  more! 

Dclina  then  he  set  before  my  eyes, — 
One  like  the  fair  ideals  known  of  yore ; 

A  star  she  seemed,  just  ftdlen  from  the  skies : — 
But  still  I  swore  that  I  would  love  no  more ! 

At  her  fair  side  the  rose  would  lose  its  smile, 
And  pale  would  burn  the  beacon  on  the  shore ; 

Full  many  a  heart  her  charms  may  well  beguile. 
But  never  mine : — for  1  will  love  no  more! 

She  walks, — and,  springing  up  to  kiss  her  feet, 
The  flowrcts  seem  to  me  from  earth  to  soar; 

She  sings,  with  voice  most  musically  sweet : — 
Still,  still  I  swear  that  I  will  love  no  more! 

Many  the  lovers  who  their  homage  bring; 

Her  conquests  I  would  surely  not  deplore, — 
Nay,  her  fair  praises  I  would  gladly  sing : 

I  give  my  verse, — but  I  will  love  no  more ! 

*  Join  her  gay  train,'  the  blind  boy  softly  cried, 
*  Nor  wx*akly  fear  her  beauty  to  adore; 

If  in  its  light  thy  heart  is  truly  tried. 
Thou  canst  renew  thy  vow  to  love  no  more.* 

Strange  as  it  seems,  I  heeded  not  the  wile 
By  which  I  had  been  led  away  before, 

Nor  even  marked  Love's  bright  malicious  smile, 
As,  once  again,  I  swore  to  love  no  more ! 
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In  my  lost  heart  there  rises  every  hour 
A  purer  flame  than  that  iHiich  burned  of  yore : 

Delina,  thou  hast  taught  me  all  Love's  power! 
To  see  thee  is  to  love  thee  evermore! 


519.    SONNET. 

ROM  THB  tPAMim  OF  lAA  DS  MISAIISA. 

I  KNOW  not,  lady,  by  what  "nameless  charm 
Those  looks,  that  voice,  that  smile,  have  each  the  power 
Of  kindling  loftier  thoughts,  and  feelings  more 
Resolved  and  high.    Even  in  your  silence,  warm, 
Soft  accents  seem  my  sorrows  to  disann ; 
And  when  with  tears  your  absence  I  deplore, 
Where'er  I  turn,  your  influence,  as  before. 
Pursues  me,  in  your  voice,  your  eye,  your  form. 
Whence  are  those  mild  and  mournful  sounds  I  hear. 
Through  every  land,  and  on  the  pathless  sea? 
Is  it  some  spirit  of  air  or  fire,  from  thee. 
Subject  to  laws  I  move  by  and  revere ;  * 

Which,  lighted  by  thy  glance,  can  ne'er  decay?— 
But  what  I  know  not,  why  attempt  to  say? 

J.Roscoe. 


52a    CANZONET. 

FKOM  THB  rOSTUGUBB  OP  CAMOBNS. 

FLOWERS  are  fresh,  and  bushes  green ; 
Cheerily  the  linnets  sing ; 
Winds  are  soft,  and  skies  serene: 
Time,  however,  soon  shall  throw 
Winter's  snow 
O'er  the  buxom  breast  of  Spring. 
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Hope  that  buds  in  lover's  heart 

Lives  not  ihraiii;!i  the  scom  of  yean: 
Time  makes  Love  ifsclf  depart; 

Time  .mil  scr,m  cong&i!  the  mind; 
Looks  unkind 
Frccie  Affection's  wannest  tean. 


Time  shall  make  the  bushes  green, 

Time  dissQlv-e  the  winter  SnOW, 
Winds  be  soft,  and  skies  serene, 

Linnets  sing  their  ironled  strain; 
But  again 
Blighted  Love  shall  never  blow! 

VitcMHt  Strangford. 


HIGH  in  the  glowing  heavens,  with  cloudless  beam. 
The  SHE!  had  reachtd  the  letiilh  of  his  reign, 
And  for  the  Jving  fount,  the  gelid  stream, 
Each  flock  forsook  the  herbage  of  the  plain; 
'Midst  the  dark  foliage  of  the  forest-shade. 
The  birds  had  sheltered  from  the  scorching  ray, — 
Hushed  were   heir  melodies,  and  grove  and  glade 
Resounded  but   he  shrill  cicada's  lay; — 
When  tliniii^h  the  glassy  vale  a  lovelorn  swain, 
To  .,  ,1;  ;  he  iii:ijd  who  but  dc^plscd  3iis  paiD, 
r...  V  .iLii  sighs  of  fruitless  passion,  roved; 

'  Why  pine  fur  her,'  the  slighted  wanderer  cried, 
'  liy  ivliom  ihou  art  not  loved  ?' — and  thus  replied 
An  echo's  murmuring  voice,  'Thou  art  not  loved!' 

Mrs.  Htmatu. 
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522.    SONNET. 

FIOM  THB  rOXTUGUSSB  OF  ANTOHIO  DIIIIZ  LA  CKUI. 

ONE  time,  when  Love,  his  beauteous  mother  lost, 
Wandered  through  fields  where  TejVs  soft  streams  wind, 
Sighing  to  each  fair  nymph  whose  path  he  crossed, 
Inquiring  still  where  he  might  Venus  find, — 
Undone  the  brace,  his  golden  quiver  fell: 
He,  who  not  now  for  bow  or  arrow  cares, 
Sobs  out  what  thousand  pleasures  shall  be  theirs 
Who  may  some  tidings  of  the  goddess  telL 
It  chanced  her  flock  that  Jonia  tended  there; 
His  tears  she  dried,  and  with  a  cheerful  air 
Proflfered  to  lead  him  to  the  wished-for  sight: 
When,  rising  on  his  wings,  the  urchin  said. 
While  her  sweet  face  he  kissed,  *  Ah,  gentle  maid, 
Who  sees  those  eyes  forgetteth  Venus  quite  1' 

yohti  AdamsoH, 


523.    SONNET. 

ROM  THB   rOKTUGUBSB  OP  DOMIKGO  MAX.  TORKBS. 

MARILIA,  dear,'  but,  O,  ungrateful  fair! 
Look  on  the  sea  serene  and  calmly  bright — 
The  sky's  blue  lustre  and  the  sun's  clear  light 
How  on  its  bosom  now  reflected  are! 
A  sudden  storm  comes  on — in  mountains  high 
By  furious  gusts  the  silvery  billows  driven. 
Seem  as  they  would,  while  raging  up  to  heaven. 
Blot  the  fair  lamp  of  Phoebus  from  the  sky. 
Dear  one,  how  copied  to  the  life  in  thee 
The  same  perfidious  element  I  see — 
The  smile,  the  look,  which  fondest  hopes  can  raise! 
But  let  a  false  suspicion  once  arise. 
Thy  face  indignant  sullen  wrath  betrays, 
Love  clasps  his  wings  and  all  the  softness  flics. 

John  Adamson, 
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524,    CUPID'S  ARROWa 

AT  Venus'  entreaty  for  Cupid  her  son 
These  arrows  by  Vulcan  were  cunningly  done: 
The  first  is  Love,  as  here  you  may  behold, 
His  feathers,  head,  and  body,  are  of  gold: 
The  second  shaft  is  Hate,  a  foe  to  love, 
And  bitter  are  his  torJhents  for  to  prove: 
The  third  is  Hope,  from  whence  our  comfort  springs, 
His  feathers  [they]  are  pulled  from  Fortune's  wings: 
Fourth  Jealousy  in  basest  minds  doth  dwell, 
This  metal  Vulcan's  Cyclops  sent  from  hell. 

George  Pttie. 


525.    THE   KISS.    J(^7   >/ 


\. 


OTHAT  joy  so  soon  should  waste ! 
Or  so  sweet  a  bliss 
As  a  kiss 
Might  not  for  ever  last ! 
So  sugared,  so  melting,  so  soft,  so  delicious, 
The  dew  that  lies  on  roses, 
When  the  mom  herself  discloses. 
Is  not  so  precious. 
O  rather  than  I  would  it  smother. 
Were  I  to  taste  such  another ; 
It  should  be  my  wishing 
That  I  might  die  kissing. 

Ben  JonsoH, 


526.  THE  GLOVE  OF  THE  DEAD  LADY. 

THOU  more  than  most  sweet  glove. 
Unto  my  more  sweet  love. 
Suffer  me  to  store  with  kisses 
This  empty  lodging  that  now  misses 
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The  pure  josy  hand  that  wcne  thee. 
Whiter  than  the  kid  that  bore  thee 
Thou  art  soft,  but  that  was  softer; 
Cupid's  self  hath  kissed  it  ofter 
Than  e'er  he  did  his  mother's  doves, 
Supposing  her  the  queen  of  loves. 
That  was  thy  mistress. 
Best  of  gloves. 

BiH  JoHSom, 


527.    APOLLO'S  SONG  OF  DAPHNE. 

MY  Daphne's  hair  is  twisted  gold, 
Bright  stars  a-piece  her  eyes  do  hold, 
My  Daphne's  brow  enthrones  the  graces, 
My  Daphne's  beauty  stains  all  faces, 
On  Daphne's  cheek  grow  rose  and  dierry, 
But  Daphne's  lip  a  sweeter  berry ; 
Daphne's  snowy  hand  but  touched  does  melt. 
And  then  no  heavenlier  warmth  is  felt ; 
My  Daphne's  voice  tunes  all  the  spheres, 
My  Daphne's  music  charms  all  ears ; 
Fond  am  I  thus  to  sing  her  praise. 
These  glories  now  are  turned  to  bays. 


John  Lyly, 


528.    LOVE  FOR  LOVE, 

I  NE'ER  could  any  lustre  see 
In  eyes  that  would  not  look  on  me ; 
I  ne'er  saw  nectar  on  a  lip. 
But  where  my  own  did  hope  to  sip. 
Has  the  maid  who  seeks  my  heart 
Checks  of  rose,  untouched  by  art? 
I  will  own  the  colour  true, 
When  yielding  blushes  aid  their  hue. 
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Is  her  hand  so  soft  and  purer 
I  must  press  it,  to  be  sure; 
Nor  can  I  be  certain  then, 
Till  it,  grateful,  press  again. 
Must  I,  with  attentive  eye, 
Watch  her  heaving  bosom  sigh? 
I  will  do  so,  when  I  see 
That  heaving  bosom  sigh  for  me. 

Richard  B.  Sheridan. 


529.    WOMAN'S  LOVE. 

LOVE  is  a  law,  a  discord  of  such  force, 
That  'twixt  our  sense  and  reason  makes  divorce: 
Love's  a  desire,  that  to  obtain  betime, 
\\'c  lose  an  age  of  years  plucked  from  our  prime  ; 
Love  is  a  thing  to  which  we  soon  consent. 
As  soon  refuse,  but  sooner  far  repent 

Then  what  must  women  be,  that  are  the  cause 
Thnt  love  hath  life?  that  lovers  feel  such  laws? 
They're  like  the  winds  upon  Lepanthae*s  shore. 
That  still  are  chanj;ing:  O  then  love  no  more! 
A  woman's  love  is  like  that  Syrian  flower 
That  buds,  and  spreads,  and  withers  in  an  hour. 

Webster  and  Rowley. 


530.    THE   FOLLY  OF  LOVE. 

NOW  fie  on  love,  it  ill  befits, 
Or  man  and  woman  know  it. 
Love  was  not  meant  for  people  in  their  uits, 

And  they  that  fondly  show  it 
Betray  their  too  much  feathered  brains, 
And  shall  have  only  Bedlam  for  their  pains. 
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To  love  is  to  distract  my  sleep, 

And  waking  to  wear  fetters ; 
To  love  is  but  to  go  to  school  to  weep ; 

III  leave  it  for  my  betters. 
If  single  love  be  such  a  curse, 
To  marry  is  to  make  it  ten  times  worse. 

Thomas  Goffe, 


531.     CANZONET. 

TH  E  golden  sun  that  brings  the  day, 
And  lends  men  light  to  see  withal, 
In  rain  doth  cast  his  beams  away, 

When  they  are  blind  on  whom  they  fall ; 
There  is  no  force  in  all  his  light. 
To  give  the  mole  a  perfect  sight 

But  thou,  my  sun,  more  bright  than  he 

That  shines  at  noon  in  summcrtide. 
Hast  given  me  light  and  power  to  see 

With  perfect  skill  my  sight  to  g^idc  ; 
Till  now  I  lived  as  blind  as  mole 
That  hides  her  head  in  earthly  hole. 

I  heard  the  praise  of  beaut)'*s  grace. 

Yet  dccm'd  it  nought  but  poet's  skill, 
I  gazed  on  many  a  lovely  face, 

Yet  found  I  none  to  bend  my  will ; 
Which  made  me  think  that  beauty  bright 
Was  nothing  else  but  red  and  white. 

But  now  thy  beams  have  cleared  my  sight, 

I  blush  to  think  I  was  so  blind,  j 

Thy  flaming  eyes  afford  me  light,  j 

That  beaut/s  blaze  each  where  I  find ; 
And  yet  those  dames  that  shine  so  bright, 
Are  but  the  shadows  of  thy  light 

Davidson* s  Rhapsody,  1608. 
31  I 
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532.    SONG:   ONE  KIND  KISS. 

ONE  kind  kiss  before  we  part, 
Drop  a  tear  and  bid  adieu  : 
Though  we  sever,  my  fond  heart 
Till  we  meet  shall  pant  for  yx>u. 

Yet,  yet  weep  not  so,  my  love, 
Let  me  kiss  that  falling  tear ; 

Though  my  body  must  remove. 
All  my  soul  will  still  be  here. 

All  my  soul,  and  all  my  heart, 
And  every  wish  shall  pant  for  you  ; 

One  kind  kiss  then  ere  we  part, 
Drop  a  tear  and  bid  adieu. 

Robert  DodsUy, 

533.    A  DESCRIPTION   OF  SUCH  A  ONE 
AS  HE   WOULD   LOVE. 

A  FACE  that  should  content  me  wondrous  well. 
Should  not  be  fair,  but  lovely  to  behold, 
With  gladsome  cheer,  all  grief  for  to  expel ; 

With  soljcr  looks  so  would  I  that  it  should 
Speak  without  words,  such  words  as  none  can  tell ; 

The  tress  also  should  be  of  crisped  gold. 
With  art  and  these  might  chance  I  might  be  tied. 
And  knit  again  with  knot  that  should  not  slide. 

Sir  Thomas  Wyatt 
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534.    AN  EARNEST  SUIT  NOT  TO  BE  FORSAKEN. 

ND  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay !  say  nay ! — for  shame ! 
To  save  thee  from  the  blame 
Of  all  my  grief  and  grame. 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay !  say  nay ! 
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And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
That  hath  lov'd  thee  so  long, 
In  wealth  and  woe  among  ? 
And  is  thy  heart  so  strong 
As  for  to  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay!  say  nay  I 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
That  hath  given  thee  my  heart, 
Never  for  to  depart, 
Neither  for  pain  or  smart  ? 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay!  say  nayl 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
And  have  no  more  pity 
Of  him  that  loveth  thee? 
Alas!  thy  cruelty! 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay  I  say  nay ! 

Sir  Thomas  Wyait 


535.    THE  SILENT  LOVER. 

PASSIONS  are  liken*d  best  to  floods  and  streams, 
The  shallow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb ; 
So  when  affection  yields  discourse  it  seems 

The  bottom  is  but  shallow  whence  they  come, 
They  that  are  rich  in  words  must  needs  discover 
They  are  but  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover. 

Wrong  not,  sweet  mistress  of  my  heart. 

The  merit  of  true  passion, 
With  thinking  that  he  feels  no  smart 

That  sues  for  no  compassion. 

Since  if  my  plaints  were  not  t'  approve 

The  conquest  of  thy  beauty, 
It  comes  not  from  defect  of  love, 

Rut  fear  t'  exceed  my  duty. 
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For  not  knowing  that  I  sue  to  senne 

A  saint  of  such  perfection 
As  all  desire,  but  none  deserve 

A  place  in  her  affection. 

I  rather  chuse  to  want  relief 

Than  venture  the  revealing ; 
Where  glory  recommends  the  grie( 

Despair  disdains  the  healing. 

Silence  in  love  betrays  more  woe 
Than  words,  though  ne^er  so  witty; 

A  beggar  that  is  dumb,  you  know, 
May  challenge  double  pity. 

Then  wrong  not,  dearest  to  my  heart. 

My  love  for  secret  passion ; 
He  smarteth  most  who  hides  his  smart, 

And  sues  for  no  compassion. 

Sir  W<Ut&r  Raleigh. 


536.     THE  SHEPHERD'S  DESCRIPTION  OF  LOVE. 

iT/^//A— Shepherd,  what's  love?  I  pray  thee  teE 
FausL — It  is  that  fountain  and  that  well 

Where  pleasure  and  repentance  dwell ; 

It  is,  perhaps,  that  sounding  bell : 

And  this  is  love  as  I  heard  tell. 

Mclib, — Yet  what  is  love?  I  prithee  say. 

Faust.— Ix.  is  a  work  on  holiday; 

It  is  December  match'd  with  May, 
When  lusty  blood's  in  fresh  array : 
And  this  is  love  as  I  hear  say. 

Afelib.—MtX  what  is  love?  good  shq)herd,  sain. 
Faust. — It  is  sunshine  mixt  with  rain ; 
'*.       It  is  a  toothache  or  like  pain ; 
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It  is  a  game  where  none  doth  gain ; 
The  lass  saith  no,  and  would  full  fain : 
And  this  is  love  as  I  hear  sain. 

Melib. — Yet  shepherd,  what  is  love,  I  pray? 
Faust. —  It  is  a  yea,  it  is  a  nay, 

A  pretty  kind  of  sporting  fray ; 

It  is  a  thing  will  soon  away; 

Then  nymphs  take  vantage  while  you  may : 

And  this  is  love  as  I  hear  say. 

Melib. — And  what  is  love,  good  shepherd,  show? 

Faust.— K  thing  that  creeps,  it  cannot  go; 
A  prize  that  passeth  to  and  fro ; 
A  thing  for  one,  a  thing  for  moe. 
And  he  that  proves  shall  find  it  so  : 
And,  shepherd,  this  is  love,  I  trow. 

Attributed  to  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  in 
*  England's  Helicon^ 


537.     PERSUASIONS  TO   LOVE. 

THINK  not  'cause  men  flattering  say, 
Y'  are  fresh  as  April,  sweet  as  May, 
Bright  as  is  the  morning  star. 
That  you  are  so ; — or  though  you  are. 
Be  not  therefore  proud,  and  deem 

All  men  unworthy  your  esteem. 

«  «  «  «  « 

Star\'c  not  yourself,  because  you  may 
Thereby  make  me  pine  away ; 
Nor  let  brittle  beauty  make 
You  your  wiser  thoughts  forsake ; 
For  that  lovely  face  will  fail. 
Beauty's  sweet,  but  beauty's  frail ; 
'Tis  sooner  past,  'tis  sooner  done 
Than  summers  rain,  or  winter's  sun ; 
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Most  fleeting  tdien  it  is  most  dear; 

^is  gone  while  we  but  say  tis  here. 

These  curious  locks  so  softly  twined,' 

Whose  every  hair  a  love  dodi  bind, 

Will  change  their  auburn  hue^  and  grow 

White  and  cold  as  winter's' snow. 

That  eye  which  now  is  Cupid's  nest 

Will  prove  his  grave,  and  all  the  rest 

Will  follow ;  in  the  chedc,  chin,  nose, 

Nor  lily  shadl  be  found  nor  rose, 

And  what  will  then  become  of  all 

Those  whom  now  you  servants  call? 

Like  swallows,  when  your  summer's  dme 

Theyll  fly,  and  sedc  some  warmer  sun. 
«  «  •  •  • 

The  snake  each  year  fresh  skin  resumes. 
And  eagles  change  their  aged  plumes ; 
The  faded  rose  each  spring  receives 
A  fresh  red  tincture  on  her  leaves ; 
But  if  your  beauties  once  decay. 
You  never  know  a  second  May. 
Oh  !  then  be  wise,  and  whilst  your  season 
Affords  you  days  for  sport,  do  reason ; 
Spend  not  in  vain  your  life's  short  hour, 
But  crop  in  time  your  beauty's  flower. 
Which  will  away,  and  doth  together 
Both  bud  and  fade,  both  blow  and  wither. 

Thomas  Carem, 


538.    SONG. 

MBDIOCKITY  IN  LOVS  WiJICTBD. 

GIVE  me  more  love,  or  more  disdain. 
The  torrid  or  the  frozen  zone 
Bring  equal  ease  unto  my  pain, 

The  temperate  affords  me  none ; 
Either  extreme,  of  love  or  hate. 
Is  sweeter  than  a  calm  estate. 


Give  me  a  storm ;  if  it  be  love, 

Like  Dame  in  a  golden  shower^ 
I  s^am  in  pleasure ;  if  it  prove 

Disdain,  that  tormeht  will  devour 
My  vulture  hopes,  and  he's  possessed 
Of  heaven  that's  but  from  hell  released. 
Then  crown  my  joys,  or  cure  my  pain, 
Give  me  more  love,  or  more  disdain. 

Thomas  Carew, 
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539.    A  VALEDICTION. 

ID  me  not  go  where  neither  suns  nor  showers 
Do  make  or  cherish  flowers ; 

Where  discontented  things  in  sadness  lie, 

And  nature  grieves  as  I. 
'  When  I  am  parted  from  those  eyes, 

From  which  my  better  day  doth  rise. 

Though  some  propitious  power 

Should  plant  me  in  a  bower;  ' 
'  Where  amongst  happy  lovers  I  might  see 

How  showers  and  sunbeams  bring 
\  One  everlasting  spring, 

'  Nor  would  those  fall,  nor  these  shine  forth  to  me ; 

I  Nature  herself  to  him  is  lost, 

Who  loscth  her  he  honours  most 
3  Then,  fairest,  to  my  parting  view  display 

Your  graces  all  in  one  full  day ; 

Whose  blessed  shapes  111  catch  and  keep  till  when 
I  I  do  return  and  view  again : 

I  So  by  this  act  fancy  shall  fortune  cross, 

I  And  lover  live  by  thinking  on  their  loss. 

William  Cartwright 
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540.    LOVE'S  FAREWELL. 

TREADING  the  path  to  nobler  ends^ 
A  long  farewell  to  love  I  gaTe, 
Resolved  my  country  and  my  friends 
All  that  zemain'd  of  me  should  have. 

And  this  resolve  no  mortal  dame, 

None  but  those  eyes  could  have  overthrown; 
The  nymph  I  dare  not,  need  not  name^ 

So  high,  so  like  hersdf  alone. 

'  Thus  the  tall  oak,  which  now  aspires 

Above  the  fear  of  private  fires, 
Grown  and  designed  for  nobler  use, 

Not  to  make  warm,  but  build  the  house. 
Though  from  our  meaner  flames  secure, 

Must  that  which  falls  from  heaven  endure. 

Edmund  Waller^ 


541.    OF  LOVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

NOT  caring  to  observe  the  wind,  * 
Or  the  new  sea  explore, 
Snatched  from  myself  how  far  behind 
Already  I  behold  the  shore! 

May  not  a  thousand  dangers  sleep 
In  the  smooth  bosom  of  this  deep  ? 
No :  'tis  so  rockless  and  so  clear, 
That  the  rich  bottom  doth  appear 
Paved  with  all  precious  stones ;  not  torn 

From  shipviTCck'd  vessels,  but  there  bom. 

< 

Sweetness,  truth,  and  every  grace. 
Which  time  and  use  are  wont  to  teach, 
The  eye  may  in  a  moment  reach 
And  read  distinctly  in  her  face. 
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Some  other  nymphs  with  colours  faint. 
And  pencil  slow,  may  Cupid  paint, 
And  a  weak  heart  in  time  destroy ; 
She  has  a  stanch,  and  priifts  the  boy ; 
Can  with  a  single  look  inflame 
The  coldest  breast,  the  rudest  tame. 

Edmund  WalUr. 


542,    SONG:   AH  THE  POOR  SHEPHERD'S 

MOURNFUL  FATE. 

AH  the  poor  shepherd's  mournful  fate 
When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  languish, 
To  bear  the  scornful  fair  one's  hate, 

Nor  dare  disclose  his  anguish. 
Yet  eager  looks  and  dying  sighs 

My  secret  soul  discover ; 
While  rapture  trembling  through  mine  eyes 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  glance,  the  reddening  cheek, 

O'ersprcad  with  rising  blushes,  , 

A  thousand  various  ways  they  speak, 

A  thousand  various  wishes. 

For  oh !  that  form  so  heavenly  fair. 

Those  languid  eyes  so  sweetly  smiling, 
That  artless  blush  and  modest  air, 

So  fatally  beguiling! 
The  every  look  and  every  grace 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee ; 
Till  death  overtake  me  in  the  chase, 

Still  will  my  hopes  pursue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  hours  are  past. 

Be  this  last  blessing  given  : 
Low  at  thy  feet  to  breathe  my  last. 

And  die  in  sight  of  heaven. 

William  Hamilton  of  Bangour. 
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543.    ABSENCE.  - 

■ 

ITH  leaden  foot  time  craqn  aloiigy 
While  Delia  is  away ; 
With  her,  nor  plaintive  was  the  soog^ 
Nor  tedious  was  the  day. 


w 


Ah!  envious  power  I  reverse  my  doom. 

Nor  double  thy  career; 
Strain  every  nerve^  stretch  every  plamei 

And  rest  them  when  she's  here. 


544.  I  DO  CONFESS  THOU'Rt  SMOOTH  AND  FAIR- 

I  DO  confess  thou'rt  smooth  and  fair, 
And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love  thee, 
Had  I  not  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  lip  could  move  had  power  to  move  thee ; 
Btt  I  can  let  thee  now  alone, 
As  worthy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  yet  find 

Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets 
Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind. 

Which  kisseth  everything  it  meets ; 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

The  morning  rose,  that  untouched  stands 
Arm'd  with  her  briars,  how  sweetly  smells ; 

But  pluck'd  and  strain'd  through  ruder  hands, 
Her  sweet  no  longer  with  her  dwells ; 

But  scent  and  beauty  both  are  g^ne,    • 

And  leaves  fall  from  her  one  by  one. 
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Such  fate  ere  long  will  thee  betide, 

When  thou  hast  handled  been  awhile; 
With  sere  flowers  to  be  thrown  aside. 

And  I  will  sigh  when  some  will  smile 
To  see  thy  love  for  more  than  one 
Hath  brought  thee  to  be  loved  by  none. 

•Sfir  Robert  Ay  ton, 

■  01 

545.    IF  WOMEN  COULD  BE  FAIR,  AND  YET 

NOT  FOND. 

UNIS  ATTMBUTBD  TO  THS  SAKL  OF  OXFOSIX      III 
A  MS.    or  THE   BODLSIAM  UBKABT. 

IF  women  could  be  fiair,  and  yet  not  fond. 
Or  that  their  love  were  firm,  not  fickle  still, 
I  would  not  marvel  that  they  make  me  bond, 
By  service  long  to  purchase  their  good  will ; 
But  when  I  see  how  frail  those  creatiites  are, 
I  muse  that  men  forget  themselves  so  far. 

To  mark  the  choice  they  make,  and  how  they  change, 
How  oft  from  Phoebus  they  do  flee  to  Pan ; 
Unsettled  still,  like  haggards  will  they  range. 
Those  gentle  birds  that  fly  from  man  to  man ; 
Who  would  not  scorn,  and  shake  them  from  the  fist, 
And  let  them  fly,  fair  fools,  where'er  they  list 

Yet  for  disport,  we  fawn  and  flatter  both. 
To  pass  the  time  when  nothing  else  can  please, 
And  train  them  to  our  lure  with  subtle  oath, 
Till  weary  of  their  wiles,  ourselves  we  ease ; 
And  then  we  say  when  we  their  fancy  try. 
To  play  with  fools,  oh,  what  a  fool  was  I ! 


546.    BONNIE  LADY  ANN. 

THERE'S  kames  o*  hinnie  'tween  my  luve's  lips, 
And  gowd  amang  her  hair ; 
Her  breists  arc  lapt  in  a  holy  veil ; 
Nae  mortal  een  keek  there. 
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Wliat  lips  daur  kiss,  or  what  hand  daur  touch. 

Or  what  arm  o'  luve  daur  span, 
The  hinnic  h'ps,  the  creamy  lufe, 

Or  the  waist  o'  Lady  Ann  ? 

She  kisses  the  h'ps  o'  her  bonnie  red  rose, 

Wat  wi'  the  blobs  o'  dew ; 
But  nae  gentle  lip,  nor  semple  lip, 

Maun  touch  her  ladie  mou'. 
But  a  broidcr'd  belt,  wi'  a  buckle  o'  gowd. 

Her  jimpy  waist  maun  span : 
Oh,  she's  an  armfu'  fit  for  heeven — 

My  bonnie  Lady  Ann. 

Her  bower  casement  is  latticed  wi*  flowers. 

Tied  up  wi'  siller  thread ; 
And  comely  sits  she  in  the  midst, 

Men's  landing  ecn  to  feed : 
She  waves  tlie  ringlets  frae  her  cheek, 

Wi'  her  milky  milky  han' : 
And  her  cheeks  seem  touch'd  wi'  the  finger  o'  God, 

My  bonnie  Lady  Ann. 

The  mornin'  clud  is  lasselt  wi  gowd, 

Like  my  luve's  broider'd  cap  ; 
And  on  my  mantle  that  my  luve  wears, 

Is  mony  a  gowden  drap. 
Her  bonnie  ee-brce*s  a  holy  arch. 

Cast  by  nae  earthly  han', 
And  the  breath  o*  heaven  is  atween  the  lips 

O*  my  bonnie  Lady  Ann. 

I  wonder  in'  gaze  on  her  stately  steps, 

And  I  beet  a  hopeless  flame ! 
To  my  luve,  alas !  she  maunna  stoop  ; 

It  wad  stain  her  honoured  name. 
My  een  are  bauld,  they  dwall  on  a  place 

Where  I  darna  mint  my  han* : 
But  I  water,  and  tend,  and  kiss  the  flowers 

O'  my  bonnie  Lady  Ann. 
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I  am  but  her  father's  gardener  lad. 

And  puir  puir  is  my  fa' 
My  auld  mither  gets  my  wee  wee  fee,' 

Wi'  fatherless  baimies  twa. 
My  lady  comes,  my  lady  gaes, 

Wi'  a  fou  and  kindly  han' ; 

0'  the  blcssin'  o*  God  maun  mix  wi'  my  luve,. 

And  fa'  on  Lady  Ann. 
% 


547.    MAID  OF  MY  HEART. 

MAID  of  my  heart — a  long  farewell, 
The  bark  is  launch'd,  the  billows  swell, 
And  the  vernal  gales  are  blowing  free. 
To  bear  me  far  from  love  and  thee ! 

I  hate  Ambition's  haughty  name, 

And  the  heartless  pride  of  Wealth  and  Fame ; 

Yet  now  I  haste  through  Ocean's  roar 

To  woo  them  on  a  distant  shore. 

Can  pain  or  peril  bring  relief 
To  him  who  bears  a  darker  grief? 
Can  absence  calm  this  feverish  thrill  ? 
— Ah,  no ! — for  thou  wilt  haunt  me  still ! 

Thy  artless  grace,  thy  open  truth, 
Thy  form  that  brcath*d  of  love  and  youth, 
The  voice  by  Nature  fram'd  to  suit 
The  tone  of  Love's  enchanting  lute ! 

Thy  dimpling  cheek  and  deep-blue  eye. 
Where  tender  thought  and  feeling  lie ! 
Thine  eyelid  like  the  evening  cloud 
That  comes  the  star  of  love  to  shroud! 
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Each  witchery  of  tool  and 
Enshrin'd  in  angel  innorrnce^ 
Combined  to  frune  the  filial  wgA^^ 
That  blest— and  brake  my  heart— Farewdl ! 


-•••- 


548.    FOR  EVER,  FORTUNE. 

FOR  ever,  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove 
An  unrelenting  foe  to  love. 
And,  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heart, 
Come  in  between,  and  bid  us  part — 
Bid  us  sigh  on  from  day  to  day. 
And  wish,  and  wish — the  aoul  away ; 
Till  youth  and  genial  years  axe  flown. 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone. 

But  busy,  busy,  still  art  thou. 
To  bind  the  loveless  joyless  vow, 
The  heart  from  pleasure  to  delude. 
And  join  the  gentle  to  the  pide. 
For  once,  oh,  Fortune,  hear  my  prayer, 
And  I  absolve  thy  future  care] 
All  other  blessings  I  resign. 
Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 

TkamsoH, 


549.    TELL  ME,  THOU  SOUL. 

TELL  me,  thou  soul  of  her  I  love. 
Ah !  tell  me  whither  art  thou  fled ; 
To  what  delightful  world  above, 
Appointed  for  the  happy  dead? 

Or  dost  thou  free'  at  random  roam, 

And  sometimes  share  thy  lover's  woe ; 

Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerless  home 
Can  now,  alas  1  no  comfort  know? 
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Oh !  if  thou  hover'st  round  my  walk, 
While  under  every  well-known  tree, 

I  to  thy  fancy'd  shadow  talk, 

And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief. 

Beside  some  sympathetic  stream. 
In  slumber  find  a  short  relief, 

Oh !  visit  thou  my  soothing  dream. 


550.     HIGHLAND   MARY. 

YE  banks  and  braes,  and  streams  around 
The  castle  o*  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flow'rs, 

Your  waters  never  dnimlie ! 
There  simmer  first  unfaulds  her  robes. 

And  there  she  langest  tarries ! 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 
0*my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk, 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom, 
As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade, 

I  clasp'd  her  to  my  bosom ! 
The  golden  hours,  on  angel  wings, 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi'  monie  a  vow,  and  lock'd  embrace, 

Our  parting  was  fu*  tender; 
And  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  ourselves  asunder : 
But,  oh !  fell  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  nipt  my  flower  so  early! 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld*s  the  clay, 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary! 
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O  pale,  pale  now  those  rosy  li] 

I  aft  ha'e  Idss'd  sae  fondly  I 
And  clos'd  for  aye  the  spaxUing  glanee 

That  dwdt  on  me  sae  kindly; 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  du^ 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly ; 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core' 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 

Burma, 


551.    BLUE-EYED  ANNE. 

WHEN  the  rough  north  forgets  to  howl. 
And  ocean's  billows  cease  to  roll ; 
When  Lybian  sands  are  bound  in  fiosti 
And  cold  to  Nova  Zembla's  lost; 
When  heavenly  bodies  cease  to  move, 
My  blue-eyed  Anne  111  cease  to  love. 

No  more  shall  flowers  the  meads  adorn, 
Nor  sweetness  deck  the  rosy  thorn. 
Nor  swcUing  buds  proclaim  the  spring, 
Nor  parching  heats  the  dog-star  bring. 
Nor  laughing  lilies  paint  the  grove, 
When  blue-eyed  Aime  I  cease  to  love. 

No  more  shall  joy  in  hope  be  found, 
Nor  pleasures  dance  their  frolic  round, 
Nor  love's  light  god  inhabit  earth, 
Nor  beauty  give  the  passion  birth, 
Nor  heat  to  summer-sunshine  cleave. 
When  blue-eyed  Naimy  I  deceive. 

When  rolling  seasons  cease  to  change, 
Inconstancy  forgets  to  range; 
When  lavish  May  no  more  shall  bloom, 
Nor  gardens  yield  a  rich  perfume, 
When  nature  from  her  sphere  shall  start, 
111  tear  my  Nanny  from  my  heart 

SmoUeiL 
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552.    THE  EVENING  STAR. 

STAR,  that  bringest  home  the  bee, 
And  sett'st  the  weary  labourer  free: 
If  any  star  shed  peace,  'tis  thou, 
That  send'st  it  from  above- 
Appearing  when  heaven's  breath  and  brow 
Are  sweet  as  hers  we  love. 

Come  to  the  luxuriant  skies, 
Whilst  the  landscape's  odours  rise ; 
Whilst  far-off  lowing  herds  are  heard, 

And  songs,  when  toil  is  done. 
From  cottages  whose  smoke  unstirr'd 

Curls  yeUow  in  the  sun. 

Star  of  love's  soft  interviews! 
Parted  lovers  on  thee  muse; 
Their  remembrancer  in  heaven 

Of  thrilling  vows  thou  art. 
Too  delicious  to  be  riven 

By  absence  from  the  heart 

Campbdl 


553.    MARY'S  DREAM. 

THE  moon  had  dimVd  the  highest  hill 
Which  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Dee, 
And  from  the  eastern  summit  shed 

Her  silver  light  on  tower  and  tree; 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandy  far  at  sea; 
When  soft  and  low,  a  voice  was  heard, 
Saying, '  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me!' 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  raised 

Her  head,  to  ask  who  there  might  be, 

And  saw  young  Sandy  shivering  stand, 
With  visage  pale,  and  hollow  e'e. 

32 
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'  0  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  clay ; 

It  ties  beneath  a  stonny  sea. 
Far,  far  from  thee,  I  sleep  in  death, 

So,  Maiy,  weep  no  more  (or  me ! 

'  Three  stonny  nights  and  stormy  days, 

We  tossed  upon  the  raging  main ; 
And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save, 

But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain. 
Even  then,  when  horror  chilled  my  blood. 

My  heart  was  Ailed  with  love  for  thee : 
The  stoim  is  past,  and  I  at  rest ; 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  forme! 

'O  maiden  dear,  thyself  prepare; 

We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  shore 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

And  thou  and  I  shull  part  no  more  \ ' 
Loud  crowed  the  cock,  the  shadow  fled : 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  she  see. 
But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said : 

'  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me!' 

yoAn  Lowe. 


SS4.    THE  SMILING  PLAINS. 

THE  smiling  plains,  profusely  gay. 
Are  dress'd  in  all  the  pride  of  May; 
The  birds  on  every  spray  above 
To  rapture  wake  the  vocal  grove. 
But,  ah!   Miranda,  without  thee. 
Nor  spring  nor  summer  smiles  on  me, 
All  lonely  in  the  secret  shade, 
I  mourn  thy  absence,  channing  maid! 

O  soft  as  love!  as  honour  fair! 
Serenely  sweet  as  vernal  air! 
Come  to  my  arms ;  for  you  alone 
Can  all  my  absence  past  atone. 
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O  come!  and  to  my  bleeding  heart 
Tlie  sovereign  balm  of  love  impart ; 
Thy  presence  lasting  joy  shall  bring, 
And  give  the  year  eternal  spring. 

William  Falconer, 


555.    THE   MAID'S   REMONSTRANCE. 

NEVER  wedding,  ever  wooing. 
Still  a  love-torn  heart  pursuing ; 
Read  you  not  the  wrongs  you're  doing, 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue? 
All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 
Wed — or  cease  to  woo. 

Rivals  banish'd,  bosoms  plighted, 
Still  our  days  are  disunited ; 
Now  the  lamp  of  hope  is  lighted. 

Now  half  qucnch'd  appears, 
Damp'd.  and  wavering,  aq^  benighted, 

'Midst  my  sighs  and  tears. 

Charms  you  call  your  dearest  blessing, 
l.ips  that  thrill  at  your  caressing, 
Eyes  a  mutual  soul  confessing. 

Soon  you'll  make  them  grow 
Dim,  and  worthless  your  possessing  ; 

Not  with  age,  but  woe. 

Campbell, 


556.     HERE'S  TO  THEE,  MY  SCOTTISH    LASSIE. 

HERE'S  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie!    here's  a  hearty 
health  to  thee. 
For  thine  eye  so  bright,  thy  form  so  light,  and  thy  step  so 
firm  and  free ; 
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For  all  thine  artless  elegance,  tud  all  tttf  native  gnec^ 

For  the  music  of  thy  mirthftU  voice,  and  the  nuuhine  of  dijr 

For  thy  guileless  look  and  speech  sincere,  yet  sweet  as  speedi 

can  be, 
Here's  a  health,  my  Scottish  lassie  I  here's  a  hearty  heaiUli  to 

thee! 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie !— though  my  gknr  oT 

youth  is  o'er ; 
And  I,  as  once  I  felt  and  dreamed,  must  feel  and  dream  no 

Though  the  world,  with  all  its  frosts  and  storms,  has  chilled 

my  soul  at  last. 
And  genius,  with  the  foodful  looks  of  youthful  friendship, 

past; 
Though  my  path  is  dark  and  lonely,  now,  o'er  this  world's 

Here's  a  health,  my  Scottish  lassie!— here's  a  hearty  health 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottith  lassie !— though  1  know  that  not 

forme 
Is  thine  eye  so  bright,  thy  form  SO  light,  and  thy  step  so  firm 

and  free ; 
Though  thou,  with  cold  and  careless  looks  wilt  often  pass  me 

by, 
Unconscious  of  my  swelling  heart,  and  of  my  wistful  eye  j 
Though  thou  wilt  wed  some  Highland  love,  Dor  waste  one 

thought  on  me — 
Here's  a  health,  my  Scottish  lassie!  here's  a  hearty  health  to 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassiel  when  1  meet  thee  in  the 

throng 
Of  merry  youths  and  maidens,  dancing  lightsomely  along, 
111  dream  away  an  hour  or  twain,  still  gazing  on  thy  form. 
As  it  flashes  through  the  baser  crowd,  like  lightning  through 
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And  I,  perhaps,  shall  touch  thy  hand,  and  share  thy  looks  of 

glee, 
And  for  once,  my  Scottish  lassie !  dance  a  giddy  dance  with 

thee.  ' 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie! — I  shall  think  of  thee  at 

even, 
When  I  see  its  first  and  fairest  star  come  smiling  up  through 

heaven ; 
I  shall  hear  thy  sweet  and  touching  voice,  in  every  wind  that 

grieves. 
As  it  whirls  from  the  abandoned  oak,  its  withered  autumn 

leaves ; 
In  the  gloom  of  the  wild  forest,  in  the  stillness  of  the  sea, 
I  shall  think,  my  Scottish  lassie !  I  shall  often  think  on  thee. 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie! — in  my  sad  and  lonely 

hours, 
The  thought  of  thee  comes  o'er  me,  like  the  breath  of  distant 

flowers  ;- 
Like  the  music  that  enchants  mine  ear,  the  sights  that  bless 

mine  eye, 
Like  the  verdure  of  the  meadow,  like  the  azure  of  the  sky ; 
Like  the  rainbow  in  the  evening,  like  the  blossoms  on  the 

tree. 
Is  the  thought,  my  Scottish  lassie! — is  the  lonely  thought  on 

thee. 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie! — though  my  muse  must 

soon  be  dumb, 
(For  graver  thoughts  and  duties,  with  my  graver  years,  are 

come,) 
Though  my  soul  must  burst  the  bonds  of  earth,  and  learn  to 

soar  on  high, 
And  to  look  on  this  world's  follies  with  a  calm  and  sober  eye ; 
Though  the  merry  wine  must  seldom  flow,  the  revel  cease  for 

me — 
Still  to  thee,  my  Scottish  lassie!  still  HI  drink  a  health  to 

thee. 
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Here's  a  health,  my  Scottuh  lassiel  here^  a  pardn^  hedi 

to  thee; 
May  thine  be  still  a  cloudless  lot,  thougji  it  be  far  firam  mel 
May  still  thy  laughing  eye  be  bright,  and  open .  stiU  th 

brow. 
Thy  thoughts  as  pure,  thy  speech  as  finee,  thy  heart  as  Ij^ 

as  now! 
And,  whatsoe'er  my  after  fsaite,  my  dearest  toast  shall  be^— 
Still  a  health,  my  Scottish  lassie!  still  a  hearty  health  tc 

thee! 

R€v.  7.  Momlirie. 


557.    LOVE  IS  TIMID. 

LOVE  is  timid«  Love  is  shy. 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why? 
Ah!  tell  me,  why  true  love  should  be 

Afraid  to  meet  the  kindly  sinile 
Of  him  she  loves,  from  him  would  flee, 
Yet  thinks  upon  him  all  the  while? 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why 
Love  is  timid.  Love  is  shy? 

Love  is  timid,  Love  is  shy, 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why? 
True  love,  they  say,  delights  to  dwell 
In  some  sequestered  lonely  bower; 
With  him  she  loves  where  none  can  tell, 
lier  tender  look  in  passion's  hour. 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why 
Love  is  timid.  Love  is  shy? 

Love  is  timid.  Love  is  shy, 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why? 
Love,  like  the  lonely  nightingale. 

Will  pour  her  heart  when  all  is  lone ; 
Nor  will  repeat,  amidst  the  vale. 
Her  notes  to  any  but  to  one. 
Can  you  tell  me,  tell  me  why 
Love  is  timid,  love  is  shy  ? 

Daniel  Weir. 
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558.    OH!  TAKE  ME  TO  YON  SUNNY  ISLE. 

OH  !  take  mc  to  yon  sunny  isle  that  stands  in  Fortha's  sea, 
For  there,  all  lonely,  I  may  weep,  since  tears  my  lot 
must  be ; 
The  cavcm'd  rocks  alone  shall  hear  my  anguish  and  my  woe, 
But  can  their  echoes  Mary  bring?  ah! — no,  no,  no! 

I'll  wander  by  the  silent  shore,  or  climb  the  rocky  steep, 
«  And  list  to  ocean  murmuring  the  music  of  the  deep; 

But  when  the  soft  moon  lights  the  waves  in  evening's  silver 
glow, 

I  Shall  Mary  meet  me  'neath  its  light?— ah!  no,  no,  no! 

I 

I'll  speak  of  her  to  every  flower,  and  lovely  flowers  are  there, 
They'll  may  be  bow  their  heads  and  weep,  for  she,  like  them, 

I  was  fair, — 

And  every  bird  I'll  teach  a  song,  a  plaintive  song  of  woe, 

I  But  Mary  cannot  hear  their  strains? — ah!  no,  no, no! 

Slow  steals  the  sun  a-down  the  sky,  as  loth  to  part  with  day. 
But  airy  morn  with  carolling  voice  shall  wake  him  forth  as 

:  gay; 

Yet  Mary's  sun  rose  bright  and  fair,  and  now  that  sun  is  low^ 
I  Shall  its  fair  beam  e'er  grace  the  mom? — ah!  no,  no,  no! 

I  But  I  must  shed  the  hidden  tear,  lest  Mary  mark  my  care : 

j  The  stifling  groan  may  break  my  heart,  but  it  shall  linger 
'  there ! 

I  I'll  even  feign  the  outward  smile,  to  hide  my  inward  woe ; 

3  ;  1  would  not  have  her  weep  in  heaven — ah !  no,  no,  no ! 

I  Robert  Gilfillan. 
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559.  THY  FATAL  SHAFTS.   ::*^  V    l^ 

THY  fatal  shafts  unerring  move ; 
1  bow  before  thine  altar.  Love! 
I  feel  thy  soft  resistless  flame 
Glide  swift  through  all  my  vital  frame! 


The  Lovtr£ 

For  while  I  gaxe  my  bosom  glows, 
My  blood  in  tides  impetuous  flows ; 
Hope,  fear,  and  joy,  alternate  roll, 
And  floods  of  transport  Vhelm  my  souL 

My  fall'ring  longue  attempts  in  vain 
In  soothing  mimnon  b>  CMiqilain; 
My  tongue  some  secret  nugic  tiea, 
My  munnuia  sink  in  broken  ligba! 

Condemn'd  to  nurse  eternal  cw«^ 
And  ever  drop  the  silent  tear, 
Unheard  I  moutn,  unknown  I  sigh. 
Unfriended  live,  unpitied  diel 

SmolUtt. 


S6a    THE  EVENING  STAR. 

HOW  sweet  thy  modest  light  to  view. 
Fair  star!  to  love  and  lovers  dear; 
While  trembling  on  the  falling  dew, 
Like  beauty  shining  through  the  tear. 

Or  hanging  o'er  that  mirror-stream 
To  mark  each  image  trembling  there} 

Thou  seem'st  to  smile  with  softer  gleam 
To  sec  thy  lovely  face  so  fair. 

Though,  blazing  o'er  the  arch  of  night. 
The  moon  thy  timid  beams  outshine 

As  far  as  thine  each  starry  light— 
Her  rays  can  never  vie  with  thine; 

Thine  are  the  soft  enchanting  hours 
When  twilight  lingers  on  the  plain. 

And  whispers  to  the  closing  llow'rs. 
That  soon  the  sun  wUl  rise  again. 
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Thine  is  the  breeze  that,  murmuring  bland 

As  music,  wafts  the  lover's  sigh ; 
And  bids  the  yielding  heart  expand 

In  love's  delicious  ecstasy. 

Fair  star!  though  I  be  doom'd  to  prove 
That  rapture's  tears  are  mix'd  with  pain ; 

Ah !  still  I  feel  'tis  sweet  to  love,— 
But  sweeter  to  be  lov'd  again. 

Dr.  John  LeyeUn. 


561.     I'LL  TWINE  A  WREATH. 

I'LL  twine  a  wreath,  111  twine  a  wreath, 
A  garland  for  thy  head — 
The  green,  green  leaves  that  fancy  weaves 

Shall  balmy  fragrance  shed ; 
The  blooming  flowers  from  sylvan  bowers 

Shall  show  a  thousand  dyes 
Around  thy  brow,  like  coloured  bow 
That  girds  the  summer  skies. 

The  heather-bell,  from  cliff  and  fell, 

ril  seek  where  zephyr  blows  ; 
At  early  mom,  from  off  the  thorn, 

ni  cull  the  new-blown  rose; 
And  lily  pale,  from  verdant  vale, 

That  bends  beneath  the  storm. 
Emblem  of  you,  all  bathed  in  dew, 

And  spotless  as  thy  form. 

These,  wreathed  and  bound,  shall  circle  round 

Thy  lovely  brow  of  white. 
Where  glossy  hair  in  tresses  fair, 

Like  clouds  of  summer  night, 
Thine  eyes  o'ershade, — oh,  lovely  maid! 

These  eyes  that  oft  beguile 
And  charm  my  heart  with  magic  art— 

So  sweet  thy  dimpling  smile. 
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Tliis  garland  gay  will  soon  decay 

And  lose  its  lovely  hue ; 
But  soul  and  heart  shall  rather  pan 

Before  I  part  from  you. 
This  wreath  will  fade,  ah,  lovely  maid! 

With  leaves  and  blossoms  wove ; 
But  age  or  care  can  ne'er  impair 

My  heart's  unchanging  love. 

William  Bennie. 


562.    A  WEARY  LOT  IS  THINE. 

AWEARY  lot  is  thine,  fair  maid, 
A  weary  lot  is  thine! 
To  pull  the  thorn  thy  brow  to  braid, 

And  press  the  rue  for  wine. 
A  lightsome  eye,  a  soldier's  mien, 

A  feather  of  the  blue, 
A  doublet  of  the  Lincoln  green, — 
No  more  of  mc  you  knew,  my  love! 
No  more  of  me  you  knew. 

This  mom  is  merry  June,  I  trow. 

The  rose  is  budding  fain ; 
But  it  shall  bloom  in  winter  snow. 

Ere  we  two  meet  again. 
He  turn'd  his  charger  as  he  spake, 

Upon  the  river  shore ; 
He  gave  his  bridle-reins  a  shake. 

Said,  Adieu  for  evermore,  my  love! 
And  adieu  for  evermore. 


-•o*- 


563.    O  WERE  I   ON   PARNASSUS. 

OWERE  I  on  Parnassus  hill, 
And  had  of  Helicon  my  fill. 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill, 
To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee! 
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But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well, 
My  muse  maun  be  thy  bonnie  sell, 
On  Corsincon  V\\  glowr  and  spell, 
And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay; 
For,  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day, 
I  couldna  sing,  I  couldna  say. 

How  much,  how  dear  I  love  thee. 
I  see  thee  dancing  ower  the  green. 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean, 
Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een — 

By  heaven  and  earth,  I  love  thee ! 

By  night,  by  day — a-field,  at  hame — 
The  thoughts  of  thee  my  breast  inflame  1 
And  aye  1  muse  and  sing  thy  name — 

I  only  live  to  love  thee. 
Though  I  were  doom'd  to  >vander  on, 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun. 
Till  my  last  weary  sand  was  run, 

Till  then — and  then  111  love  thee. 

Burns, 


564.     SWEET   IS   THE   DAWN. 

SWEET  is  the  dawn  of  vernal  mom. 
And  doubly  sweet  to  me 
That  moment  when  the  lamp  of  day 

Emerges  from  the  sea. 
And  lightens  up  the  glowing  skies 
As  erst  he  lighted  paradise. 

But  sweeter  far  to  view  thy  face 
Suffused  with  beauty's  glow ; 

'Tis  like  the  morning's  rosy  rays 
Shining  on  Alpine  snow, — 

And,  oh !  the  radiance  of  those  eyes 

To  mc,  is  more  than  paradise. 


.<• 
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Oh!  sweet  the  maws' matin  hymiir- 

The  merle's  song  at  even ; 
And  sweet  the  lark's  wild  melody 

When  soaring  up  to  heaven; 
But  music  sweeter  than  thy  voice 
Was  never  heard  in  paradise. 

Oh,  Mary !  let  one  heavenly  xay 

Beam  from  thy  beauteous  face, 
'Twill  light  my  clouded  spirit  up. 

And  fill  my  soul  with  peace ; 
'Twill  dissipate  my  mental  gloom. 
And  round  me  paradise  shall  bloom. 

David  Vedder, 


565.    THE   LADY  OF  MY  HEART. 

THE  murmur  of  the  merry  brook, 
As,  gushingly  and  free, 
It  wimples,  with  its  sun-bright  look, 

Far  down  yon  sheltered  lea. 
Humming  to  every  drowsy  flower 

A  low  quaint  lullaby. 
Speaks  to  my  spirit,  at  this  hour, 
Of  love  and  thee. 

The  music  of  the  gay  green  wood. 

When  every  leaf  and  tree 
Is  coaxed  by  winds  of  gentlest  mood 

To  utter  harmony ; 
And  the  small  birds,  that  answer  make 

To  the  winds*  fitful  glee. 
In  me  most  blissful  visions  wake 

Of  love  and  thee. 

The  rose  perks  up  its  blushing  cheek. 

So  soon  as  it  can  see. 
Along  the  eastern  hills,  one  streak 

Of  the  sun's  majesty : 
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Laden  with  dewy  gems,  it  gleams 

A  precious  freight  to  me, 
For  each  pure  drop  thereon  me  seems 

A  type  of  thee. 

And  when  abroad  in  summer  mom, 

I  hear  the  blythe  bold  bee 
Winding  aloft  his  tiny  horn, 

(An  errant  knight  perdy,) 
That  winged  hunter  of  rare  sweets, 

O'er  many  a  far  country. 
To  me  a  lay  of  love  repeats, 

Its  subject — thee. 

And  when,  in  midnight  hour,  I  note 

The  stars  so  pensively, 
In  their  mild  beauty,  onward  float 

Through  heaven's  own  silent  sea : 
My  heart  is  in  their  voyaging. 

To  realms  where  spirits  be, 
But  its  mate,  in  such  wandering, 

Is  ever  thee. 

But,  oh  !  the  murmur  of  the  brook. 

The  music  of  the  tree ; 
The  rose  with  its  sweet  shamefaced  look. 

The  booming  of  the  bee ; 
The  course  of  each  bright  voyager. 

In  heaven's  unmeasured  sea, 
Would  not  one  heart  pulse  of  me  stir. 

Loved  I  not  thee ! 

William  Motherwell 

566.     SONG:   MY  LOVE   WAS   FICKLE   ONCE 

AND    CHANGING. 

MY  love  was  fickle  once  and  changing. 
Nor  e'er  would  settle  in  my  heart ; 
From  beauty  still  to  beauty  ranging, 
In  every  face  I  found  a  dart. 


T^  Loveri 

Twas  first  a.  channi&g  sh^  emlaved  mt. 
An  e)v  then  gave  the  &taJ  stnte; 

Till  by  her  wit  Corinna  nred  me, 
And  all  my  fonnerietters  broke. 

But  DOW  a  long  and  lasting  anguish 

For  Belvtdera  I  endure, 
Hourly  I  sigh,  and  hourly  languish, 

Nor  hope  to  find  the  wanted  cure. 

For  here  the  false  inconstant  loro'. 
After  a  thousand  beauties  shown. 

Does  new  surpassing  charms  disonrer, 
And  finds  variety  in  one. 


S67.    SONG:  TELL  ME   NO   MORE  HOW 

FAIR  SHE   IS. 

TELL  me  no  more  how  fair  she  is, 
1  have  no  mind  to  hear 
The  story  of  that  distant  bliss 

I  never  shall  come  near; 
By  sad  experience  I  have  found 
That  her  perfection  is  my  wound. 

And  tell  me  not  how  fond  I  am 

To  tempt  my  daring  fate, 
From  whence  no  triumph  ever  came, 

But  to  repent  loo  late: 
There  is  some  hope  ere  long  I  may 
In  silence  doat  myself  away. 

I  ask  no  pily,  love,  from  thee. 

Nor  will  thy  justice  blame, 
So  that  thou  wilt  not  envy  me, 

The  glory  of  my  flame: 
Which  crowns  my  heart  whene'er  it  di3S, 
In  tliat  it  falls  her  sac  n  flee. 

Dr.  Henry  King,  Bishop  0/  Chiehester. 
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568.    SONG:  SAY,  LONELY  DREAM,  WHERE 
COULD'ST  THOU  FIND. 

SAY,  lonely  dream,  where  could'st  thou  find 
Shades  to  counterfeit  that  face? 
Colours  of  this  glorious  kind 
Come  not  from  any  mortal  place. 

In  heaven  itself  thou  sure  wert  drest 

With  that  angel-like  disguise; 
Thus  deluded  am  I  blest, 

And  see  my  joy  with  closed  eyes. 

But,  ah !  this  image  is  too  kind 

To  be  other  than  a  dream. 
Cruel  Sacharissa's  mind 

Never  put  on  that  sweet  extreme ! 

Fair  dream !  if  thou  intend*st  me  grace, 
Change  that  heavenly  face  of  thine ; 

Paint  despised  love  in  thy  face, 
And  make  it  to  appear  like  mine. 

Pale,  wan,  and  meagre  let  it  look, 

With  a  pity,  moving  shape: 
Such  as  wander  by  the  brook 

Of  Lethe,  or  from  graves  escape. 

Then  to  that  matchless  nymph  appear,. 

In  whose  shape  thou  shinest  so; 
Softly  in  her  sleeping  ear, 

With  humble  words  express  my  woe. 

Perhaps  from  greatness,  state,  and  pride, 

Thus  surprised  she  may  fall, 
Sleep  does  disproportion  hide. 

And  death  resembling  equals  all. 

Edmund  Waller. 


THE  sua  was  sunk  beoeath  the  hiU, 
The  western  clouds  were  lined  with  gold, 
The  sky  was  clear,  the  winds  were  Still, 
The  flocks  were  pent  within  the  fold; 
When  from  the  silence  of  the  grove, 
Poor  Damon  thus  despair'd  of  love. 

Who  seeks  to  pluck  the  fragrsuit  rose 
From  the  bare  rock  or  ooiy  beach ; 
Who  from  each  barren  weed  that  grows. 

Expects  the  grape  or  blushing  peacB; 
Wiih  equal  faith  may  hope  to  find 
Tlie  truUi  of  love  in  womankind. 

I  have  no  herds,  no  fleecy  care, 

No  fields  that  wave  with  golden  grain, 

No  pastures  green,  or  gardens  fair, 
A  damsel's  venal  heart  to  gain ; 

Then  all  in  vain  my  sighs  must  prove, 

For  1,  alas!  have  nought  but  love. 

How  wretched  is  the  faithful  youth, 

Since  women's  hearts  are  bought  and  sold ; 

They  ask  not  vows  of  sacred  truth  ; 
Whene'er  they  sigli,  they  sigh  for  gold. 

Gold  can  the  frowns  of  scorn  remove, 

But  I,  alas!  have  nought  but  love. 

To  buy  the  gems  of  India's  cost, 

What  wealth,  what  treasure  can  suffice  ? 

Not  all  their  fire  can  ever  boast 
The  Uving  lustre  of  her  eyes; 

For  these  the  world  too  cheap  would  prove  : 

But  I,  alas !  have  nought  but  love. 
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O  Silvia !  since  nor  gems,  nor  ort, 
Can  with  your  brighter  charms  compare, 

Consider  what  I  proffer 's  more, 
More  seldom  found,  a  soul  sincere. 

Let  riches  meaner  beauties  move, 

VV'ho  pays  thy  worth  must  pay  in  love. 

GranvilUy  Lord  Lansdowne. 


57a    WHAT  IS  LOVE? 

LOVE'S  no  irregular  device. 
No  sudden  start  of  raging  pain. 
Which  in  a  moment  grows  a  fire. 
And  in  a  moment  cools  again. 

Not  found  in  the  sad  sonneteer 
That  sings  of  darts,  despair,  and  chains, 

And  by  whose  dismal  verse  'tis  clear 
He  wants  not  heart  alone,  but  brains. 

Nor  docs  it  centre  in  the  beau 
Who  sighs  by  rule,  by  ord^r  dies, 

Whose  all  consists  in  outward  show. 
And  want  of  art  by  dress  supplies. 

No ;  love  is  something  so  divine. 
Description  would  but  make  it  less : 

Tis  what  I  feel,  but  can't  define ; 
'Tis  what  I  know,  but  can't  express. 

Dryden. 
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571.     LOVE   RELAPSED. 

IF  all  that  I  love  is  her  face. 
From  looking  I  sure  can  refrain ; 
In  others  her  likeness  may  trace, 
Or  absence  may  cure  all  my  pain. 


I 


I 
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This  said^from  her  channsl  retii'dl^ 
Nor  knew  I  till  then  how  I  lov^d; 

What  present  my  passicm^idiiiirVl, 
In  absence  my  reason  approved. 

Ah !  Why  should  I  hope  for  relief 

Where  all  that  I  see  is  disdain  ? 
No  pity  in  her  for  my  griel^ 

No  merit  in  me  to  complain. 
Nor  yet  do  I  fortune  upbraid, 

Though  robb'd  of  my  fieedom  and 
Still  proud  of  the  choice  I  have  madei 

Though  hopeless  it  ever  can  please. 


572.    SONG:' BLOOMING  BEAUTY. 

THE  charms  which  blooming  beauty  shows 
From  faces  heav'nly  fair, 
We  to  the  lily  and  the  rose 

With  semblance  apt  compare. 

With  semblance  apt,  for  ah !  how  soo]>— 

How  soon  they  all  decay ! 
The  lily  droops,  the  rose  is  gone, 

And  beauty  fades  away. 

But  when  bright  nature  shines  confessed, 

With  sweet  discretion  join'd ; 
When  mildness  calms  the  peaceful  breast, 

And  wisdom  glides  the  mind. 

When  charms  like  these,  dear  maid,  conspire 

Thy  person  to  approve : 
They  kindle  generous,  chaste  desire, 

And  everlasting  love. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  time  or  fate, 

These  graces  shall  endure; 
Still  like  the  passion  they  create, 

Eternal,  constant,  pure. 

Rev.  Thos,  FiUgerdUL 
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573.  THE  MARQUIS  OF  MONTROSE  TO 

HIS  LOVE. 

Pari  First  • 

MY  dear  and  only  love,  I  pray, 
This  noble  worid  of  tface 
Be  governed  by  no  other  sway 

But  purest  monarcfaic 
For  if  confusion  have  a  part. 

Which  virtuous  souls  abhorre. 
And  hold  a  synod  in  thy  heart, 
111  never  love  thee  more 

Like  Alexander  I  will  reign, 

And  I  will  reign  alone; 
My  thoughts  shall  evermore  disdain 

A  rival  on  my  throne. 
He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  deserts  are  small. 
That  puts  it  not  unto  the  touch 

To  win  or  lose  it  alL 

But  I  must  rule  or  govern  still, 

And  always  give  the  law. 
And  have  each  subject  at  my  will, 

And  all  to  stand  in  awe. 
But,  'gainst  my  battery  if  I  find 

Thou  shun'st  the  prize  so  sore 
As  that  thou  sefst  me  up  a  blind, 

111  never  love  thee  more. 

If  in  the  empire  of  thy  heart. 

Where  I  should  solely  be, 
Another  do  pretend  a  part. 

And  dares  to  vie  with  me. 
Or  if  committees  thou  erect. 

And  go  on  such  a  score, 
111  sing  and  laugh  at  thy  neglect, 

And  never  love  thee  more 
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iBui  if  thou  wilt  be  constant  then. 

And  faithful  of  chy  word, 
m  make  (hce  glorious  by  my  pen. 

And  famous  by  my  sword. 
Ill  serve  ihce  in  such  noble  ways 

Was  never  heard  before, 
111  crown  and  t!i.-ck  iht-c  all  with  bays, 

And  love  thee  evermore. 

Pari  Seeend. 
My  dear  and  only  bve,  take  heed. 

Lest  ihouJhysdf  expose. 
And  let  all  longing  lovers  feed 

Upon  such  looks  as  those. 
A  marblL-  wall  then  build  about, 

liescl  without  a  door; 
Hut  if  thou  let  thy  heart  fly  out, 

ril  never  love  thee  more. 

Let  not  their  oaths,  like  vollies  shot, 

Make  ^ny  breach  at  all; 
Nor  smoothness  of  their  language  plot 
Which  way  to  scale  the  wall; 

■[  J  ■■■'.111  adore; 

For  about  thee  fume, 

ninevcrlove  thee  more. 

I  think  thy  lirtues  be  loo  strong 

To  suffer  by  surprise ; 
Tliosc  viciuaird  by  my  love  so  long 

The  siege  at  length  must  rise. 
And  ka\c  [hce  ruled  in  that  health 

And  state  ihou  was  before; . 
But  if  thou  turn  a  common  wealth. 

I'll  never  love  thee  more. 

Or  if  by  fraud,  or  by  consent. 
Thy  heart  to  ruine  come, 

111  sound  no  trumpet  as  I  wont, 
Nor  march  by  tuck  of  drum ; 
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But  hold  my  arms,  like  ensigns,  up, 
Th);  falsehood  to  deplore, 

And  bitterly  will  sigh  and  weep. 
And  never  love  thee  more. 

ni  do  with  thee  as  Nero  did 

When  Rome  was  set  on  fire; 
Not  only  all  relief  forbid, 

But  to  a  hill  retire. 
And  scorn  to  shed  a  tear  to  see 

Thy  spirit  gfrown  so  poor ; 
But  smiling  sing,  until  I  die, ' 

111  never  love  thee  more. 

Yet  for  the  love  I  bare  thee  once. 

Lest  that  thy  name  should  die, 
A  monument  of  marble  stone 

The  truth  shall  tcstifie ; 
That  every  pilgrim  passing  by 

May  pity  and  deplore 
My  case,  and  read  the  reason  why 

I  can  love  thee  no  more. 

The  golden  laws  of  love  shall  be 

Upon  this  pillar  hung, 
A  simple  heart,  a  single  eye, 

A  true  and  constant  tongue. 
Let  no  man  for  more  love  pretend 

Than  he  has  hearts  in  store ; 
True  love  begun  shall  never  end : 

Love  me,  and  love  no  more. 

Then  shall  thy  heart  be  set  by  mine, 

But  in  far  different  case: 
For  mine  was  true,  so  ws&  not  thine, 

But  lookt  like  Janus'  face. 
For  as  the  waves  with  every  wind, 

So  sails  thou  everj'  shore. 
And  leaves  my  constant  heart  behind — 

How  can  I  love  thee  more  ? 
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My  bean  shall  with  the  nis  befix'd. 

For  constancy  most  strange, 
And  thine  shall  with  the  moon  be  mix'd. 

Delighting  ay  in  change. 
Thy  heauty  shin'd  at  first  most  bri^it. 

And  woe  is  me  therefore, 
That  ever  I  found  thy  love  so  ligjit 

1  could  love  tbee  no  more. 

The  misty  mountains,  smoking  lakes, 

The  rocks  resounding  echo 
The  whistling  wind  that  murmur  makes, 

Shall  with  me  sing  hey  ho  i 
The  towering  seas,  the  lurabling  boats. 

Tears  dropping  from  each  shore. 
Shall  tunc  with  me  Iheir  turtle  notes, 

ni  never  love  thee  more. 

As  doth  the  tunic,  chaste  and  true, 

Her  fellow's  death  regrete, 
And  vainly  mourns  for  his  adieu, 

And  ne'er  renews  her  mate ; 
So  though  thy  faith  was  never  fast. 

Which  grieves  me  wondrous  sore, 
Yet  shall  1  live  in  love  so  chast, 

That  I  shall  love  no  more. 

And  when  all  gallants  ride  about. 

These  monuments  to  view, 
,  Whereon  is  written,  in  and  out. 

Thou,  traitorous  and  untrue; 
Then  in  a  passion  they  shall  piuae. 

And  thus  say  sighing  sore: 
Alast  he  had  too  just  a  cause 

Never  to  love  thee  more. 

And  while  that  tracing  goddess,  Faroe, 
From  cast  to  west  shall  flee, 

She  shall  record  it  to  thy  shame, 
How  tliou  host  loved  me  \ 


I 


I 


• 
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And  how  in  odds  our  love  was  such 

As  few  have  been  before ; 
Thou  loved  too  many,  and  I  too  much, 

So  I  can  love  no  more. 

James  Grahame^  Marquis  of  Montrose. 


574.    THE   HUSBAND'S   PRAYER. 

OH !  Thou  whose  merciful  decree 
Hath  knit  our  hearts  in  bonds  of  love, 
Our  sure  defence  and  safeguard  be 
Whatever  our  wedded  lot  may  prove. 


I  Without  thy  blessing  love  is  vain 

I  The  varied  ills  of  life  to  bear ; 

!  But  when  bestowed  few  griefs  remain 

a  Beyond  affection's  healing  care. 

I  Avert  from  us  the  spirit's  chill, 

Each  wandering  thought  and  fickle  mood  ; 

I  Mould  every  feeling  to  thy  will,  ' 

Incline  our  hearts  to  every  good. 

I  Implanting  deep  that  perfect  trust, 

I  Of  love's  rich  soil  the  flower  most  dear; 

Turn  all  our  promised  joys  to  dust, 

But  leave  that  root  un withered  here. 
3 

Blend  Nnth  our  love  that  gentleness 
I  Which  turns  each  angry  word  aside, 

Which  stifles  wrath  with  tenderness, 
I  And  melts  away  the  frost  of  pride. 

.  Nor  let  unkindness  ever  reach. 

Nor  harsh  unfeeling  thoughts  impair 
I  The  tenderness  of  years ;  but  teach 

Our  hearts  to  bear  and  to  forbear. 


Be  onrs  a  unity  of  mind, 

A  unity  of  sweetest  love, 
A  unity  of  faith  entwined 

With  the  dear  hope  of  joys  above; 

We  know  that  in  our  hearts  there  lies, 
With  all  their  love,  the  genu  of  change; 

The  world  can  break  the  holiest  ttei, 
A  breath  the  tenderest  thoughts  estrange; 

We  pray,  oh  I  God,  that  grief  like  this, 
Our  euthly  course  may  never  see; 

We'd  make  our  love  a  lasting  blEss, 
By  resting  all  its  htqtes  on  thee. 


S75-    BEATRICE. 

GENTLE,  happy  Beatrice, 
Visioncd  fair  before  me. 
How  can  it  a  wonder  be 
Thai  many  so  adore  thee? 

Old  and  young,  and  great  and  wise. 

Set  [heir  love  upon  thee. 
And  if  gold  thy  heart  could  win, 

Gold  long  since  had  won  tbec. 

Social,  cheerful  Beatrice, 

Like  a  plenteous  river 
Is  the  current  of  thy  joy. 

Flowing  on  for  ever. 

Many  call  themselves  thy  friends  ; 

Thou  art  loved  of  many ; 
And,  where'er  the  fair  are  met. 

Fairest  thou  of  any. 
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Pious,  duteous  Beatrice, 
All  good  angels  move  thee, 

Meek  and  gentle  as  a  saint : 
Most  for  this  we  h>ve  thee. 

I  can  sec  thee  going  forth 

Innocent  and  lonely. 
Knowing  but  how  good  thou  art, 

Like  an  angel  holy. 

See  thee  at  thy  father's  side, 
In  thy  wondrous  beauty, 

Gladdening  that  benign  old  man 
With  cheerful  love  and  duty. 

I  can  see  his  happy  smile 

As  he  gazes  on  thcc, 
I  can  feel  the  boundless  love 

That  he  showers  upon  thee. 

What  a  happy  home  thou  mak*st, 
Singing  in  thy  gladness 

Snatches  of  delicious  song, 
Full  of  old  love  sadness ! 

How  I  sit  and  hold  my  breath 
When  the  air  is  winging, 

From  some  far-off  pleasant  room. 
Breathings  of  thy  singing! 

How  I  listen  for  thy  foot, — 
I  know  it,  stepping  airy, 

On  the  stair,  or  overhead, 
Like  a  lightsome  fairy  ! 

What  a  happy  house  it  is 
Where  thou  hast  thy  dwelling! 

There  love,  joy,  and  kindliness 
Evermore  are  welling. 
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Everyone  within  the  house 

Loves  to  talk  about  tbee. 
What  an  altered  place  it  were^ 

Beatrice,  without  thcel 

I  can  see  thee  *»hen  I  list 

In  thy  beauty  shining, 
Leaning  from  the  casement  ledge 

Where  the  rose  is  twining. 

1  can  see  thee  looking  down, 

The  little  linnet  feeding; 
Or,  sitting  quietly  apart,  . 

Some  sweet  volume  reading. 

Would  I  were  beside  tbee. 

The  pages  turning  over, 
I'd  find  some  cunning  word  or  two 

That  should  my  heart  discover! 

I  would  not  heed  thy  laughter  wild, — 
Laugh  on,  I  could  wiihstand  thee; 

The  printed  book  should  [ell  my  tale. 
And  thou  should'st  understand  me. 

1  know  thy  arts,  my  Beatrice, 

So  lovely,  so  beguiling  t 
The  mockery  of  thy  merry  wif, 

Thf  witchery  of  iliy  smiling. 

1  know  thee  for  a  siren  strong. 
That  smites  all  hearts  with  blindness, 

And  1  might  tremble  for  myself, 
But  for  thy  loving -kindness. 

But  for  the  days  of  bygone  years, 

When  1  was  as  Ihy  brother; 
Ah !  we,  my  faithful  Beatrice, 

Were  meant  for  one  another. 
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111  straightway  up  this  very  day, 

And  ask  thee  of  thy  father : 
And  all  the  blessings  life  can  give 

In  wedded  life  well  gather. 

Mary  HowitU 


576.    THE  COMPOSITION  OF  A  KISS. 

CUPID,  if  storying  legends  tell  aright, 
Once  framed  a  rich  elixir  of  delight, — 
A  chalice  o*er  love-kindled  flames  he  fixed, 
And  in  it  nectar  and  ambrosia  mix'd : 
With  these,  the  magic  dews  which  evening  brings. 
Brushed  from  the  Idalian  star  by  fairy  wings, 
Each  tender  pledge  of  sacred  faith  he  join'd, 
Each  gentler  pleasure  of  the  unspotted  mind — 
Day-dreams,  whose  tints  with  sportive  brightness  glow 
And  Hope,  the  blameless  parasite  of  Woe. 
The  eyeless  chemist  heard  the  process  rise. 
The  steamy  chalice  bubbled  up  in  sighs. 
Sweet  sounds  transpir'd,  as  when  the  enamour'd  dove 
Pours  the  soft  murmuring  of  responsive  love. 
The  finished  work  might  Envy  vainly  blame. 
And  '  Kisses'  was  the  precious  compound's  name 
With  half  the  god  his  Cyprian  mother  blest. 
And  brenth'd  on  Sara's  lovelier  lips  the  rest 

S,  T.  Coleridge. 


-•o«- 


577.    WE   MET  WHEN   LIFE  AND   HOPE 

WERE   NEW. 

WE  met  when  hope  and  life  were  new, 
And  all  we  look'd  on  smiled, 
And  Fancy's  wand  around  us  threw 
Enchantments  sweet  as  wild ; 
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Ours  were  the  light  snd 

The  world  h&d  jnt  to  wing; 
The  bloom,  that  when  it  ottce 

Can  know  no  second  qiriilg.     i 

What  though  our  love  was  nevo  toU, 

Or  breathed  in  sighs  alone ; 
By  signs  that  would  not  be  controU'd, 

Its  growing  strength  was  shown : 
The  touch  that  thiiU'd  us  with'ddi^; 

The  glance  by  art  ufatamed; 
In  one  short  moon,  as  brief  as  ni^t, 

That  tender  truth  procIaimM. 

We  parted  chilling  loolcs  among; 

My  inmost  soul  was  bow'd; 
And  blessings  died  upon  my  tongue 

I  dared  not  breathe  aloud, 
A  pensive  smile  serene  and  bland,     ■ 

One  thrilling  glance — how  vain  t 
A  pressure  of  thy  yielding  hand ; 

We  never  met  again  1 

Yet  still  a  spell  was  in  thy  name 

Of  magic  power  to  me ', 
That  bade  me  strive  for  wealth  and  fame, 

To  make  me  worthy  thee ; 
And  long  through  many  an  after-year. 

When  boyhood's  dream  had  flown, 
With  nothing  left  to  hope  or  fear, 

I  loved,  in  silence,  onl 

AlaricA.  WaOs. 


578.     FIRST  LOVE. 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear 

At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier, 
'  By  distance  mellow'd  o'er  the  waters  sweep; 
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Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear; 

Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep 
From  leaf  to  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  hi^ 
The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  slqr. 

Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watchdog's  honest  baric 
Bay  deep-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home ; 

Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come ; 

Tis  sweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  laric, 
Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters ;  sweet  the  hmn 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  die  song  of  birds, 

The  lisp  of  children,  and  dieir  earliest  words. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage  when  the  showering  grapes 

In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  earth, 
Purple  and  gushing :  sweet  are  our  escapes 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps. 

Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birth, 
Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women, 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seameiL 

Sweet  is  a  legacy,  and  passing  sweet 

The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady, 
Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete. 

Who've  made  '  us  youth '  wait  too — too  long  already. 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country  seat. 

Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady. 
That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double  damn'd  post  obits. 

Tis  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels, 

By  blood  or  ink ;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 
To  strife ;  'tis  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels. 

Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend : 
Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 

Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 
Against  the  world ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 
We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot 
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But  sweeter  still  than  thb,  tbao  these,  than  ■!!, 
Is  first  and  passionate  lore — it  stands  alone, 

Like  Aflam's  recollectioD  of  hia  fall  ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck'd — all's  Imom-' 

And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recall 
Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown, 

No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven 

Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from  Ubaven, 

LardBytvit. 


579-    TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  ON  HER   MARRIAGE 


That  the  wreath  is  woven  for  thy  hair,  the  bridegroom  bythv 

side: 
And  I  think  I  hear  thy  father's  sigh,  thy  mother's  calmer  tone, 
As  they  give  thee  to  another's  arms — their  beautiful — their 


I  never  saw  a  bridal  but  my  eyelid  hath  been' wet, 

And  it  always  sccm'd  to  mc  as  though  a  joyous  crowd  weie 

To  see  the  saddest  sight  of  all,  a  gay  and  girlish  thing 

Lay  aside  her  maiden  gladness — for  a  name — and  for  a  ling. 

And  other  cares  will  claim  thy  thoughts,  and  other  hearts  thy 

love, 
And  gayer  friends  may  be  around,  and  bluer  skies  above ; 
Yet  thou,  when  1  behold  thee  next,  may'st  wear  upon  thy 

Perchance  a  mother's  look  of  care,  for  that  which  decks  it 

And  when  I  think  how  often  I  have  seen  thee,  with  thy  mild 
And  lovely  look,  and  step  of  air,  and  bearing  like  a  child. 
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Oh !  how  mournfully,  how  mournfully  the  thought  comes  o'er 

my  brain. 
When  I  think  thou  ne'er  ma/st  be  that  free  and  giilish  thing 

again. 

I  would  that  as  my  heart  dictates,  just  such  might  be  my  lay, 
And  my  voice  should  be  a  voice  of  mirth,  a  music  like  the 

May; 
But  it  may  not  be!   within  my  breast  all  frozen  are  the 

springs. 
The  murmur  dies  upon  my  lip— the  music  on  the  strings. 

But  a  voice  is  floating  round  me,  and  it  tells  me  in  my  rest. 
That  sunshine  may  illume  thy  path,  that  joy  shall  be  thy 

guest, 
That  thy  life  shall  be  a  summer's  day,  whose  evening  shall 

go  down 
Like  the  evening  in  the  eastern  clime,  that  never  knows  a 

frown. 

When  thy  foot  is  at  the  altar,  when  the  ring  hath  press'd  thy 

hand, 
When  those  thou  lovest,  and  those  that  love  thee,  weeping 

round  thee  stand. 
Oh!  may  the  verse  that  friendship  weaves,  like  a  spirit  of 

the  air. 
Be  o*er  thcc  at  that  moment—for  a  blessing  and  a  prayer! 

G,  M,  FitxgeraUL 


S8a    THE  LOVERS. 

IT  was  an  eve  of  Autumn's  holiest  mood. 
The  corn-fields,  bathed  in  Cynthia's  silver  light. 
Stood  ready  for  the  reaper's  gathering  hand; 
And  all  the  wmds  slept  soundly.    Nature  scem'd, 
In  silent  contemplation,  to  adore 
Its  Maker.    Now  and  then,  the  aged  leaf 
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Fell  from  its  fellows,  rustling  to  tiie  gromid , 
And,  as  it  fell,  )>ade  mantfai^  on  his  end. 
On  vale  and  lake^  on  wood  and  mountain  li{gfa» 
With  pensive  wing  outspread,  sat  heavenly  thoo^it^ 
Conversing  with  itself.    Vesper  look'd  forth. 
From  out  her  western  hermitage,  and  smiled; 
And  up  the  east,  unclouded,  rode  the  moon 
With  all  her  stars,  gazing  on  earth  intense^ 
As  if  she  saw  some  wonder  walking  there. 


Such  was  the  night,  so  lovdy,  still,  serene^ 
When,  by  a  hermit  thorn  that  on  the  hiU 
Had  seen  a  hundred  flowery  ages  pass, 
A  damsel  knecPd  to  offer  up  her  prayer, — 
Her  prayer  nightly  offer'd,  nightly  heard. 
This  ancient  thorn  had  been  the  meeting  place 
Of  love,  before  his  country's  voice  had  called 
The  ardent  youth  to  fields  of  honour  far 
Beyond  the  wave :  and  hither  now  repaired. 
Nightly,  the  maid,  by  God*s  all-seeing  eye 
Seen  only,  while  she  sought  this  boon  alone : 
*  Her  lover's  safety  and  his  quick  return.' 
In  holy,  humble  attitude  she  kneel'd, 
And  to  her  bosom,  fair  as  moonbeam,  press'd 
One  hand,  the  other  lifted  up  to  heaven. 
Her  eye,  upturned,  bright  as  the  star  of  mom, 
As  violet  meek,  excessive  ardour  stream'd. 
Wafting  away  her  earnest  heart  to  God. 
Her  voice,  scarce  utter'd,  soft  as  zephyr  sighs 
On  morning  lily's  cheek,  though  soft  and  low. 
Vet  heard  in  heaven,  heard  at  the  mercy  seat 
A  tear-drop  wander'd  on  her  lovely  face ; 
It  was  a  tear  of  faith  and  holy  fear. 
Pure  as  the  drops  that  hang  at  dawning-time. 
On  yonder  willows  by  the  stream  of  life. 
On  her  the  moon  look'd  steadfastly  ;  the  stars, 
That  circle  nightly  round  the  Eternal  Throne, 
Glanced  down,  well  pleased ;  and  everlasting  love 
Gave  gracious  audience  to  her  prayer  sincere. 
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O  had  her  lover  seen  her  thus  alone, 
Thus  holy,  wrestling  thus,  and  all  for  him ! 
Nor  did  he  not :  for  oft-times  Providence, 
With  unexpected  joy  the  fervent  prayer 
Of  faith  surprised.     Returned  from  long  delay, 
With  glory  crown'd  of  righteous  actions  won. 
The  sacred  thorn,  to  memory  dear,  first  sought 
The  youth;  ^d  found  it  at  the  happy  hour. 
Just  when  the  damsel  kneePd  hersdf  to  pray. 
Wrapp'd  in  devotion,  pleading  with  her  God, 
She  saw  him  not,  heard  not  his  foot  approach. 
All  holy  images  seem'd  too  impure 
To  emblem  her  he  saw.    A  seraph  kneeVd, 
Beseeching  for  his  ward,  before  the  Throne, 
Seem'd  fittest,  pleased  him  best     Sweet  was  the  thought ! 
But  sweeter  still  the  kind  remembrance  came. 
That  she  was  flesh  and  blood,  form'd  for  himself   - 
The  plighted  partner  of  his  future  life.  • 

And  as  they  met,  embraced,  and  sat,  embower'd, 
In  woody  chambers  of  the  starry  night, 
Spirits  of  love  about  them  minister'd. 
And  God,  approving,  bless'd  the  holy  joy ! 


Pollock. 
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581.     POWER  OF  LOVE. 

I  HAVE  done  penance  for  contemning  love; 
Whose  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punish'd  me 
With  bitter  fasts,  with  penitential  groans. 
With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-sore  sighs ; 
For,  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love. 
Love  hath  chased  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes, 
And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  heart's  sorrow. 
Oh  !  love's  a  mighty  lord ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as  I  confess. 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction. 
Nor,  to  his  ser\'ice,  no  such  joy  on  earth  1 
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Now,  no  discoune,  except  It  be  of  love; 
Now  can  I  break  my  fast,  dine,  sn|^  and  aleef^ 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 


582.    THE  PROUDEST  LADY. 

THE  queen  b  proud  on  her  throne. 
And  proud  are  her  maids  h>  fine; 
But  the  proudest  lady  that  ever  was  known 
Is  a  little  lady  of  mine. 
And  oh !  she  flouts  me,  she  flouts  fiie, 
And  spurns  and  scorns  ^d  scouts  me  ; 
Though  I  drop  on  my  knee  and  sue  for  grace, 
•       And  beg,  and  beseech,  with  the  saddest  face. 
Still  ever  the  same  she  doubts  me. 

She  is  seven  by  the  kalendar — ■ 

A  lily's  almost  as  tall. 
But  oh!  this  little  lady's  by  far 
The  proudest  lady  of  all. 

It's  her  sport  and  pleasure  to  flout  me. 

To  spurn,  and  scorn,  and  scout  me; 

But  ah!  I've  a  notion  it's  nought  but  play,^ 

And  that  say  what  she  will  and  feign  what  she  n 

She  can't  well  do  without  me! 

When  she  rides  on  her  nag  away, 

By  park,  and  road,  and  river. 
In  a  little  hat,  so  jaunty  and  gay, 
Oh  1  then  she's  prouder  than  ever ! 
And  oh!  what  faces,  what  faces! 
What  petulant,  pert  grimaces! 
Why  the  very  pony  prances  and  winks, 
And  tosses  his  head,  and  plainly  thinks 
He  may  ape  her  airs  and  graces. 
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Bat  M  times,  like  a  pleasant  tune, 
A  sweeter  mood  o'ertakes  Jier; 
Oh !  then  she's  sunn)'  as  sides  of  June, 
And  all  her  pride  forsakes  her. 
Oh  1  she  dances  round  me  so  fairly ! 
Oh !  her  laugh  rings  out  so  rarely  I 
Oh  I  she  coaxes  and  nestles,  and  purrs  and  piies 
In  my  puuled  face  with  her  two  great  eyes, 
And  says, '  I  love  you  deariyl ' 

Oh !  the  queen  is  proud  on  her  throne, 

And  proud  are  her  maids  so  fine; 
But  the  [u^oudest  lady  that  ever  was  known 
Is  this  [ittle  lady  of  mine. 
Good  lackt  she  flouts  me,  she  6ouls  me. 
And  spurns  and  scorns  and  scouts  me; 
But  ah !  I've  a  notion  it's  nought  but  play, — 
And  that  say  what  she  will  and  feign  what  she  may. 
She  can't  well  do  without  me  I 

T.  Watveod. 


583.    THE  LADY'S  YES 

'"V/'ESl'  I  answered  you  last  night; 
JL     '  No!'  this  morning,  sir,  I  say! 
Colours  seen  by  candle-light 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 

When  the  tabors  play'd  their  best, 
Lamps  above,  and  laughs  below — 

Love  me  sounded  lilte  a  jest. 
Fit  for  Yes  or  fit  for  No!- 

Call  me  false  or  call  me  ftee— 

Vow,  whatever  light  may  shine. 

No  man  on  thy  face  shall  see 

Any  grief  for  change  on  mine. 


Vet  the  sin  is  on  ua  both- 
Time  to  dance  is  not  to  woo  — 

Wooer  light  makes  fickle  troth — 
Scotn  of  me  lecoils  oajroti ', 

Lean  to  win  a  lady's  faiUi 

Nobly  as  the  thing  is  high  ; 
Bravely,  as  for  life  and  death — 

With  a  loyal  gravity. 

Lead  her  from  the  festive  boards, 

Point  her  to  the  stany  skies, 
Guard  her,  by  your  truthful  words. 

Pure  from  courtship's  flatteries. 

By  your  truth  she  shall  be  true — 

Ever  true,  as  wives  of  yore— 
And  her  Yes,  once  said  to  you. 

Shall  be  yes  for  evermore. 

Etisabtth  Barrett  Brcv/tttitg. 


584.    THE  HAPPY  HUSBAND. 

OFT,  oft  mcthinks,  the  while  with  thee 
I  breathe,  as  from  the  heart,  thy  dear 
And  dedicated  name,  I  hear 
A  promise  and  a  mystery, 
A  pledge  of  more  than  passing  life. 
Yea,  in  that  very  name  of  wife! 

A  pulse  of  love,  that  ne'er  can  sleep ! 

A  feeling  that  upbraids  the  heart 

With  happiness  beyond  desert. 
That  gladness-half  requests  to  weep! 

Nor  bless  I  not  the  keener  sense 

And  unalaming  turbulence 


i 
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Of  transient  joys,  that  ask  no  sting 

From  jealous  fears,  or  coy  denying ; 

But  bom  beneath  love's  brooding  wing, 
And  into  tenderness  soon  dying, 

Wheel  out  their  giddy  moment,  then 

Resign  the  soul  to  love  again. 

A  more  precipitated  vein 

Of  notes,  that  eddy  in  the  flow 

Of  smoothest  song,  they  come,  they  go. 
And  leave  their  sweeter  understrain 

Its  own  sweet  self — a  love  of  thee 

That  seems,  yet  cannot  greater  be ! 

•S*.  T.  Coleridge. 


585.     THAT   SONG  AGAIN. 

THAT  song  again!  its  wailing  strain 
Brings  back  the  thoughts  of  other  hours- 
The  form  I  ne'er  may  see  again, — 

And  brightens  all  life's  faded  flowers ! 

In  mournful  murmurs,  o'er  mine  ear 
Remember'd  echoes  seem  to  roll, 

And  sounds  I  never  more  can  hear, 
Make  music  in  my  lonely  soul ! 

That  swell  again !  —now  full  and  high. 
The  tide  of  feeling  flows  along. 

And  many  a  thought  that  claims  a  sigh, 
Seems  mingling  with  the  magic  song! 

« 

The  forms  I  loved — and  loved  in  vain. 
The  hopes  I  nursed — to  see  them  die, 

With  fleetness,  brightness,  through  my  brain. 
In  phantom  beauty,  wander  by! 
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Then  touch  the  lyre,  my  own  dear  love! 

My  soul  is  like  a  troubled  sea, 
And  turns  from  all  bdow — above, 

In  fondness,  to  the  harp  and  thee! 


586.    THE  DESTINED  WIFE. 

WHEN  ripen'd  time  and  chasten'd  will 
Have  stretch'd  and  tuned  for  love's  accords 

The  five-string*d  lyre  of  life,  until 

It  vibrates  with  the  wind  of  words ; 
And  *  Woman/  *  Lady,'  *  She,'  and  *  Her ' 

Are  names  for  perfect  good  and  fair, 
And  unknown  maidens,  talk'd  of,  stir 

His  thoughts  with  reverential  care; 
He  meets,  by  heavenly  chance  express. 

His  destined  wife :  some  hidden  hand 
Unveils  to  him  that  loveliness 

Which  others  cannot  understand. 
No  songs  of  love,  no  summer  dreams 

Did  e'er  his  longing  fancy  fire 
With  vision  like  to  this :  she  seems 

In  all  things  better  than  desire. 
His  merits  in  her  presence  grow, 

To  match  the  promise  in  her  eyes, 
And  round  her  happy  footsteps  blow 

The  authentic  airs  of  Paradise. 
For  love  of  her  he  cannot  sleep  ; 

Her  beauty  haunts  him  all  the  night ; 
It  melts  his  heart,  it  makes  him  weep 

For  wonder,  worship,  and  delight 

Coventry  Patmore. 
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587.    THE   EAR-RINGS. 

MY  ear-rings,  my  ear-rings,  |Ve  dropped  them  in  the  well 
And  what  to  say  to  Musa,  I  cannot,  cannot,  tell; 
(Twas  thus,Granada's  fountain  by,  spoke  Albuharez*  daughter) 
— The  well  is  deep— far  down  they  lie,  beneath  the  cold  blue 

water : 
To  me  did  Musa  give  them  when  he  spake  his  sad  fareweU« 
And  what  to  say  when  he  comes  back,  alas !  I  cannot  telL 

My  ear-rings,  my  ear-rings,  they  were  pearls  in  silver  set. 
That  when  my  Moor  was  far  away,  I  ne'er  should  him  forget ; 
That  I  ne'er  should  list  to  other  lips,  or  smile  on  other's  tale, 
But  remember  he  my  lips  had  kiss'd,  pure  as  those  ear-rings 

pale. 
When  he  comes  back  and  hears  that  I  have  dropp'd.thcm  in 

the  well, 
Oh !  what  will  Musa  think  of  me,  I  cannot,  cannot  telL 

My  ear-rings,  my  ear-rings,  he'll  say  they  should  have  been 
Not  of  pearl  drops  and  of  silver,  but  of  gold  and  ghttering 

sheen ; 
Of  jasper  and  of  onyx,  and  of  diamonds  shining  clear, 
Changing  to  the  changing  light,  with  radiance  insincere; 
That   changfcul   minds  unchanging  gems  are  not  befitting 

well  : 
Thus  he  will  think,  and  what  to  say,  alas !  I  cannot  telL 

Hell  think  when  I  to  market  went  I  loiter'd  by  the  way ; 
Hell  think  a  willing  ear  I  lent  to  all  the  lads  might  say; 
Hell    think    some   other   lover's  hand  among  my  tresses 

noosed 
From  the  ears  where  he  had  placed  them,  my  gems  of  pearl 

unloosed ; 
He'll  think  when  I  was  sporting  so  beside  this  marble  well, 
My  pearls  fell  in ;  and  what  to  say,  alas !  I  cannot  telL 
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Hell  say  I  am  a  womaD,  and  that  we  are  ^  the  nme; 
Hdl  say  I   loved,  when  he  was  there,  to  whiiper  of  ha 

But  that,  when  he  vrcnt  to  Tunis,  my  virgin  troth  was 

And  I   thought  no  more  of  Husa,  and  cared  not  Ibr  Ms 

token. 
My  ear-rings,  my  ear-rings,  oh  I  luckleu,  luckleu  well. 
For  what  to  say  to  Musa,  I  cannot,  cannot  telL 


S8&    WOMAN'S   LOVE. 

AN  infant  when  it  gaies  on  a  l^ht, 
A  child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 

A  devotee  when  soars  the  host  in  sight, 

An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 
A  sailor  when  the  prize  has  struck  in  fight, 

A  miser  tilling  his  most  hoarded  chest. 
Feci  rapture ;  but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 
As  they  who  watch  o'er  what  they  love  while  sleeping. 

For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved. 
All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  is  living; 

So  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved. 
And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy  'tis  giving ; 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass'd,  and  proved, 

Hush'd  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving; 

There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors 

And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 

The  lady  watch'd  her  lover — and  that  hour 
Of  love's,  and  night's,  and  ocean's  solitude, 

O'erfloVd  her  soul  with  their  united  power; 
Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  bower, 
Where  nought  upon  their  passion  could  intrude, 

And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 
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Alas !  the  love  of  women !  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing ; 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 

And  if  'tis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone, 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring, 
Deadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing ;  yet  as  real 
Torture  is  theirs — what  they  inflict  they  feeL 

Lord  Byron. 


589.     TO   MY  DREAM-LOVE. 

WHERE  art  thou,  oh!  my  beautiful?    Afar 
I  seek  thee  sadly,  till  the  day  is  done. 
And  o*cr  the  splendour  of  the  setting  sun. 
Cold,  calm  and  silvery,  floats  the  evening  star : 
Where  art  thou  ?    Ah !  where  art  thou,  hid  in  light 
That  haunts  me,  yet  still  wraps  thee  from  my  sight  ? 

Not  wholly,  ah !  not  wholly — still  love's  eyes 
Trace  thy  dim  beauty  through  the  mystic  veil. 
Like  the  young  moon  that  glimmers  faint  and  pale, 
At  noontide  through  the  sun-web  of  the  skies : 
But  ah!  I  ope  mine  arms,  and  thou  art  gone. 
And  only  memory  knows  where  thou  hast  shone. 

Night — night  the  tender,  the  compassionate, 
Bindeth  thee,  gem-like,  'mid  her  raven  hair : 
I  dream — I  see — I  feel  that  thou  art  there — 
And  stand  all  weeping  at  sleep's  golden  gate. 
Till  the  leaves  open,  and  the  glory  streams 
Down  through  my  trancM  soul  in  radiant  dreams. 

Too  short — too  short — soon  comes  the  chilly  mom, 
To  shake  from  love's  boughs  all  their  sleep-bom  bloom, 
And  wake  my  heart  back  to  its  bitter  doom. 
Sending  me  through  the  land  downcast,  forlorn. 
Whilst  thou,  my  beautiful,  art  far  away. 
Bearing  the  brightness  from  my  joyless  day. 
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1  stand  and  gaie  across  eirtli^  Urect  sea, 
And  still  the  Sashing  of  the  renlcM  main 
Sounds  like  the  dashing  of  a  prisones^  chain, 
That  binds  me,  ohl  my  beautiiul,  from  Umk 
Ob  I  sea-bird,  flashing  past  on  snow-ifhite  wing, 
Bear  my  soul  to  her  in  thy  wandeiing. 

My  heart  is  weaiy  gating  o'er  the  sear— 
O'er  the  long  dreaiy  lines  that  dose  the  sk>- : 
Through  solemn  sunsets  ever  mournfully, 
Gazing  in  vain,  my  beautiful,  for  thee; 
Hearing  the  sullen  waves  for  evermore 
Dashing  around  me  on  the  londy  shore. 

But  tides  creep  laiily  about  the  sands. 
Washing  frail  landmarks,  Lethe-likc,  away. 
And  though  their  records  pierish  day  by  day, 
Still  stand  I  ever  with  closc-claspid  hands, 
Gazing  far  westward  o'er  the  heaving  sea, 
Gazing  in  vain,  jny  beautiful,  for  thee. 

Walter  A.  CasuU. 


S9a    RECOLLECTIONS  OF  LOVE, 

HOW  warm  this  woodland  wild  recess ! 
Love  surely  has  been  breathing  here. 
And  this  sweet  bed  of  earth,  my  dear! 
Swells  up,  then  sinks  with  faint  caress, 
As  if  to  have  you  yet  more  near. 

Eight  springs  have  flown  since  last  I  lay 
On  seaward  QuanCock's  healthy  hills, 
Where  quiet  sounds  from  hidden  rills 

Float  here  and  there,  like  things  astray. 
And  high  o'er  head  the  skylark  shrills. 

No  voice  as  yet  had  made  the  air 
Be  music  with  your  name ;  yet  why 
That  asking  look?  that  yearning  sigh? 

That  sense  of  promise  everywhere? 
Beloved!  flew  your  spirit  by. =■ 
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As  when  a  mother  doth  explore 

The  rose-mark  on  her  long-lost  child, 

I  met,  I  loved  you,  maiden  mild ! 
As  whom  I  long  had  loved  before — 

So  deeply  had^I  been  beguiled. 

You  stood  before  me  like  a  thought, 

A  dream  remembered  in  a  dream. 

But  when  those  meek  eyes  first  did  seem 
To  tell  me,  love  within  you  wrought — 

O  Greta,  dear  domestic  stream ! 

Has  not,  since  then,  love's  prompture  deep,  \ 

Has  not  love's  whisper  evermore, 

Been  ceaseless,  as  thy  gentle  roar? 
Sole  voice,  when  other  voices  sleep. 

Dear  under-song  in  clamour's  hour. 

S.  T,  Coleridge. 


591.     LEOLINE. 

IN  the  molten-golden  moonlight. 
In  the  deep  grass  warm  and  dry. 
We  watch'd  the  fire-fly  rise  and  swim 

In  floating  sparkles  by. 
All  night  the  hearts  of  nightingales. 
Song-steeping,  slumbrous  leaves. 
Flowed  to  us  in  the  shadow  there 
Below  the  cottage-eaves. 

We  sang  our  songs  together 

Till  the  stars  shook  in  the  skies. 
We  spoke — we  spoke  of  common  things, 

Yet  the  tears  were  in  our  eyes. 
And  my  hand — I  know  it  trembled 

To  each  light  warm  touch  of  thine ; 
But  we  were  friends,  and  only  friends, 

My  sweet  friend,  Leoline! 


How  large  ihc  white  moon  took'd,  dcai ! 

There  has  not  ever  been, 
Since  those  old  nights,  (he  same  great  light 

In  the  moOns  which  I  have  seen. 
I  often  wonder,  when  I  think, 

If  you  have  thought  so  too. 
And  the  moonlight  has  grown  dimmer,  dear, 

Than  it  used  to  be  to  yoa 

And  sometimes,  when  the  warm  west  wind 

Comes  (aint  across  the  sea, 
It  seems  that  you  have  breath'd  on  it, 

So  sweet  it  comes  to  me ; 
And  sometimes,  when  the  long  light  wanes 

In  one  deep  crimson  line, 
1  muse, '  and  docs  she  watch  it  too, 

Far  off,  sweet  Lcoline?' 

And  often,  leaning  all  day  long 

My  head  upon  my  hands. 
My  heart  aches  for  the  vanisht  time 

In  the  far  fair  foreign  lands : 
Thinking  sadly — '  is  she  happy? 

Has  she  tears  for  those  old  hours? - 
And  the  cottage  in  the  starlight? 

And  the  songs  among  the  flowers  ?' 

One  night  we  sat  below  the  porch. 

And  out  in  that  warm  air, 
A  lire-fly,  like  a  dying  star. 

Fell  tangled  in  her  hair; 
But  I  kiss'd  him  lightly  oft  again. 

And  he  glitier'd  up  the  vine. 
And  died  into  the  darkness 

For  the  iove  of  Leoline ! 

Between  two  songi  of  Petrarch 

I've  a  purple  rose-leaf  prest, 
More  sweet  than  common  rose-leaves. 

For  it  once  lay  in  her  breast. 
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When  she  gave  me  that  her  eyes  were  wet : 

The  rose  was  foil  of  dew. 
The  rose  is  wither'd  kng  ago! 

The  page  is  blister'd  toa 

There's  a  blue  flower  in  my  garden. 

The  bee  loves  more  than  sdl : 
The  bee  and  I,  we  love  it  both, 

Tho'  it  is  frsdl  and  smalL 
She  loved  it  too — long,  long  ago ; 

Her  love  was  less  than  mine. 
Still  we  are  friends,  but  only  friends^ 

My  lost  love,  Ledline ! 

Owen  Meredith. 


592.    THE  SEA  SHELL. 

YOU  stoop'd  and  picked  a  wreathM  shell, 
Beside  the  shining  sea : 
'  This  little  sheU,  when  I  am  gone, 

WiU  whisper  still  of  me.' 
I  kiss'd  your  hands  upon  the  sands, 
For  you  were  kind  to  me ! 

1  hold  the  shell  against  my  ear. 

And  hear  its  hoUow  roar : 
It  speaks  to  me  about  the  sea. 

But  speaks  of  you  no  more! 
1  pace  the  sands  and  wring  my  hands, 

For  you  are  kind  no  more! 


593.    A  LYRIC 

THEY  say  that  my  heart  is  breaking 
With  love  and  sorrow  too ; 
And  at  last  I  shall  believe  it 
As  other  people  do. 


Tbou,  girl,  with  Kjt»  daric  beaming, 
I  have  ever  told  thee  this, — 

That  my  heart  with  love  i>  hrealdn^ 
That  thou  weit  all  vxf  Uisa, 

But  only  in  my  chamber 
Dared  I  thus  boldly  speak : 

Alast — when  thou  wert  present. 
My  words  were  sad  aod  weak. 

For  there  were  evil  angels 
Who  quickly  hush'd  my  tongue; 

And  oh  I — such  evil  angels 
Kill  many  a  heart  when  young. 


594-    SILENT  LOVE. 

YOU  say  1  love  not,  'cause  1  do  not  play 
Still  with  your  ringlets,  and  kiss  time  away ; 
By  love's  religion,  1  must  here  confess  it, 
Tlie  most  1  love  when  1  the  least  express  it ! 
Small  gifts  find  tongues ;  full  casks  are  ever  found 
To  give,  if  any,  yet  but  little  sound : 
Deep  waters  noiseless  are;  and  this  we  know, 
That  chiding  streams  betray  small  depth  betow; 
So  when  love  speechless  is,  it  doth  express 
A  depth  in  love,  and  that  depth  bottomless. 
Now  since  my  love  is  tongueless,  know  me  such 
Who  speaks  but  little,  'cause  I  love  so  much. 


S9S.    LOVE   ME   LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LON& 

LOVE  me  little,  love  me  long. 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song, 
Love  that  is  too  hot  and  strong 

Burneth  soon  to  waste : 
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Still  I  would  not  have  thee  cold, 
Not  too  backward  or  too  bold, 
Love  that  lasteth  till  'tis  old 

Fadeth  not  in  haste. 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long, 
Is  the  burden  of  my  song. 

If  thou  lovest  me  too  much. 

It  will  not  prove  as  true  a  touch ; 

Love  me  little,  more  than  such. 

For  I  fear  the  end  : 
I  am  with  little  well  content. 
And  a  little  from  thee  sent 
Is  enough,  with  true  intent, 

To  be  steadfast,  friend. 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long,  &c. 

Say  thou  lov'st  me  while  thou  live, 
I  to  thee  my  love  will  give, 
Never  dreaming  to  deceive, 

While  that  life  endures  : 
Nay,  and  after  death,  in  sooth, 
I  to  thee  will  keep  my  truth. 
As  now  when  in  my  May  of  youth 

This  my  love  assures. 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long,  &c. 

Constant  love  is  moderate  ever. 
And  it  will  through  life  pers^ver ; 
Give  me  that  with  true  endeavour, 

I  will  it  restore : 
A  suit  of  durance  let  it  be, 
For  all  weathers  that  for  me, 
For  the  land  or  for  the  sea. 

Lasting  evermore. 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long,  &c 

Winter's  cold  or  summer's  heat, 
Autumn's  tempests  on  it  beat. 
It  can  never  know  defeat. 

Never  can  rebel : 
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Such  the  love  that  I  would  gaiii, 
Such  th«  love,  I  tell  thee  |dain, 
Thou  must  give,  or  woo  in  vKin ; 

So  to  thee  brewelL 
Love  me  little,  love  me  long,  &c. 


596.    THE  FLOWER'S  NAME. 

HERE'S  the  garden  she  walled  utdo, 
Ann  in  my  atm,  such  a  short  while  since: 
Haik,  now  1  push  its  wicket,  the  moss 

Hinders  the  hinges  and  makes  them  wince ; 
She  must  have  reach'd  this  shrub  ere  she  tuni'd. 
As  back  with  that  murmur  the  wicket  swung; 
For  she  laid  the  poor  snail,  my  chance  foot  spum'd, 
To  feed  aod  forget  it  the  leaves  among. 

Down  this  side  of  the  gravel-walk 

She  went  while  her  robe's  edge  brush'd  the  box : 
And  here  she  paused  in  her  gracious  talk 

To  point  me  a  moth  on  the  milk-white  flox. 
Roses,  ranged  in  valiant  row, 

I  will  never  think  that  she  pass'd  you  by! 
She  loves  you,  noble  roses,  1  know ; 

But  yonder,  see  where  the  rock-plants  lie. 

This  flower  she  siopp'd  at,  finger  on  lip, 

Stoop'd  over,  in  doubt,  as  settling  its  claim ; 
Till  she  gave  me,  with  pride  to  make  no  slip. 

Its  soft  meandering  Spanish  name. 
What  a  name?  was  it  love  or  praise  P 

Speech  half-aslcep,  or  song  half-awake? 
I  must  learn  Spanish  one  of  these  days. 

Only  for  that  slow  sweet  name's  sake. 

Roses,  if  I  live  and  do  well, 

1  may  bring  her  one  of  these  days. 
To  fix  you  fast  with  as  fine  a  spell, 

Fit  you  each  with  his  Spanish  phrase! 


Dictionary.  545 


But  do  not  detain  me  now ;  for  she  lingers 

There,  like  sunshine  over  the  ground, 
And  ever  I  see  her  soft  white  fingers 

Searching  after  the  bud  she  found. 

Flower,  you  Spaniard,  look  that  you  grow  not, 

Stay  as  you  are  and  be  loved  for  ever ! 
Bud,  if  I  kiss  you  'tis  that  you  blow  not ; 

Mind,  the  shut  pink  mouth  opens  never! 
For  while  thus  it  pouts,  her  fingers  wrestle, 

Twinkling  the  audacious  leaves  between, 
Till  round  they  turn  and  down  they  nestle — 

Is  not  the  dear  mark  still  to  be  seen? 

Where  I  find  her  not,  beauties  vanish ; 

Whither  I  follow  her,  beauties  flee; 
Is  there  no  method  to  tell  her  in  Spanish 

June's  twice  June  since  she  breathed  it  with  me? 
Come,  bud,  show  me  the  least  of  her  traces. 

Treasure  my  lady's  lightest  foot-fall ; 
Ah,  you  may  flout  and  turn  up  your  faces   - 

Roses,  you  are  not  so  fair  after  all ! 

Robert  Browning, 


597     LOVE'S   MEMORIES. 

DOWN  by  the  woods,  where  the  blooming  purple  heather 
Sheds  its  sweet  perfume  in  the  pleasant  morning  prime. 
In  the  quiet  hill-shade  we  wander'd  forth  together, 
Gladdening  our  young  hearts  with  many  an  ancient  rhyme : 

Chaunting  some  old  ballad,  some  wild  and  artless  measure ; 

Or  reading  about  Rosalind  among  the  forest  boughs  : 

In  the  golden  age  of  courting,  when  the  minutes,  wing'd  with 

pleasure. 
Flew  lightly  at  the  whispering  of  lovers'  fervent  vou^s. 

35 
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And  sometimes  on  the  page  such  a' glorious  light  would 

glisten — 
Such  a  flash  from  out  the  ether  of  a  bright  and  purer  sphere— 
That  we  closed  the  book  with  wonder,  and  sat  us  down  to 

listen, 
For  we  thought  that  angel  voices  were  singing  to  us  near. 

« 

Glimpses  of  a  golden  future,  tender  memories  of  the  past, 
Hopes  of  deep  and  solemn  import,  from  their  spirit-home 

above — 
Slightly  veiled  from  our  seeing  by  the  g^ory  round  them 

cast — 
Come  like  mirror'd  shapes  before  us  when  the  soul  is  filFd 

with  love. 

And  the  light  which  love  had  kindled  had  shed  its  halo 

round  us, 
As  we  gazed  upon  the  woodland  with  its  old  majestic  trees, 
Mid  the  depth  of  nature's  stillness  how  its  silken  fetters 

bound  us, 
And  the  secrets  of  the  future  were  whisper'd  'mong   the 

leaves. 

Not  the  noblest  strain  of  music  pealing  through  the  solemn 

aisles, 
Till  the  old  cathedral  towers  seem  to  vibrate  with  the  spell, 
Fills  the  spirit  with  such  rapture,  or  the  fancy  so  beguiles. 
As  the  music  of  love's  making  on  the  chords  it  knows  so 

well. 

Years    have   flown — for  youth  is    fleeting— love  is  like  a 

stranger  guest ; 
Yet  the  memory  of  its  glory  melts  like  music  on  our  souls ; 
Wits  may  sneer  and  fools  deride  it,  pointing  with  a  courtly 

jest — 
But  the  passions  of  the  morning  manhood's  calmer  noon 

controls. 

y.  Dennis. 
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598.    BRIDAL  BALLAD. 

•TpHE  ring  is  on  my  band, 
i-    And  Ihc  wreath  is  on  my  brow ; 

Satins  and  jewels  grand 

Are  all  at  my  command. 

And  I  am  happy  now. 

And  my  lord  he  loves  me  wcU ; 

Bui,  when  first  he  breathed  his  vow, 
I  fell  my  bosom  swell — 
For  the  words  rang  as  a  knell, 
And  the  voice  sccm'd  Lis  who  fell 
In  the  battle  down  the  dell, 

And  who  is  happy  now. 

But  be  spoke  to  reassure  me. 

And  he  kiss'd  my  pallid  brow, 
While  a  reverie  came  o'er  me. 
And  to  the  churchyard  bore  me, 
And  I  sigh'd  to  him  before  me. 
Thinking  him  dead  D'Elormie, 
'Oh,  lam  happy  now!' 

1 

And  thus  the  words  were  spoken, 
And  this  the  phghicd  vow, 

And,  though  my  faith  be  broken. 

And,  though  my  heart  be  broken, 

Behold  the  golden  token 
That  proves  me  happy  nowl 

Would  God  I  could  awaken! 

For  1  dream  I  know  not  how, 
And  my  soul  Is  sorely  shaken 
Lest  an  evil  step  be  taken, — 
Ust  the  dead  who  is  forsakea 

May  not  be  happy  now. 

Pot. 

L 
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599.    TO  MY  WIFE. 

AFAR  from  tlieel  ^is  solitiide^ 
Though  smiling  crowds  around  me  bc^ 
The  kind,  the  beantiful,  the  good— 

For  I  can  only  think  of  tlwe; 
Of  thee,  the  kindest,  lovdiest,  best, 

My  earliest  and  my  only  one ; 
Without  thee,  I  am  all  onblest, 
And  wholly  blest  with  thee  alone. 

Afar  from  thee  I  The  words  of  jnaise 

My  listll»s  ear  unheeded  greet ; 
What  sweetest  seem'd  in  better  days, 

Without  thee  seem'd no  longet  sweet; 
The.  dearest  joy  fame  can  bestow, 

Is  in  thy  moisten'd  eye  to  see, 
And  in  thy  cheeks'  unusual  glow, 

Thou  dcem'st  me  not  unworthy  thee. 

Afar  from  thee !  the  night  is  come, 

But  slumbers  from  my  pillow  flee; 
I  cannot  rest  so  far  from  home. 

And  my  heart's  home  is  love  with  thee. 
I  kneel  before  the  throne  of  prayer. 

And  then  I  know  that  thou  art  nigh; 
For  God,  who  seeth  everywhere,  , 

Bends  on  us  both  his  watchful  eye. 

Together,  in  his  loved  embrace. 

No  distance  can  our  hearts  divide; 
Forgotten  quite  the  'mediate  space, 

I  kneel  thy  kneeling  form  beside; 
My  tranquil  frame  then  sinks  to  sleep, 

But  soars  the  spirit  far  and  free; 
O  welcome  be  night's  slumbers  deep ! 

For  then,  dear  love !  I  am  with  thee. 
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600.    THE  LOT  OF  LOVE. 

OH !  was  there  ever  tale  of  human  love, 
Which  was  not  also  tale  of  human  tears? 
Died  not  sweet  Desdemona?  sorrow'd  not 
Fair,  patient  Imogen?  and  she  whose  name 
Lives  among  lovers,  Sappho  sQver-voiced, 
Was  not  the  wailing  of  her  passionate  lyre 
Ended  for  ever  in  the  dull  deaf  sea? 
Must  it  be  thus?  oh  I  must  the  cup  that  holds 
The  sweetest  vintage  of  the  vine  of  life 
Taste  bitter  at  the  dregs?  Is  there  no  story, 
No  legend,  no  love  passage,  which  shaU  end 
Even  as  the  bow  that  God  hath  bent  in  heaven, 
O'er  the  sad  waste  of  mortal  histories. 
Promising  respite  to  the  rain  of  tears? 

Matthew  AmoiiL 


601.    TRUE  LOVE. 

YOUNG  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  hearts'  most  sweet  society ; 
Even  time,  the  pitiless,  in  sorrow  cleft 

With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms ;  he 
Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft, 

Though  foe  to  love ;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring. 
Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 

Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fail ; 

The  blank  grey  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair. 
But  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hail 

They,  were  all  summer:  lightning  might  assail 
And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 

A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 

Was  not  for  thcm^they  had  too  little  day. 
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They  were  alone  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden;  they  were  never 

Weary,  unless  when  separate:  the  tree 
Cut  from  its  forest  roots  of  years — the  river 

Dammed  from  its  fountain — the  chUd  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, — 

Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart^ 

Alas !  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart — 

The  heart— which  may  be  broken:  happy  they! 

Thrice  fortunate !  who  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay, 

Break  with  the  fisst  fall:  the>'  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  link'a  with  heavy  day  on  day, 

And  all  which  musti>e  borne,  and  never  told ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  vill  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

*  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,'  was  said  of  yore. 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this: 
The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  sla>'s  even  more— 

The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is, 
Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 

Awaits  at  last  even  those  wht)  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

Haidde  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead. 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem'd  made  for  them: 
They  found  no  fault  with  Time,  save  that  he  fled ; 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn : 
Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  gem. 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affiection. 

The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch, 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words, 

Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much; 
A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds. 
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Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such  ^ 

As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords; 
Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absurd 
To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such  or  ne'er  heard. 

All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  still, 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  611 
A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene. 

But  like  two  beings  bom  from  out  a  rill, 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  pass  Uieir  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowers, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

Moons  changing  had  roU'd  on,  and  changeless  found 
Those  their  bright /ise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  the  round; 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  whidi  cloys, 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirts,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses;  and  that  which  destroys 

Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appeared 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear'd. 

They  gazed  upon  the  sunset;  'tis  an  hour 

Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes. 
For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were:  the  power 

Of  love  had  first  o'erwhdm'd  them  from  such  skies. 
When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 

And  twilight  saw  them  link'd  in  passion's  ties; 
Charm'd  with  each  other,  all  things  charm'd  that  brought 
The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present  thought 

LordByratu 


602.    MY  MISTRESS. 

THE  cradle  of  the  infrmt  sun. 
That  scarTd  in  purple  clouds  and  dun, 
Kisses  the  dewy  tear-drops  up. 
Shed  in  the  flowret's  odorous  cup — 
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The  budding,  spriog-awakeii'd 

That,  proudly  bundi^  itf  green  primn. 

Proclaims  that  April  has  aruen. 

And  over  the  laughing  gardens  go<s% 

While  Wd  the  inild  frosts  gentlf-wrjpkUng, 

The  tears  that  morning  weeps  from  heaven 

In  smile  and  sparkle  earth  are  sprinkling;    - 

The  streamlet  that  has  vainly  striven 

To  bubble  its  harmonious  stray 

Between  these  lips  that  ice  confines 

And  seals  awhile ;— the  pink  that  shines 

A  coral  star  of  transient  fi^ory,— » 

The  golden-plumaged  bird,  that  shows 

All  gaudy  tints  upon  its  wing, 

A  feather'd  harp,  that  still  doth  sing 

To  the  water,  murmuring 

Sweet  music,  as  it  onward  flows: — 

The  rock  that  can  deceive  the  sun, 

j  Who  would  dissolve  it  with  his  ray; 

Its  snowy  outwork  may  be  won 

I  But  the  rock  melts  not  away — 

The  laurel  tree,  which  bathes  its  foot 
In  the  snows  it  tramples  down ; 
•    A  green  narcissus,  fearing  not 
The  lightnings  which  it  turns  aside, 

i  Or  wears  for  an  innocuous  crown, 

Daring  the  fires  above  deride, 
Or  the  frost  about  its  root, — 
In  fine,  the  cradle,  and  the  light, 

!  The  purple  clouds,  the  streams,  the  rose, 

(  The  bird  that  passions  through  the  night. 

The  morn,  that  raining  tear-drops,  throws 
Its  smile  on  earth, — the  crimson  pink 
Stooping  over  the  fountain's  brink : 
These  are  the  portions  which  combine 
In  her,  of  women  most  divine. 

Cit/dertm. 
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603.    ADAM'S  DESCRIPTION.  OF  EVE.  / 

WHEN  I  approach  ^  ^ 

Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems 
And  in  herself  complete,  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say, 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best : 
All  higher  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded ;  wisdom  in  discourse  with  htt 
Loses  discountenanced,  and  like  folly  shows ; 
Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait. 
As  one  intended  first,  not  after  made     • 
Occasionally ;  and,  t6  consunmiate  all, 
Greatness  of  mind  and  nobleness  their  seat 
Build  in  her  lovdlbst,  and  create  an  awe 
About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  placed  Milton. 


604-    LOVE'S  COMPARISON. 

MUST  I  tell  thee,  Geoigiana, 
Of  my  cousin  Caroline? 
How  the  pretty  creature  sported 

With  this  wayward  heart  of  mine? 
Oh !  her  eyes  were  as  blue  as  heaven,  love ; 

But  not  so  blue  as  thine, 
And  yet  I  almost  idolized 

The  eyes  of  Caroline. 
Her  soft  hair  rippled  to  her  waist 

In  waves  of  golden  light. 
Giving  glimpses  of  a  shoulder 

That  was  exquisitely  white ; 
Thine  own  has  just  that  sunny  fall. 

But  silkier  far  than  hers, 
And  a  fairer  neck  gleams  through  them 

'  While  the  wind  their  beauty  stirs. 
Ah !  fondly  (when  she^d  let  me) 

Did  I  those  tresses  twine. 
But  it  was  not  near  so  pleasant,  love» 

As  playing  thus  with  thine. 
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Her  laugh  wu  like  a  birft  laugh 

,So  murical  snd  sweet; 
Her  foot  was  lite  a  £uiya  fiM)^ 

So  dainty  and  so  fleet ; 
Her  smile  wim  fitful  tumfainCa 

Her  hand  waa  dimpled  mow, 
Her  hand  a  very  roiebud 

In  sweetnen  and  in  glow; 
But  I  know  a  lightex  footstep, 

A  more  melodious  laugfa, 
A  hand  that's  twansdowa  to  the  toodi, 

More  soft  than  has  by  half; 
And  a  smile  of  more  than  angd'^ower 

To  brJEbten  and  to  bless, 
And  a  lip  (that  if  you'd  le^me)  i 

1  would  perish  but  to  press! 
Ah!  dearly  did  I  love  to  hold 

Her  little  hand  in  mine ; 
But  1  was  not  half  so  happy,  sweet, 

As  now  in  taking  thine. 

Her  cheek  was  very  eloquent. 

For  there  her  feelings  spoke, 
Like  summer's  rosy  lightning, 

The  colour  o'er  it  broke ; 
While  bewitching  smiles  and  dimples 

Changed  its  beautiful  repose. 
Like  the  zephyr  and  the  sunshine 

At  play  upon  a  rose. 
But  1  know  a  cheek  whose  blushes 

As  they  trembling  come  and  go, 
1  could  gaze  upon  for  ever 

If  it  did  not  pain  thee  so. 

She  never  sought  to  shun  my  gaie — 

My  petted  Caroline, 
And  yet  I'd  give  her  sunniest  look 

For  one  dear  blush  of  thine. 
Now  prythee  do  not  call 

My  cousin  Carry — a  coquet. 
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When  I  tell  you  she  had  danglers 

By  the  dozen  in  her  net ; 
For  she  was  very  beautiful, 

Bewildering  and  bright, 
And  I  own  her  pretty  winning  ways 

And  words  bewitched  me  quite. 
Ah !  I  even  now  remember 

That  sweet  madness  with  a  sigh ; 
Nay,  do  not  draw  the  hand  away, 

Nor  droop  the  doubting  eye ; 
But  think  if  I  was  dazzled  thus 

By  careless  Caroline, 
How  much  more  fondly  I  shall  prize 

So  pure  a  heart  as  thine. 

Mrs,  Osgood. 

605.  AN  APOLOGY  FOR  HAVING  LOVED  BEFORE. 

THEY  that  never  had  the  use 
Of  the  grape's  surprising  juice. 
To  the  first  delicious  cup 
All  their  reason  render  up ; 
Neither  do,  nor  care  to  know 
Whether  it  be  best  or  no. 

So  they  that  are  to  love  inclined. 
Swayed  by  chance,  not  choice,  or  art. 
To  the  first  that's  fair  or  kind. 
Make  a  present  of  their  heart : 
It  is  not  she  that  first  we  love 
But  whom  dying  we  approve. 

To  man,  that  as  in  th'  evening  made, 
Stars  gave  the  first  delight, 
Admiring  in  the  gloomy  shade 
Those  little  drops  of  light : 
Then  at  Aurora,  whose  fair  hand 
Removed  them  from  the  skies, 
He  gazing  toward  the  east  did  stand, 
She  entertained  his  eyes. 
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But  when  the  bright  nm  did  ^ipeai^ 

All  those  he  'gan  despiae ; 

His  wonder  wu  dettxtnined  there, 

And  could  no  higher  rise. 

He  ndther  might  nor  wiihed  to  know 

A  more  refulgent  light : 

For  that  (as  mine  your  beauties  now) 

Emjdojred  his  utmost  sighL 


GO  where  the  waves  nin  rather  Holbom-hiUy, 
And  tempests  make  a  soda-water  sea, 
Almost  as  rough  as  our  rough  Piccadilly, 

And  think  of  me! 

Go  where  the  mild  Madeira  ripens  her  juice, — 
A  wine  more  praised  than  it  deserves  to  be! 
Go  pass  the  Cape,  just  capable  of  ver-juice. 

And  think  of  met 

Go  where  the  tiger  in  the  darkness  prowletb. 
Making  a  midnight  meal  of  he  and  she ; 
Go  where  the  lion  in  his  hunger  howlcth, 

And  think  of  me! 

Go  where  the  serpent  dangerously  coileth. 
Or  lies^along  at  full-length  like  a  tree, 
Go  where  the  Suttee  in  her  own  soot  broileth. 
And  think  of  me  I 

Go  where  with  human  notes  the  parrot  dealeth 
In  mono-polly-logue  with  tongue  as  free, 
And  like  a  woman,  all  she  can  revealcth. 

And  think  of  me  I 
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Go  to  the  land  of  muslin  and  nankcening, 
Andy  parasols  of  straw  where  hats  should  be. 
Go  to  the  land  of  slaves  and  palankeening. 

And  think  of  mc! 

Go  to  the  land  of  jungles  and  of  vast  hills. 
And  tall  bamboos — may  none  bamboozle  thee ! 
Go  gaze  upon  their  elephants  and  castles, 

And  think  of  me! 

Go  where  a  cook  must  always  be  a  currier, 
And  parch  the  pepper'd  palate  like  a  pea. 
Go  where  the  fierce  mosquito  is  a  worrier, 

And  think  of  me! 

Go  where  the  maiden  on  a  marriage  plan  goes. 
Consigned  for  wedlock  to  Calcutta's  quay. 
Where  woman  goes  for  mart,  the  same  as  mangoes, 

And  think  of  me! 

Go  where  the  sun  is  very  hot  and  fervent. 
Go  to  the  land  of  pagod  and  rupee, 
Where  every  black  will  be  your  slave  and  servant, 

And  think  of  me! 


607.    AN  ENGLISH  SONG. 

I  THANK  you  for  that  downcast  look. 
And  for  that  blushing  cheek ; 
I  would  not  have  you  raise  your  eyes, 

I  would  not  have  you  speak : 
Though  mute,  I  deem  you  eloquent, 

I  ask  no  other  sign, 
While  thus  your  little  hand  remains 
Confidingly  in  mine. 
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I  know  Ton  &iB  woold  hide  from  me 

The  tdl-tmle  Man  that  i^ 
Unbidden  foidi,  and  half  hctn^ 

The  anxious  fean  yon  fed : 
From  frienda  knig  tried  and  deaily  loved 

The  plighted  bride  must  part, 
Then  fredy  weei^I  cotdd  not  lore 

A  C(^d  unfeeh'ng'  heart. 


You  ri^  to  leave  your  mother's  roof| 

Though  on  my  suit  she  smiled, 
And,  spuming  ev'ry  Bdfisli  thon^it, 

Gave  up  her  darling  child: 
Sigh  not  for  her,  she  now  may  claim 

Kind  deeds  from  more  than  one; 
Shell  gaze  upon  her  daughter's  smiles, 

Supported  by  her  son ! 

I  thank  you  for  that  look — it  speaks 

Reliance  on  my  truth ; 
And  never  shall  unkindness  wotmd 

Your  unsuspecting  youth : 
If  fate  should  frown,  and  anxious  thoughts 

Oppress  your  husband's  mind, 
Oh!  never  fear  to  cling  to  me,— 

I  could  not  be  unkind. 

T.  Haynes  Bayly. 


608.    SONG:   THOU  ART  LOVEUER.       ^ '\ 

THOU  art  lovelier  than  the  coming 
Of  fairest  flowers  of  spring. 
When  the  wild  bee  wanders  humming, 

Like  a  bless'd  fairy  thing : 
Thou  art  lovelier  than  the  breaking 


When  the  gentlest  winds  are  shaking 
The  dewdrops  from  the  thorn. 
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I  have  seen  the  wild  flowers  springing, 

In  woody  and  field,  and  glen. 
Where  a  thousand  birds  were  singing, 

And  my  thoughts  were  of  thee  then ; 
For  therc^s  nothing  gladsome  round  me, 

Or  beautiful  to  see. 
Since  thy  beauty's  spell  has  bound  me. 

But  is  eloquent  of  thee. 

Richard  Hamti. 


609.    THE  GAME  AT  CHESS. 

LOVE  with  a  lady — ^would  you  Icnow 
Her  name,  then  read  this  heart,  for  there 
Tis  written,  like  the  words  of  woe. 
Imprinted  in  the  hyacinth  fair, — 
Love  with  a  lady  played, — ^but  where, 

Or  when,  or  how,  'tis  yours  to  guess ; 
Enough  if  we  this  truth  declare, — 
Love  with  a  lady  pla/d  at  chess ! 

Most  innocent,  and  calm,  and  high. 
The  mind  which  in  that  lady's  face 

Was  mirror'd,  as  the  morning  sky 
In  a  clear  brook's  green  dwelling-place. 
And,  rob'd  in  each  serenest  grace, 

She  mused,  more  tranquil  than  the  dove; 
So  there,  as  time  flew  on  apace. 

The  lady  play'd  at  chess  with  Love. 

Twas  like  a  dream  to  see  them  play : 

So  deeply,  marvellously  stilL 
And  hush'd  in  charm'd  thought,  sat  they, 

One  influence  of  the  tyrant  will 

Controlling  both,  for  well  or  ill! 
And  surely  in  that  silentness 

Angels,  on  heaven's  own  azure  hill, 
Watch'd  the  sweet  pair  who. play'd  at  chess 
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Bnt  see^  a  smile  mooeeds  to  doabt 
In  ber  fair  eyet-^tfaey  lee  *  tlie  Bipve;' 

And  swift  as  thcwght  she  stretches  oqft 
Her  small  white  hand,  without  a  i^oire» 
And  moves  the  piece— -bdow,  abovc^ 

Across,  on  aU  sides,  nnafiraid, 
Joy  in  her  soul :  and  thus  irit)^  Love 

Her  game  of  chess  the  ladjr  pla/d. 

What  is  the  woild,  and  what  is  VSt^ 

To  her  whose  heart  is  in  the  gamel 
The  bliss  of  that  ingenious  strife 

Is  dear  to  her  as  health  or  feme! 

With  whomsoe'er  she  plays,  the  same ; 
E'en  losing  has  some  power  to  bless : 

And  were  Love  dead,  she^d  fed  no  shame 
To  sit  with  Hatred  down  to  chess! 

Love,  brooding  o'er  the  board  grows  dull. 
And,  beaten,  seems  but  half  awalce; 

Her  hope  meanwhile  grows  ripe  and  fell,    - 
She  takes  whatever  she  wills  to  take; 

Wlien  lo !  what  nothings  sometimes  inake 

A  mighty  shock !    That  lady's  lip 
Quivers  with  some  convulsive  ache — 

Her  hand  just  touch'd  Love's  finger-tip. 

Her  heedless  hand!  while  wandering  o'er 

Eager  to  snatch  the  ivory  prize, 
It  touch'd  Love's  lightly  once — ^no  morel 

How'can  a  touch  thus  paralyse? 

How  flush  her  cheeks,  how  fire  her  eyes, 
How  fill  her  soul  with  sweet  distress. 

Delight,  despair,  beyond  disguise. 
And  make  her  lose — that  game  at  chess? 

His  eyes  had  been  on  hers  for  hours, 
Yet  knew  she  not  that  love  had  gaied ; 

His  breath  had  warm'd  her  cheek's  rich  flowers. 
And  still  these  thoughts  were  all  unraised. 
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Now  sits  she  like  a  thing  amazed ; 
Her  chance  at  every  move  grows  less ; 

She  plays  at  randoms-one  so  crazed 
Ne'er  lost  nor  gain'd  a  game  at  chess. 

Thoughts  of  the  player  crowd  above 
Thoughts  of  the  game,  that  else  would  press. 

She  only  feels  she  plays  with  Love ; 
She  does  not  know  she  plays  at  chess, 
Her  dog  might  spring  with  wild  caress, 

Mother  or  sister  tilt  the  board 
And  she  know  no  emotion  less 

Or  more,  of  all  her  heart  must  hoard ! 

King,  queen,  that  heart  hath  quite  forgot ; 

No  knight  hath  sway  there,  but  a  swain ; 
No  castle  seeks  she,  but  a  cot ; 

No  bishop,  but  a  curate  plain. 

Such  is  Love's  fine  electric  chain ; 
One  touch  hath  done  it!     Need  he  sue? 

No  :  ere  he'd  time  to  touch  again, 
He'd  won  the  game — and  lady  too ! 

Laman  BlanckartL 


6ia    A   CONFESSION   OF  LOVE. 

Could  I  see  his  face, 
I  wept  so  ?    Did  I  drop  against  his  breast. 
Or  did  his  arms  constrain  me?    Were  my  cheeks 
Hot,  overfloodcd,  with  my  tears,  or  his? 
And  which  of  our  two  large  explosive  hearts 
So  shook  me  ?    That,  I  know  not    There  were  words 
That  broke  in  utterance  .  .  .  melted,  in  the  fire ; 
Embrace,  that  was  convulsion,  .  .  .  then  a  kiss  .  .  . 
As  long  and  silent  as  the  ecstatic  night, — 
And  deep,  deep,  shuddering  breaths,  which  meant  beyond 
Whatever  could  be  told  by  word  or  kiss. 

36 
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Bat  vriiat  be  >aid  ...  I  l»ve  mitten  dif  br  dm. 
With  somewhat  even  writing.    Did  I  dikdc 
That  such  a  pasiionate  rain  wonid  intocept 
And  dash  this  last  page?    What  he  s^  indeed, 
I  fain  would  write  it  down  liere  UIk  the  m^ 
To  keep  it  in  my  eyes  as  in  my  cai^ 
The  h«ut's  sweet  scripture,  to  be  lud  at  ni^t 
When  weaiy,  or  at  morning  irtwn  a&aid, 
And  lean  my  heaviest  oath  on  idien  I  swor 
That,  when  all's  done,  all  tried,  all  counted  here. 
All  great  arts,  and  all  good  pT*ilnfoph!*t, — 
This  love  just  puts  its  hand  oat  in  a  dream, 
And  straight  outreaches  all  things. 

What  he  said, 
I  fain  would  write.     But  if  ait  angel  spoke 
In  thunder,  should  we,  haplv,  know  much  more 
Than  that  it  thunder'd  P     I  f  a  cloud  came  down 
And  uTapt  us  wholly,  could  we  dniw  its  shape. 
As  if  on  the  outside,  and  not  overcome?  , 

And  so  he  spake.     His  breath  against  my  face 
Confused  his  words,  yet  made  them  more  intense — 
As  when  the  sudden  finger  of  the  wind 
Will  wipe  a  row  of  single  city  lamps 
To  a  pure  white  line  of  flame,  more  luminous 
Because  of  obliteration;  more  intense — 
The  iniimaie  presence  carrying  in  itself_ 
Complete  communication,  as  with  souls 
Who,  having  put  the  body  off,  perceive 
Through  simply  being.     Thus,  'twas  gcanted  me 
To  know  he  loved  me  to  the  depth  and  height 
Of  such  large  natures,  ever  competent 
With  grand  horizons  by  the  land  or  sea, 
To  love's  grand  sunrise. 

Klixabetk  Barrett  Brovmii^. 
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611.    THE  LOVER  UP  A  TREE. 

WELL!  here's  a  situation, 
For  a  young  man  up  a  tree ; 
With  a  bull-dog  standing  under, 
Looking  lovingly  at  me! 

Treed!  by  all  the  darts  of  Cupid! 

Like  a  'possum,  or  a  'coonl 
What  an  aspect  for  a  lover, 

By  the  dim  light  of  the  moon ! 

Came  to  serenade  my  Julia : 

Lightly  climb'd  the  garden  wall : 

Tuned  my  guitar  'neath  her  window, 
Yonder  where  the  shadows  fall : 

Got  as  far  as  *  Sleep,  my  darling.' 

When  a  deep  bass  *  bow !  wow  I  wow ! ' 

Out  of  tune  and  time,  saluted  me—  ^ 

I  hear  its  echo  now. 

And  a  snapping,  close  behind  me, 

Warn'd  me  a  foe  was  near ; 
So  I  beat  a  quick  retreat  from  there 

And  found  a  lodgment  here ! 

As  I  climbed  this  smooth  Alanthus 

I  felt  a-something  tear : 
Let's  see :  yes,  here's  a  rent  behind : 

I  know  how  it  came  there! 

Plague  take  the  canine  creature ! 

Wagging  his  stiff  bob-tail, 
As  though  he  thought  his  narrative 

Would  finally  prevail! 

But  such  dogmatic  arguments 

Have  no  effect  on  me. 
And  such  waggish  illustrations 

With  my  temper  don't  agree : 
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Yonder  where  the  snowy  ctntmin 
In  the  mellow  moonlight  shines. 

Unconscious  of  my  sad  mishap, 
My  Julia  dear  reclines. 

I  would  not  now,  for  all  the  world. 
That  she  should  see  me  here^ 

Dangling  in  this  old  Alanthus, 
With  a  white  flag  in  my  rear! 

Oh !  for  a  bit  of  strychnine^ 

Or  some  poison  of  some  sort  I 

rd  stop  the  wagging  of  that  tail, 
And  all  this  canine  sport! 

Tis  midnight,  and  I  hope  if  nOw, 

A  ghost  is  on  the  jog, 
He'll  come  this  way,  and  frighten  off 

This  most  pugnacious  dog : 

If  fairies  in  the  moonlight  dance, 
I  trust  some  light  carouser 

Will  come  and  *  play  dog '  for  a  while, 
With  this  infernal  Bowser! 

The  merry  stars  seem  laughing 

In  their  places  up  afar, 
But  I  am  looking  downward 

On  a  dangerous  dog-star : 

When  Acteon  looked  on  Dian, 

With  her  naked  nymphs  around, 

The  angry  huntress  changed  the  bold 
Intruder  to  a  hound : 

Oh !  for  the  power  to  change  this  dog 

Into  a  strapping  fellow! 
rd  mount  him  in  a  minute. 

And  turn  his  bark  to  bellow : 
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Hark!  what  is  that? — an  old  torn  cat 
Around  the  porch  is  crawling : 

Poor  Tom !  IVe  a  fellow  feline 
For  your  sad  caterwauling! 

Now  Bowser  hears  him ! — see  he  turns ; 

Seek !  catch  him !  bite  him,  Bowserl 
Confound  the  twig  I  it's  fasten'd  in 

The  rent  within  my  trowscr! 

He's  gone!  and  dog  and  cat  are  seen 
In  mad  and  desperate  chase! 

'Tis  a  very  proper  time,  I  think, 
For  me  to  leave  this  place. 

O  Julia!  sleep! — sleep  sound,  my  love! 

Oh !  do  not  wake  just  yet, 
To  view  the  rent  in  my  trouserloons, 

Made"  by  your  canine  pet ; 

And  if  you  never  wake  until 

My  soft  guitar  you  hear, 
You'll  slumber  till  old  Gabriel's  born 

Shall  break  your  sleep,  my  dear! 


612.     SCENT  AND  JEWELS. 

LADY,  why  blend  these  dying  sweets 
With  that  immortal  sweetness  all  thine  own? 
Why  ask  of  art  her  counterfeits — 
Her  languid  cloying  odours,  but  to  crown 
That  ever-deepening,  ever-mellowing  bloom 
Whose  very  presence  is  perfume? 

Dost  thou  mistrust  thine  ardent  eyes, 
And  that  deep  glow  of  soul  indwelling  there. 

That  with  these  rival  galaxies 
Of  glimmering  gems  thou  hast  bcdew*d  thy  hair? 

Or  dost  thou  stoop  to  those  who  equal  deem 

The  innate  lustre  and  the  surface  gleam  ? 
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The  dear  starr'd  purple  overliead 
Brooks  not  her  viigin  tmeness  thonld  be  loiPd 

With  false  and  fever'd  gbre  and  ted 
Of  mocking  meteors;  of  their  thrones  despotPd, 

She  shoots  them  down  in  scorn,  to  find  f  the  earth 

Some  miry  home  more  level  with  their  biith : 

So  do  thou  ever  prize,  like  her, 
The  simple  majesty  of  maidenhood; 

And  in  calm  wrath  the  odours  tear. 
And  soulless  jewels  from  thee :  upstart  brood 

Unblest !  and  only  let  thy  cool  white  brow 

For  ever  wear  the  light  of  its  own  stainless  snow. 


613.    THE  PORTRAIT. 

FROM  THS  GRSBX  OP  ANACRBiJN. 

COME,  thou  best  of  painters, 
Prince  of  the  Rhodian  art ; 
Paint,  thou  best  of  painters, 

The  mistress  of  my  heart — 
Though  absent — from  the  picture 
Which  I  shall  now  impart 

First  paint  for  me  her  ringlets 
Of  dark  and  glossy  hue. 

And  fragrant  odours  breathing— 
If  this  thine  art  can  do. 

Paint  me  an  ivory  forehead 

That  crowns  a  perfect  cheek, 

And  rises  under  ringlets 

Dark-coloured,  soft,  and  sleek. 

The  space  between  the  eyebrows 
Nor  mingle  nor  dispart, 

But  blend  them  imperceptibly 
And  true  will  be  thy  art 
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From  under  Uack-eye  fringes 

Let  sonny  flashes  plajr — 
Cythera's  swimming  glances^ 

Minerva's  azure  ray. 

With  milk  commingle  roses 

To  paint  a  nose  and  cheeks^ 
A  lip  like  bland  Persuasion's — 

A  lip  that  kissing  seeks. 

Within  the  chin  luxurious     ■ 

Let  all  the  graces  fair, 
Round  neck  of  alabaster. 

Be  ever  flitting  there. 

And  now  in  robes  invest  her 

Of  palest  purple  dyes, 
Betraying  fair  proportions 

To  our  delighted  eyes. 

Cease,  cease,  I  see  before  me 

The  picture  of  my  choice ! 
And  quickly  wilt  thou  give  mc  — 

The  music  of  thy  voice. 

William  Hay. 


614.    THE  GROOMSMAN  TO  HIS  MISTRESS 

EVERY  wedding,  says  the  proverb, 
Makes  another,- soon  or  late ; 
Never  yet  was  any  marriage 

Entered  in  the  book  of  Fate, 
But  the  names  were  also  written 
Of  the  patient  pair  that  wait 

Blessings  then  upon  the  morning 

When  my  friend,  with  fondest  look, 

By  the  solemn  rites*  permission. 
To  himself  his  mistress  took. 

And  the  Destinies  recorded 

Oiiicr  two  within  their  book. 
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While  the  priest  fulfilled  his  office. 
Still  the  ground  the  lovers  6yed, 

And  the  parents  and  the  kinsmen 
Aimed  their  glances  at  the  bride ; 

But  the  groomsmen  eyed  the  vii^ns 
Who  were  waiting  at  her  side. 


Three  there  were  that  stood  beside  her; 

One  was  dark,  and  one  was  Caur; 
But  nor  fair  jior  dark  the  other. 

Save  her  Arab  eyes  and  hair; 
Neither  dark  nor  fiSiir  I  call  her, 

Yet  she  was  the  fairest  there. 

While  her  groomsman — shall  I  own  it? 

Yes,  to  thee,  and  only  thee — 
Gazed  upon  this  dark-eyed  maiden 

Who  was  fairest  of  the  three, 
Thus  he  thought :  *  How  blest  the  bridal 

Where  the  bride  were  such  as  she  I  * 

Then  I  mused  upon  the  adage, 

Till  my  wisdom  was  perplexed, 

And  I  wondered^  as  the  churchman 
Dwelt  upon  his  holy  text, 

Which  of  all  who  heard  his  lesson 
Should  require  the  service  next. 

Whose  will  be  the  next  occasion 

For  the  flowers,  the  feast,  the  wine? 

Thine,  perchance,  my  dearest  lady ; 
Or,  who  knows? — ic  may  be  mine : 

What  it  'twere — forgive  the  fancy — 

What  if  'twere — ^both  mine  and  thine  ? 

Thomas  William  Parsons. 
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615.    ABSENCE. 

WHAT  shall  I  do  with  all  the  days  and  hours 
That  must  be  counted  ere  I  see  thy  face? 
How  shall  I  charm  the  interval  that  lowers 
Between  this  time  find  that  sweet  time  of  grace? 

Shall  I  in  slumber  steep  each  weary  sense — 
Weary  with  longing?    Shall  I  flee  away 

Into  past  daysy  and  with  some  fond  pretence 
Cheat  myself  to  forget  the  present  day? 

Shall  love  for  thee  lay  on  my  soul  the  sin 
Of  casting  from  me  God's  great  gift  of  time? 

Shall  I,  these  mists  of  memory  locked  within, 
Leave  and  forget  life's  purposes  sublime? 

O,  how,  or  by  what  means,  may  I  contrive 
To  bring  the  hour  that  brings  thee  back  more  near? 

How  may  I  teach  my  drooping  hope  to  live 
Until  that  blessed  time,  and  thou  art  here? 

Ill  tell  thee ;  for  thy  sake  I  will  lay  hold 
Of  all  good  aims,  and  consecrate  to  thee. 

In  worthy  deeds,  each  moment  that  is  told 
While  thou,  beloved  one!  art  far  from  me. 

For  thee  I  will  arouse  my  thoughts  to  try 
All  heavenward  flights,  all  high  and  holy  strains ; 

For  thy  dear  sake  I  will  walk  patiently 
Through  these  long  hours,  nor  call  their  minutes  pains. 

1  will  this  dreary  blank  of  absence  make 
A  noble  task-time :  and  will  therein  strive 

To  follow  excellence,  and  to  overtake 
More  good  than  1  have  won  since  yet  I  live. 
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So  may  this  doomed  time'lniild  up  in  me 
A  thousand  graces,  iHliich  shaU  thus  be  thine ; 

So  may  my  love  land  kmgmg  hallowed  b^ 
And  thy  dear  thought  an  influence  jlnrine. 

Franca  Anme  KuMe, 


616.  THE  CHEAT  OF  CUPID;  OR  THE 
UNGENTLE  GUEST. 


rSOM  THS  GSUX  OF  AW. 


ONE  silent  night  of  late^ 
When  every  creature  rested. 
Came  one  unto  my  gate, 
And,  knocking;  me  molested. 

Who's  that,  said  I,  beats  there, 
And  troubles  thus  the  sleepy: 

Cast  off,  said  he,  all  fear, 
And  let  not  locks  thus  keep  thee. 

For  I  a  boy  am,  who 

By  moonless  nights  have  swerved ; 
And  all  with  showers  wet  through 

And  e'en  with  cold  half  starved. 

I,  pitiful,  arose. 

And  soon  a  taper  lighted ; 
And  did  myself  disclose 

Unto  the  lad  benighted. 

I  saw  he  had  a  bow, 

And  wings,  too,  which  did  shiv<^; 
And,  looking  down  below, 

I  spied  he  had  a  quiver. 

I  to  my  chimney's  shrine, 
Brought  him,  as  Love  professes, 

And  chafed  his  hands  with  mine, 
And  dried  his  dripping  tresses. 
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Itui  when  tliat  he  felt  warmed : 

Let's  try  U)is  bow  of  ours. 
And  string,  if  they  be  banned. 

Said  he,  with  these  late  sbDwers. 

Forthwith  his  bow  hif  bent. 

And  wedded  string  and  snow, 
And  strucic  me,  that  it  went 

Quite  through  my  heart  and  mairow. 

Then,  laughing  loud,  he  Acw 

Away,  and  thus  said  flying : 
Adieu,  mine  host,  aeUcul 

I'll  leave  thy  heart  a-dyiag. 

Robtrt  Htrrith. 


617.    THE   BLOOM   HATH   FLED  THY 
CHEEK,   MARY. 

THE  bloom  hath  Scd  thy  cheek,  Muy, 
As  spring's  rath  blossoms  die ; 
And  sadness  hath  o'ershadowed  now 

Thy  onco  bright  eye ; 
Bui  look!  on  me  the  priats  of  grief 
Still  deeper  lie. 
Farewell  I 

Thy  lips  are  pale  and  mule,  Maryj 

Thy  step  is  sad  and  slow  j 
The  mom  of  gladness  bath  gone  by 

Thou  erst  did  know  j 
I,  too,  am  changed  like  thcc,  and  weep 

For  very  wo& 
Farewell! 

It  seems  as  'twere  but  yesterday 

We  were  the  happiest  twain. 
When  munnurcd  sighs  and  jojrow  Ku)^ 

Dropping  like  rain. 


5/2  The  Loner/ 


Discoursed  my  love,  and  told  how  kred 

I  was  again. 

Farewdl! 

• 

Twas  not  in  cold  and  measured  phrase 

We  gave  our  paslion  name ; 
Scorning  such  tedious  doquence. 

Our  hearts'  fond  fl^me 
And  iong-imprisoned  feelings  fiist 

In  deep  sobs  came. 
Farewell! 

• 

Would  that  our  love  had  been  the  love 

That  merest  worldlings  know, 
When  passion's  draught  to  our  doomed  lips 

Turns  utter  woe, 
And  our  poor  dream  of  happiness 

Vanishes  sol 

Farewell ! 

But  in  the  wreck  of  all  our  hopes 
There*s  yet  some  touch  of  bliss, 
Since  fate  robs  not  our  wretchedness 

Of  this  last  kiss : 
Despair,  and  love,  and  madness  meet 
In  this,  in  this. 
Farewell ! 

William  MotherwelL 


6i8.    INDIFFERENCE. 

I  MUST  not  say  that  thou  wert  true, 
Yet  let  me  say  that  thou  wert  fair. 
And  they  that  lovely  face  who  view, 
They  will  not  ask  if  truth  be  there. 

Truth — what  is  truth?    Two  bleeding  hearts 
Wounded  by  men,  by  Fortune  tried, 
Outwearicd  with  their  lonely  parts, 
Vow  to  beat  henceforth  side  by  side. 
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The  world  to  them  was  stem  and  drear : 
Their  lot  wns  but  to  weep  and  moan. 
Ah,  lei  them  keep  their  fate  sincere. 
For  neither  could  subsist  alone ! 

Bui  souls  whom  some  benignant  breatli 
Has  charmed  at  birih  from  gloom  and  cnri.-, 
These  ask  no  love — these  plight  no  faith, 
Fol  they  are  happy  as  they  are. 

The  world  lo  them  may  homage  make. 
And  garlands  for  their  forehead  weave; 
And  what  ihe  world  can  give,  they  take  ' 
But  they  bring  more  than  ihey  receive. 

They  smile  upon  the  world;  iheir  ears 
To  one  demand  alone  are  coy. 
They  wiU  noi  give  us  love  and  tears— 
Tliey  bring  us  light,  anil  warmth,  and  Joy. 

It  was  noi  love  that  heaved  Ihy  breast, 
Fair  child!  it  was  IhB  bliss  wilhia 
Adieu!  and  say  chat  one,  at  least, 
Was  just  to  what  he  did  not  win. 

MaUhae  Arnold. 


619.    NOT  OURS  THE  VOWS. 

NOT  ours  the  vows  of  such  as  plight 
Their  iroth  in  sunny  weather, 
While  leaves  arc  green,  and  skies  are  bright. 
To  walk  on  Hoivcrs  logether. 

Ilut  we  have  loved  as  those  who  tread 

The  thorny  path  of  sorrow, 
Willi  clouds  abuve,  and  cause  to  dread 

Yet  deeper  gloom  to-morrow. 


574  ^^  Lmiri 

'     That  thorny  path,  those  ftarmy  rides^ 
Have  drawn  our  spirits  neanr; 
And  rendered  us,  by  smioii^  ties. 
Each  to  the  other  dearer. 

Love,  bom  in  hours  of  joy  and  miitfa. 

With  mirth  and  joy  may  peridi ; 
That  to  which  darker  hours  gave  birth 

Still  more  and  more  we  cherish* 

It  looks  beyond  the  clouds  of  time. 
And  through  death's  shadowy  postal ; 

Made  by  adversity  sublime. 
By  faith  and  hope  immortaL 

Bernard  Bart<m. 


620.     IF  THOU  WERT  BY  MY  SIDE,  MY  LOVE 

• 

IF  thou  wert  by  my  side,  my  love. 
How  fast  would  evening  fail 
In  green  Bengala's  palmy  grove. 
Listening  to  the  nightingale ! 

If  thou,  my  love,  wert  by  my  side, 

My  babies  at  my  knee, 
How  gaily  would  our  pinnace  glide 

O'er  Gunga's  mimic  sea ! 

I  miss  thee  at  the  dawning  gray, 

When,  on  our  deck  reclined, 
In  careless  ease  my  limbs  I  lay 

And  woo  the  cooler  wind 

I  miss  thee  when  by  Gunga's  stream 

My  twilight  steps  I  guide. 
But  most  beneath  the  lamp's  pale  beam 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side. 
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I  spread  my  books,  my  pencil  try, 

The  lingering  noon  to  cheer, 
But  miss  thy  kind,  approving  eye, 

Thy  meek,  attentive  ear. 

But  when  at  mom  and  eve  the  star 

Beholds  me  on  my  knee, 
I  feel,  though  thou  art  distant  far, 

I'hy  prayers  ascend  for  me. 

Riginald  HOir. 


621.    THE  NUN. 

IF  you  become  a  nun,  dear, 
A  friar  I  will  be ; 
In  any  cell  you  run,  dear. 

Pray  look  behind  for  me. 
The  roses  all  turn  pale,  too ; 
The  doves  all  take  the  veil,  too ; 
The  blind  will  see  the  show : 
What !  you  become  a  nun,  my  dear? 
I'll  not  believe  it,  no ! 

If  you  become  a  nun,  dear, 

The  bishop  Love  will  be : 
The  Cupids  every  one,  dear, 

Will  chant, '  We  trust  in  theeT 
The  incense  will  go  sighing. 
The  candles  tall  a  dying. 

The  water  turn  to  wine : 
What!  you  go  take  the  vows,  my  dear? 

You  may — but  theyll  be  mine. 

Leigh  Hunt, 


622.    SONGw 

HOW  delicious  is  the  winning 
Of  a  kiss  at  Love's  beginning. 
When  two  mutual  hearts  are  sighing 
For  the  knot  there's  no  untying! 
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Yet,  mnenibtf ,  ^nidit  yonr  wooiag. 
Love  hu  bliss,  but  Lore  hu  mnng ; 
Other  smiles  may  make  rod  fidJe ; 
Tean  for  other  dumns  m^  tijdde. 

Love  he  comes,  and  Love  be  burie^ 
Just  u  fate  or  fancy  canies; 
Longest  stays  when  sorest  diidden ; 
Lau^  and  flies  wbeo  pressed  and  Udden. 

Bind  the  sea  to  slumber  stilly; 
Bind  its  odour  to  tbe  lily; 
Bind  the  aspen  ne'er  to  qufvs; 
Then  bind  Love  to  last  for  ever  I 


623.    A  DILEMMA. 

WHICH  is  the  maiden  I  love  best? 
Twenlj'  now  are  buzzing  round  mu ; 
Three  in  their  milk-white  arms  have  wound  m 
Gently,— yet  I  feel  no  rest ! 
One  halh  showered  her  black  locks  o'er  me, 
Ten  kneel  on  the  ground  before  me. 
Casting  forth  such  beams  of  blue, 
That  I'm  pierc'd — oh,  through  and  through! 
Bacchus!  Gods!  what  can  I  do? 
Which  must  1  love  best  ? 

Tell  me— (ah,  more  gently  take  me, 
Sweet  one,  in  thy  warm  white  armsl) 
Tell  me, — which  will  ne'er  forsake  mc 
Through  all  life's  ills  and  harms? 
Is  it  she,  whose  blood's  retreating 

From  that  forehead  crowned  with  pride? 
Is  it  sht,  whose  pulse  is  beating 

Full  against  my  unarmed  side? 

What  do  all  these  things  betide? 
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Strong  my  doubts  grow,— strong, — and  stronger : 

Quick !  give  answer  to  my  call ! 
If  ye  pause  a  moment  longer, 

I  shall  love  ye — All! 

Barry  Cornwall, 


624.    LOVE  SONG. 

SIT  near,  sit  near  I  I  kiss  thy  lips, 
Ripe,  richer  than  the  crimson  cherry. 
Girl,  canst  thou  love  me  in  eclipse  ? 
Tell  me,  and  bid  my  soul  be  merry. 

My  light  is  dim,  my  fortune  fled ; 
I've  nothing, — save  my  love  for  thee 
Give  back  thy  love,  or  I  am  dead — 
A  word, — while  I  can  hear, — and  seel 

Sit  nearer, — near !     I  kiss  thine  eyes ; 
There, — where  the  white  lids  part  asunder. 
I  love  thee, — dost  thou  hear  my  sighs? 
Love  thee  beyond  the  world,  thou  Wonder! 

My  life  is  spent :  IVe  nothing  left 
To  tender  now,  save  Love's  dear  duty : 
Ah,  let  me— of  all  else  bereft — 
Feed,  until  death,  upon  thy  beauty ! 

Barry  ComwalL 


625.    A  VALENTINE. 

[To  translate  the  address  read  the  first  letter  of  the  first  line  in  connectioa  with 
the  second  letter  of  the  second  line,  the  third  letter  of  the  third  line,  the  fourth 
of  the  fourth,  and  so  on  to  the  end.    The  name  will  thus  appear.] 

FOR  her  this  rhyme  is  penned,  whose  luminous  eyes. 
Brightly  expressive  as  the  twins  of  Loeda, 
Shall  find  her  own  sweet  name,  that,  nestling  lies 
Upon  the  page,  enwrapped  from  every  reader. 

37 
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Search  iutto«4y  the  lines(— Ihey  hold  « tmnre 

Divine — a  talisman— 4ii  amulet 
That  must  be  worn  at  htart.    Search  wdl  the  n 

The  words— the  syllables  I    Do  not  foiget 
The  trivialest  point,  or  you  may  lose  yoqr  labonrl 

And  yet  there  is  in  this  no  Gor^ian  knot 
Which  one  might  not  wido  without  a  aabre, 

If  one  oould  merely  comprehend  the  plot 
Enwritten  upon  the  leaf  where  now  are  peering 

Eyes  scintillating  soul,  theie  "^Kpenhu 
Three  eloquent  words  ofi  uttered  in  the  hearing 

Of  poets,  by  poets— as  the  name  is  a  poet^  too. 
Its  letters,  although  naturally  lying 

Like  the  Icnight  Pinto — Mendei  Feidinando — 
Still  form  a  synonym  for  Tiuth.--7Cea5e  trying! 

You  will  not  read  the  riddle,  though  you  do  the  best  you 
am  do. 

Edgar  A.  Pat. 


626.    TO  ONE  IN   PARADISE. 

THOU  wast  that  all  to  me,  love, 
For  which  my  soul  did  pine — 
A  green  isle  in  the  sea,  love, 

A  fountain  and  a  shrine, 
All  wreathed  with  fairy  fruits  and  flowers: 
And  all  the  flowers  were  mine. 

Ah,  dream  too  bright  to  last ! 

Ah,  starry  Hopel  that  didst  arise 
But  to  be  overcast! 
A  voice  from  out  the  Future  cries, 

'  On !  on !  '—but  o'er  the  Past 
(Dim  gulf!)  my  spirit  hovering  lies 

Mute,  motionless,  aghast! 

For,  alas !  alas!  with  me 
The  light  of  Life  is  o'er! 
'No  more — no  more — no  more — ■' 
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(Such  language  holds  the  solemn  sea 

To  the  sands  upon  the  shore) 
Shall  bloom  llie  Ihimder-blastcd  tree. 
Or  the  stricken  eagle  soar! 

And  all  my  days  are  trances, 

And  all  my  nightly  dreams 
Are  where  thy  darlt  eye  glances, 

And  where  thy  footstep  gleams — 
In  what  ethereal  dances. 

By  what  eternal  streams. 

Edgar  A.  Pot. 


627.    OUR  EARLY  LOVED. 

OUR  cnrJy  loved — how  their  memory  clings 
To  ihc  hearts  that  love  no  more! 
Like  a  rose  that  still  in  its  sweetness  springs 

Where  a  garden's  pride  is  o'er ; 
ThouRh  ihc  n-cctl?  and  Ihoms  may  have  long  defaced 

The  phcL-  of  lilt  iiL-n;hM  flowers, 
Vet  thai  hn)^crtr  gl.L.lLkn-  Un;  cheerless  waste 
With  the  bloom  of  its  brighter  hours. 

Our  early  loved— hath  their  after-path 

Frnm  our  slrps  far  parted  been 
Hath  the  hand  of  power  or  ihc  fl.imc  of  wrath. 

On  life's  barriers  risen  between 
Yet  siill,  in  our  dreams,  their  shadows  come 

O'er  ilic  parting  waste  of  yvxn. 
Though  (he  path      marked  wiili  many  a  tomb. 

And  its  sands  are  wet  with  tears  i 

They  come,  with  a  light  left  far  behind 

On  the  distant  mountain's  brow, 
Where  Ihc  sunrise  shone  on  the  waking  mind 

That  is  dark  wiih  sh.idows  now. 
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But  even  as  the  morning  star  returns 

To  brighten  the  evening  shades, 
The  lamp  of  their  memory  brighter  bums  ^ 

As  the  spirit's  daylight  fades. 

Our  early  loved — have  we  found  them  changed 

In  the  gloom  of  our  winter  days, 
And  their  bright  locks  blanched,  and  their  looks  estranged, 

Till  they  scarce  retum'd  our  gaze ; 
But  far  in  the  land  where  storms  or  time 

Can  no  longer  sear  or  chill, 
In  the  light  of  our  memory's  cloudless  dime 

We  shall  find,  them  changeless  still  I 

Hath  the  grass  on  the  grave  grown  rankly  green, 

Where  we  laid,  so  long  ago 
Our  first  affections  all  unseen 

In  their  deep  and  quenchless  glow? 
^\las !  for  the  dust  so  darkly  piled 

O'er  the  bright  but  buried  gem ; 
But  safe  are  the  treasures  Death  hath  seal'd — 

*  For  there  comes  no  change  on  them!' 

We  may  love  again — and  the  later  ties 

Of  life  may  be  bright  and  strong — 
But  if  broken,  never  in  memory's  eyes 

Will  their  fragments  shine  so  long : 
And  the  shrines  of  our  childhood's  stainless  faith. 

We  may  leave  them  far  and  cold, 
But  the  heart  still  turns  to  the  stars  of  youth 

With  a  love  that  ne'er  grows  old. 

Frances  Brazun. 


628.    THE   LOVER'S   DISCLAIMER. 

PHILLIS,  men  say  that  all  my  vows 
Are  to  thy  fortune  paid ; 
Alas!  my  heart  he  little  knows, 
Who  thinks  my  love  a  trade. 


\ 
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Were  I  of  all  these  woods  the  lord, 

One  berry  from  thy  hand 
More  real  pleasure  would  afford 

Than  all  my  large  command. 

My  humble  love  has  leam'd  to  live 

On  what  the  nicest  maid, 
Without  a  conscious  blush,  may  give 

Beneath  the  myrtle  shade. 

Sir  Charles  Sedley, 


629.    THE  PURITY  OF  LOVE. 

THERE  is  a  bud  in  life's  dark  wilderness, 
Whose  beauties  charm,  whose  fragrance  soothes  distress ; 
There  is  a  beam  in  life's  overclouded  sky, 
That  gilds  the  starting  tear  it  cannot  dry : 
That  flower,  that  lonely  beam,  on  Eden's  grove 
Shed  the  full  sweets  and  heavenly  light  of  love. 
Alas !  that  aught  so  fair  could  lead  astray 
Man's  wavering  foot  from  duty's  thornless  way. 
Yet,  lovely  woman  !  yet  thy  winning  smile, 
That  caused  our  cares,  can  every  care  beguile ; 
And  thy  soft  hand  amid  the  maze  of  ill 
Can  rear  one  blissful  bower  of  Eden  still. 
To  his  low  mind  thy  worth  is  all  unknown, 
WTio  deems  thee  pleasure's  transient  toy  alone : 
But  oh  I  how  most  deceived,  whose  creed  hath  given 
Thine  earthly  charms  a  rival  band  in  heaven! 
Yet  thou  hast  charms  that  time  may  not  dispel, 
Whose  deathless  bloom  shall  glow  where  angels  dwell; 
Thy  pitying  tear  in  joy  shall  melt  away. 
Like  mom's  bright  dew  beneath  th  •  solar  ray: 
Thy  warm  and  generous  faith,  thy  patience  meek, 
That  plants  a  smile  where  pain  despoils  the  cheek ; 
The  balm  that  virtue  mingles  here  below 
To  mitigate  thy  cup  of  earthly  woe — 
These  shall  remain,  when  sorrow's  self  is  dead, 
When  sex  decays,  and  passion's  stain  is  fled. 

Beresford. 
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630.    'NO  THANK  YOU.  JOHN.' 

I  NEVER  said  I  loved  70a,  John: 
Why  will  you  teaie  me  day  hy  dsy. 
And  wax  a  wearincM  to  think  upon, 
With  always  'do'  and  'pray'? 

You  know  1  never  loved  you,  John ; 

No  fault  of  mine  made  me  your  toast: 
Why  win  you  haunt  me  with  a  bee  as  wan 

As  shows  an  hour-old  ghost? 

I  dare  say  Meg  or  Moll  would  take 

Pity  upon  you,  if  you'd  ask: 
And  pray  don't  remain  single  for  my  sake. 

Who  cant  perform  that  task. 

I  have  no  heart?  Perhaps  I  have  not; 

But  then  you're  mad  to  take  offence 
That  1  don'i  give  you  what  1  have  not  got ; 

Let  bygones  be  bygones. 

Don't  call  me  false,  who  owed  not  to  be  true, 
I'drather  answer 'No 'to  fifty  Johns 

Than  answer  'Yes'  to  you. 

Let's  mar  our  pleasant  days  no  more, 

Song-birds  of  passage,  days  of  youth: 

Caich  at  to-day,  forget  the  days  befcie ; 
I'll  wink  at  your  untruth. 

Let  us  strike  hands  as  hearty  friends ; 

No  more,  no  less ;  and  friendship's  good: 
Only  don't  keep  in  view  ulterior  ends, 

And  points  not  understood 

In  open  treaty.    Rise  above 

Quibbles  and  shuffling  off  and  on: 

Here's  friendship  for  you  if  you  like :  but  love — 
No  thank  you,  John. 

Cknstina  G.  Rossetti. 
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631.    THE   MEETING  IN   THE   LANE. 

WE  were  to  meet  at  sunset  down  the  lane, 
To  tread  once  more  that  pathway  in  the  shade 
Of  the  old  trees — old  chestnut  trees — that  there 

Meeting  o'crhcad  a  rustling  archway  made; 
Lovely  the  scene,  the  hour  no  less,  as  sank 

Sound  into  silence,  into  shadow,  light ; 
Meek  nature  seem'd  to  hold  her  breath  in  awe, 
Shrinking  affrighted  from  approaching  night 

As  paled  the  last  red  cloud  in  heaven,  she  came— 

Her  light  step  quickening  as  she  onward  drew ; 
The  face  she  met  me  with  was  sadly  gay. 

And  my  lip  trembled,  for  her  thoughts  I  knew ; 
The  morrow  was  to  be  our  wedding  day. 

And  this  fair  summer's  night  brought  to  its  close 
The  long,  sweet  story  of  our  love  ;  the  thought 

Was  joy,  yet  sadness  dash'd  it  as  it  rose. 

Twas  sad  to  feel  our  pleasant  meetings  o*er, 

Though  came  no  more  the  grief  that  bade  us  part ; 
It  had  become  the  habit  of  our  love, — 

Ah,  me !  the  love  of  that  fond  gentle  heart ! 
No  storm  of  Fate  could  shake  it  where  it  grew, 

Or  strew  the  lovely  blossom  that  it  bore ; 
She  loved  as  woman  rarely  loves  but  once ; 

A  love  that  asks  return  and  asks  no  more. 


We  met  in  silence,  and  a  moment's  space 
!  Each  stood  unth  downcast  eyes ;  the  time  had  been 

I  Our  joy  had  flooded  forth  in  words,  but  now 

I  It  seem'd  beyond  all  language — calm — serene- 

It  was  an  earnest  of  what  life  would  be, — 
I  The  placid  feeling  that  inspired  each  breast, — 

I  took  her  hand, — I  drew  her  to  my  side, — 
*  Dear  love ! ' — her  raised  eyes,  tearful,  spoke  the  rest. 

Mary  Jane  Sawyer, 
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632.    A  REJECTED  LOVER.- 

YOU  '  never  loved  me,'  Ada.    These  slow  wonlsy 
Dropp'd  sofUy  from  your  gentle  woman  tongiim, 
Out  of  your  true  and  kindly  woman4ieaxt, 
Fell,  piercing  into  mine  like  very  swordSy 
The  sharper  for  their  kindness.    Yet  no  wrong 
Lies  to  your  charge,  nor  cruelty,  nor  art : 
Ev'n  while  you  spoke,  I  saw  the  tender  tear-drop  start 

You  ^  never  loved  me.'    No,  you  never  knew. 

You,  with  youth'3  morning  fi^sh  upon  your  sonl. 

What  'tis  to  love :  slow,  drop  by  drop,  to  pour 

Our  life's  whole  essence,  perfumed  through  and  through 

With  all  the  best  we  have  or  can  control 

For  the  libation — cast  it  down  before 

Your  feet— then  lift  the  goblet,  dry  for  evermore. 

I  shall  not  die  as  foolish  lovers  do : 

A  man's  heart  beats  beneath  this  breast  of  mine. 

The  breast  where — curse  on  that  fiend  whispering 

*//  might  have  beenV — Ada,  I  will  be  true 

Unto  myself — the  self  that  so  loyed  thine: 

May  all  life's  pain,  like  these  few  tears  that  spring 

For  me,  glance  off  as  rain-drops  from  my  white  dove's  wing! 

May  you  live  long,  some  good  man's  bosom-flower. 

And  gather  children  round  your  matron  knees : 

So,  when  all  this  is  past,  and  you  and  I 

Remember  each  our  youth-days  as  an  hour 

Of  joy — or  anguish,— one,  serene,  at  ease, 

May  come  to  meet  the  other's  steadfast  eye, 

Thinking,  *  He  loved  me  well! '  clasp  hands,  and  so  pass  by. 

Dinah  Mulock. 
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633.    PARAGON. 

IN  the  whole  world  there  scarcely 
So  delicate  a  wight 
There  was  no  beauty  so  divine 
That  ever  nymph  did  grace, 
But  it  beyond  itself  did  shine 
In  her  more  heavenly  face: 
What  form  she  pleased  each  thing  .would  take 
That  e'er  she  did  behold ; 
Of.  pebbles  she  could  diamonds  make^ 
Gross  iron  turn  to  gold. 
Such  power  there  with  her  presence  came» 
Stem  tempests  she  allay'd ; 
The  cruel  tiger  she  could  tame, — 
The  raging  torrents  stay'd. 
She  chid,  she  cherished,  she  gave  life, 
Again  she  made  to  die ; 
She  raised  a  war,  appeased  a  strife. 
With  turning  of  her  eye. 
Some  said  a  god  did  her  beget. 
But  much  deceived  were  they: 
Her  father  was  a  rivulet. 
Her  mother  i^'as  a  fay. 
Her  lineaments  so  fine  that  were. 
She  from  the  fairy  took ; 
Her  beauties  and  complexion  clear, 
By  nature  from  the  brook. 

DrayUm. 


634.    LOVE'S  GARDEN. 

THERE  is  a  garden  in  her  face. 
Where  roses  and  white  lilies  grow ; 
A  heavenly  Paradise  is  that  place. 

Wherein  all  pleasant  fruits  do  flow. 
There  cherries  grow,  that  none  may  buy. 
Till  cherry  ripe  themselves  do  ay. 
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These  cherries  fiuriy  do  inclose 

Of  orient  pearl  a  douUe  row. 
Which,  when  her  lovely  laughter  shows» 

They  look  like  rosebuds  fill'd  with 
Yet  there  no  peer,  nor  prince,  may  buy. 
Till  cherry  ripe  themselves  do  cry. 

Her  eyes,  like  angels,  watch  them  still; 

Her  brows,  like  bended  bows,  do  staindt 
Threatening,  with  piercing  frowns  to  kill 

All  that  approach  with  ejre  or  hand, 
These  sacred  cherries  to  come  nigh, 
Till  cherry  ripe  themselves  do  cry. 

i?.  Alisam, 


635.    HOMAGE  TO  WOMEN. 

FOR  me  Pm  woman's  slave  confest — 
Without  her,  hopeless  and  unblest ; 
And  so  are  all,  gainsay  who  can, 
For  what  would  be  the  life  of  man. 
If  left  in  desert  or  in  isle, 
Unlighted  up  by  beaut/s  smile? 
Even  the'  he  boasted  monarch's  name. 
And  o'er  his  own  sex  reign'd  supreme. 
With  thousands  bending  to  his  sway, 
If  lovely  woman  were  away, 
What  were  his  life?  what  could  it  be? 
A  vapour  on  a  shoreless  sea ; 
A  troubled  cloud  in  darkness  toss'd, 
Amongst  the  wast^  of  waters  lost ; 
A  ship  deserted  in  the  gale, 
Without  a  steersman  or  a  sail, 
A  star,  or  beacon-light  before, 
Or  hope  of  haven  evermore ; 
A  thing  without  a  human  tie. 
Unloved  to  live, — unwept. to  die. 
Then  let  us  own  thro'  nature's  reign, 
Woman  the  light  of  her  domain ; 
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And  if  to  maiden  love  not  given 
The  dearest  bliss  below  the  heaven. 
At  least  due  homage  let  us  pay 
In  reverence  of  a  parent's  sway. 
To  that  dear  sex  whose  fi&vour  still 
Our  guerdon  is  in  good  or  ill, 
A  motive  that  can  never  cloy, 
Our  glory,  honour,  and  our  joy ; 
And  humbly  on  our  bended  knee, 
Acknowledge  her  supremacy. 


liogg. 


(^l^    STARRY  EYES. 


LOOK  out  upon  the  stars,  my  love, 
And  shame  them  with  thine  eyes, 
On  which,  than  on  the  lights  above. 

There  hang  more  destinies. 
Night*s  beauty  is  the  harmony 

Of  blending  shades  and  light ; 
Then,  lady,  up! — look  out!  and  be 
A  sister  to  the  night  1 

Sleep  not!  thine  image  wakes  for  aye 

Within  my  watching  breast; 
Sleep  not ! — from  her  soft  sleep  should  fly, 

Who  robs  all  hearts  of  rest 
Nay,  lady!  from  thy  slumbers  break. 

And  make  this  darkness  gay 
With  looks,  whose  brightness  well  might  make 

Of  darker  nights  a  day  I 

Pinktuy, 


637.    THE  FAIREST  THING 

TO  make  my  Lady's  obsequies 
My  love  a  minster  wrought, 
And,  in  the  chantry,  service  there 
Was  sung  by  doleful  thought ; 


588  Tk€  L&verJ 

The  tapers  were  of  burning  sigfas. 

That  light  and  odor  gave ; 
And  sorrows,  painted  o^er  whfa  tears» 

Enlumin^  her  grave; 
And  round  about,  in  quaintest  guise. 
Was  carved,  *  Within  this  tomb  there  lies 
The  £aurest  thing  in  mortal  eyes.'  ^ 

Above  her  licth  spread  a  tomb 

Of  gold  and  sapphires  blue: 
The  gold  doth  show  her  blessedness, 

The  sapphires  mark  her  true ! 
For  blessedness  and  truth  in  her 

Were  livclily  portray'd, 
When  gracious  God  with  both  His  hands 

Her  goodly  substance  made. 
He  framed  her  in  such  wondrous  wise, 
She  was,  to  speak  without  disguise, 
The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  eyes. 

No  more,  no  more:  my  heart  doth  faint 

When  I  the  life  recall 
Of  her,  who  lived  so  free  from  taint, 

So  virtuous  deem*d  by  all — 
That  in  herself  was  so  complete, 

I  think  that  she  was  ta'en 
By  God  to  deck  His  paradise, 

And  with  His  saints  to  reign; 
Whom,  while  on  earth,  each  one  did  prize 

The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  eyes. 

But  nought  our  tears  avail,  or  cries: 
All,  soon  or  late,  in  death  shall  sleep  ; 
Nor  living  wight  long  time  may  keep 

The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  eyes, 

CharleSy  Duke  of  Orleans, 
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638.     LOVE'S  ATTRACTION. 

Y£  fair  married  dames,  who  so  often  deplore 
That  a  lover  once  blest  is  a  lover  no  more, 
Attend  to  my  counsel,  nor  blush  to  be  taught 
That  prudence  must  cherish  what  beauty  has  caught. 

The  bloom  of  your  cheek,  and  the  glance  of  your  eye, 
Your  roses  and  lilies,  may  make  the  men  sigh ; 
But  roses,  and  lilies,  and  sighs  pass  away, 
And  passion  will  die  as  your  beauties  decay. 

Use  the  man  that  you  wed  like  your  fav'rite  guitar — 
Though  music  in  both,  they  are  both  apt  to  jar ; 
How  tuneful  and  soft  from  a  delicate  touch, 
Not  handled  too  roughly,  nor  play'd  on  too  much ! 

The  sparrow  and  linnet  will  feed  from  your  hand, 

Grow  tame  at  your  kindness,  and  come  at  command : 

Exert  with  your  husband  the  same  happy  skill, 

For  hearts,  like  young  birds,  may  be  tamed  to  your  will. 

• 

Be  gay  and  good  humoured,  complying  and  kind. 

Turn  the  chief  of  your  care  from  your  face  to  your  mind ; 

Tis  thus  that  a  wife  may  her  conquests  improve. 

And  Hymen  shall  rivet  the  fetters  of  Love. 

Garrick. 


639.    TO  A   FAIR  YOUNG  FRIEND. 

COULD  I  bring  lost  youth  back  again, 
And  be  what  I  have  been, 
Pd  court  you  in  a  gallant  strain, 
My  young  and  fair  Florine. 

But  mine's  the  chilling  age  that  chides 

Devoted  rapture's  glow ; 
And  Love,  that  conquers  all  besides, 

Finds  Time  a  conquering  foe. 
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Farewell!  we're  severed  by  our  fitte 
As  far  as  night  from  noon ; 

You  came  into  this  world  so  late^ 
And  I  depart  so  soon! 

■  01 


64a    TO 


THE  broken  moon  lay  in  the  autumn  sky, 
And  I  lay  at  thy  feet ; 
You  bent  above  me ;  in  the  silencCi  I 
Could  hear  my  wild  heart  beat 

I  spoke — my  soul  was  full  of  trembling  fears 

At  what  my  words  would  bring ; 
You  raised  your  face — your  eyes  were  full  of  tears 

As  the  sweet  eyes  of  spring. 

You  kissed  me  then — I  worshipped  at  thy  feet 

Upon  the  shadowy  sod. 
O  fool !  I  loved  thee ! — loved  thee,  lovely  cheat. 

Better  than  fame  or  God ! 

My  soul  leaped  up  beneath  thy  timid  kiss ; 

What  then  to  me  were  groans, 
Or  pain,  or  death  ?    Earth  was  a  round  of  bliss  — 

I  seem'd  to  walk  on  thrones. 

And  you  were  with  me  'mong  the  rushing  wheels ; 

'Mid  trade's  tumultuous  jars ; 
And  when  to  awe-struck  wilds  the  night  reveals 

Her  hollow  gulf  of  stars. 

Before  thy  window,  as  before  a  shrine, 
IVe  knelt  'mong  dew-soak'd  flowers. 

While  distant  music-bells,  with  voices  fine, 
Measured  the  midnight  hours. 
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There  came  a  fearful  moment — I  was  pale ; 

You  wept,  and  never  spoke. 
But  clung  around  me,  as  the  woodbine  ihul 

Cings  pleading  round  an  oak. 

Upon  my  wrong  I  steadied  up  my  soul. 

And  flung  thee  from  myself; 
I  spum'd  thy  love  as  'twere  a  rich  man's  dole — 

It  was  my  only  wealth. 

I  spum'd  thee  I  I  who  loved  thee,  could  have  died 

That  hoped  to  call  thee  *  wife,' 
And  bear  thee  gently  smiling  at  my  side 

Through  all  the  shocks  of  life! 

Too  late,  thy  fatal  beauty  and  thy  tears, 
Thy  vows,  thy  passionate  breath ; 

111  meet  thee  not  in  life,  nor  in  the  spheres 
Made  visible  by  death. 

AUxofuUr  SmiiJL 


641.    CHRISTIAN  NAMES. 

IN  Christian  world  Mary  the  garland  wears ! 
Rebecca  sweetens  on  ^  Hebrew  ear ; 
Quakers  for  pure  Priscilla  are  more  clear; 
And  the  light  Gaul  by  amorous  Ninon  swears. 
Among  the  lesser  lights  how  Lucy  shines  1 
What  air  of  fragrance  Rosamond  throws  round! 
How  like  a  hymn  doth  sweet  Cecilia  sound  1 
Of  Marthas  and  of  Abigails  few  lines 
Have  bragg'd  in  verse.    Of  coarsest  household  stuff 
Should  homely  Joan  be  fashion'd.    But  can 
You  Barbara  resist,  or  Marian? 
And  is  not  Clare  for  love  excuse  enough? 
Yet,  by  my  faith  in  numbers,  I  profess 
These  all  than  Saxon  Edith  please  me  less. 

Charles  LttmL 
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(S42.    LEISURE  AND  LOVE. 

SOOTH  twere  a  pleasant  fife  to  lead. 
With  nothing  in  tiie  worid  to  do 
But  just  to  blow  a  sbqilierd*s  reed 

The  silent  seasons  thnmgh; 

And  just  to  drive  a  flock  to  feed. 

Sleep,  quiet,  fond  and  few! 

Pleasant  to  breathe  beside  a  brook, 
And  count  the  bubbles— lovie  iforids    tticge, 

To  muse  within  some  minstrel's  book, 
Or  watch  the  haunted  air; 

To  slumber  in  some  leafy  nook 
Or— idle  anjndiere. 

And  then,  a  draught  of  Natnie^s  wine, 
A  meal  of  summer's  daintiest  fruit ; 

To  take  the  air  with  forms  divine : 
Qouds,  silvery,  cool,  and  mute ; 

Descending  if  the  night  be  fine, 
In  a  star  parachute. 

Give  roe  to  live  with  love  alone, 
And  let  the  world  go  dine  and  dress ; 

For  love  hath  lowly  haunts — a  stone 
Holds  something  meant  to  bless. 

If  life's  a  flower,  I  choose  my  own — 
Tis  *  Love  in  Idleness.' 


643.    AN  END. 

LOVE,  strong  as  death,  is  dead. 
Come,  let  us  make  his  bed 
Among  the  dying  flowers. 
A  green  turf  at  his  head,  ^ 

And  a  stone  at  his  feet, 
Whereon  we  may  sit 

At  the  quiet  evening  hours. 
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He  was  bom  in  the  spring, 
And  died  before  the  harvesting; 

On  the  last  warm  summer  day 
He  left  us  ;~he  would  not  stay 
For  autumn  twilight,  cold  and  grey ; 
Sit  we  by  his  grave  and  sing, 

He  is  gone  away. 

To  few  chords,  and  sad,  and  low, 

Sing  we  sa 
Be  our  eyes  fixed  on  the  grass. 
Shadow  veil'd,  as  the  years  pass. 
While  we  think  of  all  that  was 

In  the  long  aga 

Christina  G,  Rossetti. 


mme— 
644.    THE   MYSTIC  THREAD   OF  LIIc  was  like 

10  tllillC, 

Ere  you  pfef\  mystic  th|Xfe> 

Oh,  that  pallid  face! 

Those  sweet,  earnest  eyes  of  grace ! 

When  last  1  saw  them,  dearest,  it  was  in  another  place ; 

You  came  running  forth  to  meet  me  with  my  love-gift  on 

your  wrist, 
And  a  cursed  river  kill'd  thee,  aided  by  a  murderous  mist. 
Oh,  a  purple  mark  of  agony  was  on  the  mouth  I  kiss'd. 
When  last  I  saw  thee,  Barbara! 

These  dreary  years,  eleven. 

Have  you  pined  within  your  heaven, 

And  is  this  the  only  glimpse  of  earth  that  in  that  time  was 

given  ? 
And  have  you  passed  unheeded  all  the  fortunes  of  your  race — 
Your  father's  grave,  your  sister's  child,  your  mother's  quiet 

face — 
To  gaze  on  one  who  worshipped  not  within  a  kneeling  place  ? 
Are  you  happy,  Barbara? 
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'Mong  angels,  do  you  think 
Of  the  precious  golden  link 

I  bound  around  your  happy  aim  while  sitting  on  yon  brink? 
Or  when  that  night  of  wit  and  wine,  of  laughter  and  guitars, 
Was  emptied  of  its  music,  and  we  watch'd  through  lattice- 
bars 
The  silent  midnight  heaven  moving  o^er  us  with  its  stars, 
Till  the  mom  broke,  Barbara? 

In  the  years  IVe  changecl, 
Wild  and  far  my  heart  has  ranged, 

And  many  sins  and  errors  deep  hs^ve  been  on  me  avenged ; 
But  to  you  I  have  been  faithful,  whatsoever  good  ISre  lackd ; 
I  loved  you,  and  above  my  life  still  hangs  that  love  intact, 
Like  a  mild  consoling  rainbow  o'er  a  savage  cataract 
Love  has  saved  me,  Barbara ! 

O  Love !  I  am  unblcst, 

With  monstrous  doubts  opprcst 

Of  much  that's  dark  and  nether,  much  that's  holiest  and 

best. 
Could  I  but  win  you  for  an  hour  from  off  that  starry  shore, 
The  hunger  of  my  soul  were  still'd ;  for  Death  has  told  you 

more 
Than  the  melancholy  world  doth  know — ^things  deeper  than 

all  lore. 

Will  you  teach  me,  Barbara  ? 

In  vain,  in  vain,  in  vain!  , 

You  will  never  come  again ; — 

There  droops  upon  the  dreary  hills  a  mournful  fringe  of  rain, 

The  gloaming  closes  slowly  round,  unblest  winds  are  in  the 

tree, 
Round  selfish  shores  for  ever  moans  the  hurt  and  wounded 

sea: 
There  is  no  rest  upon  the  earth,  peace  is  with  Death  and 

thee, — 

I  am  weary,  Barbara ! 

A.  Smith, 
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647.    THINK  ON   ME. 

AND  must  we  part?  then  fare  thee  well! 
But  he  that  wails  it — he  can  tell 
How  dear  thou  wert,  how  dear  thou  art, 
And  ever  must  be,  to  this  heart! 
But  now  'tis  vain — it  cannot  be ; 
Farewell !  and  think  no  more  on  me. 

Oh !  yes — this  heart  would  sooner  break, 

Than  one  unholy  thought  awake ; 

I'd  sooner  slumber  into  clay 

Than  cloud  thy  spirit's  beauteous  ray ; 

Go,  free  as  air — as  angel  free, 

And,  Lady,  think  no  more  on  me. 

Oh !  did  we  meet  when  brighter  star 
Sent  its  fair  promise  from  afar, 
I  then  might  hope  to  call  thee  mine ; 
The  minstrel's  heart  and  harp  were  thine : 
But  now^tis  past— it  cannot  be; 
Farewell  I  and  think  no  more  on  me. 

Or  do ! — but  let  it  be  the  hour 
When  Mercy's  all-atoning  power 
From  His  high  throne  of  glory  hears 
Of  souls  like  thine,  the  prayers,  the  tears ; 
Then,  whilst  you  bend  the  suppliant  knee. 
Then — then,  oh  Lady !  think  on  me. 

Caiianan. 


648.    A   HINT. 

HE  that  loves  a  rosy  check 
Or  a  coral  lip  admires, 
Or  from  star-like  eyes  doth  seek 
Fuel  to  maintain  his  fires : 
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• 

As  old  Time  makes  these  decay. 
So  his  flames  most  waste  away. 
But  a  smooth  and  steadfast  nSnd, 
Gentle  thoughts  and  cafan  desires. 
Hearts  with  equal  love  ^^'Mnbinfd^ 
Kindle  never-dying  fires : 
Where  these  are  not,  I  deq)ise 
Lovely  cheeks,  or  lips,  or  eyes. 
For  if  your  beauties  once  decay, 
You  never  know  a  second  May. 


■«o»- 


649.    THE  SIGH  OF  THE  REJECTED   LOVER. 

WELL,  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too ; 
For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  husband's  blest,  and  'twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot ; 

But  let  them  pass— oh,  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  child, 
I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break ; 

But  when  th'  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kiss*d  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

I  kiss'd  it,  and  repressed  my  sighs, 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see; 
But  then,  it  had  its  mother's  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  mc. 

Mary,  adieu !     I  must  away, 
While  thou  art  blest.  111  not  repine, 

But  near  thee  I  can  never  stay — 
My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine 
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I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
Had  quench'd  at  length  my  boyisb  flaine ; 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side. 
My  heart  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 

Yet  was  I  calm ;  I  knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  look : 

And  now,  to  tremble  were  a  crime — 
We  met,  and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

I  saw  thee  gaze  upon  my  face. 

Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there ; 
One  only  feeling  couldst  thou  trace — 

The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

Away,  away !  my  early  dream 

Remembrance  never  must  awake ; 
Oh!  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream.' 

My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break ! 

Lord  Byron, 


65a    CRAVING  FOR  AN   UNKNOWN   LOVE.- 

WHERE  waitest  thou, 
Lady  I  am  to  love?  thou  comest  not ; 
Thou  knowcst  of  my  sad  and  lonely  lot ; 
1  look'd  for  thee  ere  now ! 

It  is  the  May, 
And  each  sweet  sister  soul  hath  found  its  brother, 
Only  we  two  seek  fondly  each  the  other. 

And  seeking,  still  delay. 

\Vhere  art  thou,  sweet? 
I  long  for  thee,  as  thirsty  lips  for  streams ! 
Oh,  gentle  promised  angel  of  my  dreams, 

Why  do  we  never  meet? 


6oo  TieLavmnf 

Thou  art  as  I*- 
Thy  soul  dotfa  wait  for  mine^  at  miiie  fiir  tfwe; 
We  cannot  live  s^Mttt,  mnat  mgertng  be 

Never  before  we  die? 

Dear  soul,  not  so! 
That  Time  doth  keep  for  as  some  bappj  years. 
That  God  hath  portioned  out  our  smfles  and  tears, 

Thou  knowest,  and  I  know. 

Yes,  we  shall  meet  I  • 

And  therefore  let  our  searching  be  the  stronger, 
Dark  ways  of  lifo  shaIl.not  divide  us  longer, 

Nor  doubt,  nor  danger,  sweetl 

Therefore  I  bear 
This  winter-tide  as  bravely  as  I  may, 
Patiently  waiting  for  the  bright  spring-day 

That  Cometh  with  thee,  dear. 

Tis  the  May-light 
That  crimsons  all  the  quiet  college  gloom; 
May  it  shine  softly  in  thy  sleeping-room ; 

And  so,  dear  wife,  good  night! 


651.    A  LOVE  PICTURE. 

WHENCE  that  completed  form  of  all  completeness? 
Whence  came  that  high  perfection  of  all  sweetness? 
Speak,  stubborn  earth,  and  tell  nle  where,  O  where 
Hast  thou  a  symbol  of  her  golden  hair? 
Not  oat-shcaves  drooping  in  the  western  sun ; 
Not — thy  soft  hand,  fair  sister!  let  me  shun 
Such  follying  before  thee — yet  she  had, 
Indeed,  locks  bright  enough  to  make  me  mad; 
And  they  were  simply  gordian'd  up  and  braided, 
Leaving,  in  naked  comeliness,  unshaded, 
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Her  pearl-round  ears,  white  neck,  and  orbM  brow ; 
The  which  were  blended  in,  I  idnw  not  how. 
With  such  a  paradise  of  lips  and  eyes. 
Blush-tinted  cheeks,  half  smiles,  and  faintest  sighs, 
That,  when  I  think  thereon,  my  spirit  clings 
And  plays  about  its  fancy,  till  the  stings 
Of  human  neighbourhood  envenom  alL 
Unto  what  awful  power  shall  I  call? 
To  what  high  fane?— Ah!  see  her  hovering  feet. 
More  bluely  veined,  more  soft,  more  whitdy  sweet 
Than  those  of  sea-bom  Venus,  when  she  rose 
From  out  her  cradle-shelL    The  wind  out-blows 
Her  scarf  into  a  fluttering  pavilion ;    . 
Tis  blue,  and  over-spangled  with  a  mfllion 
Of  little  eyes,  as  though  thou  wert  to  shed. 
Over  the  darkest,  lushest  blue-bell  bed 
Handfuls  of  daisies. 


Keats. 


652.    THE   MAIDEN'S  LAMENT. 

I  LOVED  him  not ;  and  yet,  now  he  is  gone, 
I  feel  I  am  alone. 
I  checked  him  while  he  spoke  ;  yet  could  he  speak 

Alas !  I  would  not  check. 
For  reasons  not  to  love  him  once  I  sought, 

And  wearied  all  my  thought 
To  vex  myself  and  him :  I  now  would  give 

My  love  could  he  but  live 
Who  lately  lived  for  me,  and  when  he  found 

Twas  vain,  in  holy  ground 
He  hid  his  face  amid  the  shades  of  death! 

I  waste  for  him  my  breath 
W^ho  wasted  his  for  me ;  but  mine  returns. 

And  this  lone  bosom  bums 
With  stifling  heat,  heaving  it  up  in  sleep, 

And  waking  me  to  weep 
Tears  that  had  melted  his  soft  heart :  for  years 

Wept  he  as  bitter  tears! 
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<  Merciful  God  1'  such  was  his  latest  prasrer, 
*•  These  ma^hhe  never  share!' 

Quieter  is  his  breath,  his  breast  nuire  cold 
'  Than  daisies  in  the  mould, 

Where  children  spell  athwart  the  cfaurchyanl  gate 
His  name  and  life's  brief  date; 

Pray  for  him,  gentle  souls,  whoe'er  ye  be^ — 
And  oh  1  pray,  too,  for  me. 

WaUtr  Savagt  Lmubr. 


653.    PEACE!   LET  ME  GO, 

PEACE !  Let  mc  go,  or  ere  it  be  too  late; 
Dip  not  your  arrows  in  the  honey-mead ; 
Paint  not  the  wound  through  which  my  heart  doth  bleed ; 
Leave  me  unmock'd,  unpitied,  to  my  fate — 

Peace!  Let  me  go. 

Think  you  that  words  can  smooth  my  rugged  track? 

Words  heal  the  stab  your  soft  white  hands  have  made, 

Or  stir  the  burthen  on  my  bosom  laid? 
Winds  shook  not  earth  from  Atlas*  bended  back — 

Peace  I  Let  me  go. 

What  though  it  be  the  last  time  we  shall  meet — 
Raise  your  white  brow,  and  wreathe  your  raven  hair. 
And  fill  with  music  sweet  the  summer  air ; 

Not  this  again  shall  draw  me  to  your  feet — 

Peace!  Let  me  go. 

No  laurels  from  my  vanquished  heart  shall  wave 

Round  your  triumphant  beauty  as  you  go. 

Not  thus  adorn'd  work  out  some  other's  woe — 
Yet,  if  you  will,  pluck  daisies  from  my  grave ! 

Peace!  Let  me  go. 

Cassels. 
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6j4.    HESTER. 

WHEN  maidens  such  as  Hester  die, 
'llieir  place  yc  may  not  well  suppljr, 
Though  ye  among  a  thousand  try, 
With  vain  endeavour. 

A  month  or  more  she  hath  been  dead. 
Vet  cannot  1  by  force  be  led 
To  think  upon  the  wormy  bed. 
And  her  together. 

A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  rising  step,  did  indicate 
Of  pride  and  joy  no  common  rale. 
Thai  llush'ii  her  spiriL 

I  know  not  by  what  name  beside 
1  shall  it  call:— if  'twas  not  pride, 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied, 

She  did  inherit. 

Her  parents  held  ihc  Quaker  rule, 
Which  doiJi  the  human  feeling  cool ; 
But  she  was  train'd  in  Nature's  school  ^~ 

Nature  had  blest  her. 

A  waking  eye,  k  prying  mind, 
A  heart  that  stirs,  is  hard  to  bind, 
A  hawk's  keen  sight  ye  cannot  bhnd, — 
Ye  could  not  Hester. 

My  sprightly  neighbour!  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore, 
Shall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofoit, 
Some  summer  morning. 

When  from  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  my 
Hnlh  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day. 
A  bliss  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  iwcet  fotcwatning? 

Ckarlts  Lmni. 
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655.    MY  LADY  SLEEP& 

STARS  of  die  snmnier  n^^l 
Far  in  yvm  azure  deeps. 
Hide,  hide  your  golden  li^tl 
She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps  I 

Sleeps!  ^ 

Moon  of  the  summer  night! 

Far  down  yon  western  steeps. 
Sink,  sink  in  silver  light! 

She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps ! 
^  Sleeps! 

Wind  of  the  sununer  night! 

Where  yonder  woodbine  creeps, 
Fold,  fold  thy  pinions  light  I 

She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps ! 
Sleeps  1 

Dreams  of  the  summer  night! 

Tell  her  her  lover  keeps 
Watch,  while  in  slumbers  hght 
She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps ! 
Sleeps  1 

Longfellow, 


656.    GOLDEN  WORDS. 

A  WIFE'S  a  man's  best  piece ;  who  till  he  marries, 
Wants  making  up :  she  is  the  shrine  to  which 
Nature  doth  send  us  forth  on  pilgrimage ; 
She  was  a  scion  taken  from  that  tree, 
Into  which,  if  she  has  no  second  grafting, ' 
The  world  can  have  no  fruit ;  she  is  man's 
Arithmetic,  which  teaches  him  to  number 
And  multiply  himself  in  his  own  children ; 
She  is  the  good  man's  paradise,  and  the  bad's 
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First  step  to  neaven,  a  treasure  which,  who  wants. 

Cannot  be  trusted  to  posterity, 

Nor  pay  his  own  debts ;  sk^s  a  golden  sentence 

Writ  by  our  Maker^  which  the  angels  may 

Discourse  o/y  only  men  know  how  to  use. 

And  none  but  devils  violate, 

Shirley. 


6S7'    LOVE'S  SYMPATHY. 

OH !  hadst  thou  never  shared  my  fate, 
More  dark  that  fate  would  prove, 
My  heart  were  truly  desolate 
Without  thy  soothing  love. 

But  thou  hast  suffer'd  for  my  sake, 

Whilst  this  reUef  I  found. 
Like  fearless  lips  that  strive  to  take 

The  poison  from  a  wound. 

My  fond  affection  thou  hast  seen,  - 

Then  judge  of  my  regret, 
To  think  more  happy  thou  hadst  been 

If  we  had  never  met ! 

And  has  that  tl\ought  been  shared  by  thee? 

Ah,  no!  that  smiling  cheek 
Proves  more  unchanging  love  for  me 

Than  laboured  words  could  speak. 

But  there  arc  true  hearts  which  the  sight 

Of  sorrow  summons  forth ; 
Though  known  in  days  of  past  delight, 

We  knew  not  half  their  worth. 

How  unlike  some  who  have  profess'd 
So  much  in  friendship's  name. 

Yet  calmly  pause  to  think  how  best 
They  may  evade  her  claim ! 
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But  ah !  from  them  to  thee  I  turn. 
They'd  make  me  loathe  mankind. 

Far  better  lessons  I  may  learn 
From  thy  more  holy  mind. 

The  love  that  gives  a  charm  to  home, 

I  feel  they  cannot  take: 
Well  pray  for  happier  years  to  come. 

For  one  another's  sake. 


658.     LOVE'S  TREASURY. 

YE  tradeful  merchants,  that  with  weary  toil 
Do  seek  most  precious  things  to  make  your  gain. 
And  both  the  Indies  of  their  treasures  spoil, 
What  ncedeth  you  to  seek  so  far  in  vain? 
For  lo  I  my  love  doth  in  herself  contain 
All  this  world's  riches,  that  may  far  be  found. 
If  sapphires,  lo!  her  eyes  be  sapphires  plain  ; 
If  rubies,  lo!  her  lips  be  rubies  round; 
If  pearls,  her  teeth  be  pearls  both  pure  and  sound; 
If  ivory,  her  forehead  ivory  ween ; 
If  gold,  her  locks  are  finest  gold  on  ground ; 
If  silver,  her  fair  hands  arc  silver  sheen; 
But  that  which  fairest  is  but  few  behold, 
Her  mind  adorn'd  with  virtues  manifold. 

Spenser, 


-•o*- 


659.     SWEET   VISIONS. 

WHEN  day  has  smiled  a  soft  farewell, 
And  night-drops  bathe  each  shutting  bell. 
And  shadows  sail  along  the  green, 
And  birds  are  still  and  winds  serene, 

I  wander  silently. 


And  while  m)'  lone  step  prints  ihc  dew. 
Dear  arc  the  drcama  thnt  bkss  my  view : 
To  memory's  eye  the  ni4iil  appears. 
For  whom  have  sprung  my  sweetest  tears 
So  oft,  BO  Ecndcrl)'. 

I  sec  her,  as  with  graceful  care 
She  binds  her  braids  of  sunny  hair ; 
1  feel  her  baqi's  mclodiom  thrill 
Strike  to  my  heart,  and  ihcncc  Be  still, 
Re-echoed  £iithfuUy. 

I  meet  her  mild  and  quiet  eye. 
Drink  tlie  warm  spirit  of  her  sigh, 
Sec  young  Love  beating  in  hci  breast. 
And  wish  lo  mine  its  puUcs  prcss'd. — 

God  knows  how  fcrventl)  1 

Such  ire  my  hours  of  dear  delight; 
And  mom  but  makes  mc  long  for  night. 
And  think  how  swift  the  minutes  flew, 
When  last  amongst  the  dropping  dew 
I  wandcr'd  silently. 

Camatns. 


660.     LOVE'S   WELCOME. 

COME  in  the  cvenini;,  or  come  in  the  mornings 
Come  when  you're  luok'd  for,  or  come  without  warning; 
s  and  welcome  youll  find  here  before  you. 
And  the  oftcncr  you  come  here  the  more  III  adore  you! 
Light  is  my  heart  since  the  day  we  were  pliglited; 
Red  is  my  check  that  they  told  mc  was  blighted  i 
The  green  of  the  trees  looks  far  greener  than  ever. 
And  the  linnets  arc  singing, '  True  lovers  don't  sever! ' 

Q  pull  you  sweet  Bowers,  to  wear  if  you  choose  them : 
i)r,  aiter  you've  kiss'd  them,  thcyll  lie  on  my  bosom  i 
in  fetch  from  the  mounutin  its  breeie  to  iu^ire  you; 
''~  fetch  from  my  fancy  ■  talc  that  won^  tire  you. 
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O!  your  step's  like  the  nun  to  tlie  saminer-vieK'd  fjumcr, 
Or  sabre  and  shield  to  a  knight  withont  annour; 
111  sing  you  sweet  songs  till  the  stazs  xise  aboive  mc^ 
Then,  wandering,  111  wish  yoo,  in  sileiioe^  to  love  me. 

• 

• 

So  come  in  the  evening,  or  come  in  the  morning, 
Come  when  you'ire  look'd  for,  or  come  without  warning; 
Kisses  and  welcome  you'll  find  here  before  yon. 
And  the  oftener  you  come  here  the  more  HI  adore  you ! 

Light  is  my  heart  since  the  day  we  were  plighted; 

Red  is  my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was  Uig^ted ; 

The  green  of  the  trees  looks  fdx  greener  than  ever, 

And  the  linnets  are  singing,  *  True  lovers  don't  sever! ' 

Tk&mas  Davis, 


66i.    SONG:   HOW  MANY  TIMES   DO   I   LOVE 

THEE,  DEAR? 

HOW  many  times  do  I  love  thee,  dear? 
Tell  me  how  many  thoughts  there  be 
In  the  atmosphere 
Of  a  new  fall'n  year, 
Whose  white  and  sable  hours  appear 

The  latest  flake  of  eternity : 
So  many  times  do  I  love  thee,  dear. 

How  many  times  do  I  love  again? 
Tell  me  how  many  beads  there  are 

In  a  silver  chain 

Of  evening  rain 
Unraveird  from  the  tumbUng  main, 

And  threading  the  eye  of  a  yellow  star  : 
So  many  times  do  I  love  again. 


Dictionary.  609 


662.    SHE   IS   NOT  FAIR  TO   OUTWARD   VIEW. 

SHE  is  not  fair  to  outward  view, 
As  many  maidens  be ; 
Her  loveliness  I  never  knew 

Until  she  smiled  on  me. 
Oh,  then  her  eye  was  bright, 
A  well  of  love,  a  spring  of  light. 

But  now  her  looks  are  coy  and  cold — 

To  mine  they  ne'er  reply ; 
And  yet  I  cease  not  to  behold 

The  love-light  in  her  eye: 
Her  very  frowns  are  sweeter  far 
Than  smiles  of  other  maidens  are. 

^  Hartley  Coleridge, 


663.  A  WIFE'S  APPEAL  TO  HER  HUSBAND. 

YOU  took  mc,  Henry,  when  a  girl,  into  your  home  and  heart. 
To  bear  in  all  your  aftcr-fatc  a  fond  and  faithful  part ; 
And  tell  me,  have  1  ever  tried  that  duty  to  for^^ 
Or  pined  there  was  not  joy  for  me  when  you  were  simk  in 
woe? 

No,  I  would  rather  share  your  grief  than  other  people's  glee ; 
For  though  you're  nothing  to  the  world,  you're  all  the  world 

to  me. 
You  make  a  palace  of  my  shed,  this  rough-hewn  bench  a 

throne ; 
There's  sunlight  for  me  in  your  smile,  and  music  in  your  tone. 

I  look  upon  you  when  you  sleep— my  eyes  with  tears  grow  dim : 
I  cry,  *  Oh !  Parent  of  the  poor,  look  down  from  heaven  on 

him! 
Behold  him  toil,  from  day  to  day  exhausting  strength  and 

soul ; 
Look  down  in  mercy  on  him,  Lord,  for  Thou  canst  make 

him  whole ! ' 

39 
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And  when  at  last  relieving  sleep  has  on  mjr  eyelids  smiled, 
How  oft  are  they  forbid  to  close  in  slumba'  by  my  child. 
I  take  the  little  murmurer  that  spoib  my  span  of  rest. 
And  feel  it  is  a  part  of  thee  I  hold  upon  my  breast 

There^s  only  one  return  I  crave — I  may  not  need  it  long-- 
And  it  may  soothe  thee  when  Pm  where  the  wretched  fed  no 

wrong. 
I  ask  not  for  a  kinder  tone,  for  thou  wert  ever  kind ; 
I  ask  not  for  less  frugal  fare— my  fare  I  do  not  mind. 

I  ask  not  for  more  gay  attire — ^if  such  as  I  have  got 
Suffice  to  make  me  fair  to  theef  for  more  I  murmur  not ; 
But  I  would  ask  some  share  of  hours  that  you  in  toil  bestow ; 
Of  knowledge,  that  you  prize  so  much,  may  I  not  something 
know? 

Subtract  from  meetings  among  men  each  eve  an  hour  for  me ; 

Make  me  companion  for  your  soul  as  I  may  surely  be; 

If  you  will  read,  HI  sit  and  work;  then  think,  when  you're 

away, 
Less  tedious  I  shall  find  the  time,  dear  Henry,  of  your  stay. 

A  meet  companion  soon  Pll  be  for  e'en  your  studious  hours. 
And  teacher  of  those  little  ones  you  call  your  cottage  flowers : 
And  if  we  be  not  rich  and  great,  we  may  be  wise  and  kind  ; 
And  as  my  heart  can  warm  your  heart,  so  may  my  mind  your 
mind. 


664.     TO  A  STOLEN   RING. 

OH  for  thy  history  now!     Hadst  thou  a  tongue 
To  whisper  of  thy  secrets,  I  could  lay 
Upon  thy  jewelled  tracery  mine  ear. 
And  dream  myself  in  heaven.    Thou  hast  been  worn 
In  that  fair  creature's  side,  and  thou  hast  felt 
The  bounding  of  the  haughtiest  blood  that  e'er 
Sprang  from  the  heart  of  woman ;  and  thy  gold 
Has  lain  upon  her  forehead  in  the  hour 
Of  sadness,  when  the  weary  thoughts  came  fast, 
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And  life  was  but  a  bitterness  with  all 

Its  vividness  and  beauty.    She  has  gazed 

In  her  fair  girlhood  on  thy  snowy  pearU, 

And  mused  away  the  hours,  and  she  has  bent 

On  thee  the  downcast  radiance  of  her  eye 

When  a  deep  tone  was  eloquent  in  her  ear. 

And  thou  hast  lain  upon  her  cheek  and  prcst 

Back  on  her  heart  its  beatings,  and  put  by 

From  her  vcin'd  temples  the  luxurious  curls, 

And,  in  her  peaceful  sleep,  when  she  has  lain 

In  her  unconscious  beauty,  and  the  dreams 

Of  her  high  heart  came  goldenly  and  soft. 

Thou  hast  been  there  unchidden,  and  hast  felt 

The  swelling  of  the  clear,  transparent  veins 

As  th<f  rich  blood  rushed  through  them,  warm  and  fast 

I  am  impatient  as  I  gaze  on  thee,    , 

Thou  inarticulate  jewel!  Thou  hast  heard 

With  thy  dull  ear  such  music! — the  low  tone 

Of  a  young  sister's  tenderness,  when  night 

Hath  folded  them  together  like  one  flower — 

The  sudden  snatch  of  a  remembered  song 

Warbled  capriciously — the  careless  word 

Lightly  betraying  the  inaudible  thought 

Working  within  the  heart,  and  more  than  all, 

Thou  hast  been  lifted,  when  the  fervent  prayer 

For  a  loved  mother,  or  the  sleeping  one 

Lying  beside  her,  trembled  on  her  lip, 

And  the  warm  tear  that  from  her  eye  stole  out 

As  the  soft  flash  came  over  it,  has  lain 

Amid  thy  shining  jewels  like  a  star. 

N.  P.  Wiilis. 


6i2  Th€  Lmeri 


665.    QUESTION  AND  R£PLY. 

TELL  me  what  thoa  lovest  best? 
Vernal  motion?  Smnmeriest? 
Winter,  with  his  merry  riiymes  ? 
Or  the  grand  autumnal  times? 
Dost  thou  Saxon  beauty  prize  ? 
Or,  in  England,  love-lit  eyes? 
Or  the  brown  Parisian's  grace? 
Or  the  warm-souled  Bordelaise? 
Or  the  forehead  broad  and  dear 
Which  the  Italian  Damas  wear, 
Braiding  round  their  night-black  hair 
Circe-like  ?^0r  the  Spanish  air. 
Where  the  Moor  has  mixed  his  blood 
With  the  duU  Castilian  flood, 
Giving  life  to  sleepy  pfldde  ? 
Tell  me  where  woulckt  thou  abide, 
Choosing  for  thyself  a  season, 
And  a  mate — ^for  sweet  Love's  reason? 

Nought  for  country  should  I  care 
So  my  bride  were  true  and  fair : 
But  for  her— O !  she  should  be 
(Thus  far  111  confess  to  thee) — 
Like  a  bud  when  it  is  blowing ; 
Like  a  brook  when  it  is  flowing 
(Marr'd  by  neither  hot  nor  cold) ; 
Fashion'd  in  the  lily's  mould — 
Stately,  queen-like,  very  fair ; 
With  a  motion  like  the  air ; 
Glances  full  of  morning  light. 
When  the  mom  is  not  too  bright ; 
With  a  forehead  marble  pale. 
When  sad  Pity  tells  her  tale ; 
And  a  soft,  scarce-tinted  cheek, 
(Flushing  but  when  she  doth  speak) ; 
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For  her  voice,  't  should  have  a  tone 
Sweetest  when  with  me  alone : 
And  Love  himself  should  seek  his  nest 
Within  the  fragrance  of  her  breast 

Barry  Camwall. 


■•o*- 


666.    JULIA'S  LETTER. 

THEY  tell  me  'tis  decided ;  you  depart ; 
Tis  wise — ^'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain ; 
I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart, 

Mine  is  the  victim  and  would  be  again. 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 

I  used ;— I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 
Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears ; 
My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

I  loved,  I  love  you,  for  this  love  have  lost 
State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  esteem, 

And  yet  cannot  regret  what  it  hath  cost. 
So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream ; 

Yet  if  I  name  my  guilt,  'tis  not  to  boast ; 
Neen  can  deem  harshlier  of  me  than  I  deem; 

I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest — , 

I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request 

Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 
'TIS  woman's  whole  existence ;  man  may  range 

The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart. 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange 

Pride,  fame,  ambition  to  fill  up  his  heart ; 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange ; 

Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  one — 

To  love  again  and  be  again  undone. 

You  will  proceed  in  pleasure  and  in  pride 
Beloved,  and  loving  many ;  all  is  o'er 

For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 
My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  in  my  heart's  core ! 


These  I  could  b«ar,  but  cannot  cast  aside 

The  passion  which  still  rages  is  before.^  I 

And  so  fare  well— forgive  me,  love  me — No, 

That  word  is  idle  now ;  but  let  it  go.  ' 

My  breast  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet ;  i 

But  still  I  think  I  can  collect  my  mind:  I 

My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirit's  set,  ' 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind ;  ' 

My  heart  Is  feminine,  nor  can  forget — 
To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind ; 

So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole, 

As  vibrates  my  fund  heart  to  my  lix'd  soul. 

I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  stilt. 

And  dare  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet. 
And  yet  1  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil, 

My  Inisery  can  scarce  be  more  complete  ; 
I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill; 

Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet, 
And  1  must  even  survive  this  last  adieu. 
And  bear  with  life  to  love  and  pray  for  you. 

Lord  Byron. 


667.    A  PLEA  FOR  LOVE. 


THE  summer  brook  Hows  in  the  bed 
The  winter  torrent  lore  asunder; 
The  skylark's  gentle  wings  are  spread 

Where  walk  the  lightning  and  the  thunder: 

And  thus  you'll  find  the  sternest  soul, 

The  gayest  tenderness  concealing. 

And  minds,  that  seem  to  mock  control. 

Are  ordered  by  some  fairy  feeling. 

Then  maiden!  start  not  from  the  hand 
That's  hardened  by  the  swaying  sabie  - 

The  pulse  ^eneath  may  he  as  bland 
As  evening  after  day  of  labour : 
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And  maiden  start  not  from  the  brow 
That  thought  has  knit  and  passion  darkened; 

In  twilight  hours  "neath  forest  bough, 
The  tenderest  tales  are  often  heaiken'd. 

Tkcmas  Davis. 


668.    JUBILATE. 

JUBILATE,  I  am bvM, 
And  his  lips  at  length  have  said  it ; 
Long  since  in  his  eyes  I  read  it, 
But  I  thought  it  could  not  be, 
Ah !  what  happiness  for  xo/t  1 

Jubilate !  I  am  lov^ 
Now  am  I  like  a  little  queen, 
And  very  pleasant  'tis  I  ween ; 
What  soever  I  do  or  say  . 
Seemeth  good  and  right  alway. 

Jubilate!  I  am  lovM ! — 
To  see  him  kneeling  at  my  feet. 
Oh  I  it  is  sweet — ^'tis  very  sweet  I 
Every  day  and  every  hour 
Do  I  glory  in  my  power. 

Jubilate!  I  am  lovM; 
So  dearly  loN-ed,  that  till  I  prayed 
I  was  more  than  half  afraid. 
Lord !  forgive  my  sins,  and  make 
Me  pure  and  good  for  his  dear  sake! 

Jubilate!  I  am  lovM ! 

Lord!  forgive  my  glorying  I 

To  thy  dear  cross  I  meekly  ding  1 

Let  the  love  he  beareth  me 

Lead  him— lead  us  both — to  Thee. 

EiiMobeth  YomaiL 


6i6  The  Lcwnri 


669.    A  WOMAN  CONTEMPLATING  A 
HOUSEHOLD  GOD. 

DOMESTIC  love  I  not  in  proud  palace  halls     • 
Is  often  seen  thy  beanty  to  abide; 
Thy  dwelling  is  in  lowly  cottage  walls 
That  in  the  thickets  of  the  woodbine  hide; 
With  hum  of  bees  aroond,  and  from  the  slide 
Of  woody  hills  some  little  bubbling  spring 
Shining  along  through  banks  with  harebells  dyed; 
And  many  a  bird  to  warUe  on  the  wing 
When  mom  her  safiron  robe  o'er  heaven  and  earth  dodi 
fling. 

Oh,  love  of  loves  I — to  thy  white  hand  is  given 
Of  earthly  happiness  the  only  key ! 
Thine  are  the  joyous  hours  of  winter  even, 
When  the  babes  cling  around  their  father's  knee ; 
And  thine  the  voice,  that  on  the  midnight  sea 
j  Meets  the  rude  mariner  with  thoughts  of  home, 

Peopling  the  gloom  with  all  he  longs  to  see. 
Spirit !  IVe  built  a  shrine,  and  thou  hast  come 
And  on  its  altar  closed — for  ever  closed  thy  plume. 

Croly^ 


670.    AN   OLD-FASHIONED  LOVE   SONG. 

FAIRER  than  thee,  beloved, 
Fairer  than  thee — 
There  is  but  one  thing,  beloved. 
Fairer  than  thee. 

Not  the  glad  sun,  beloved, 

Bright  though  its  beams — 
Not  the  green  earth,  beloved 

Silver  with  streams. 


Not  the  giy  birds,  beloved, 

Happy  and  free : 
Yet  (here'c  cme  things,  beloved, 

Fairer  than  tliee. 

Not  the  clear  day,  beloved. 

Glowing  with  light ; 
Not,  fairer  still,  beloved. 

Star  crowntd  night. 

Truth  in  her  niiBht.  beloved. 

Spotless  and  free. 
Is  the  one  tiling,  beloved, 

Fairer  than  thee. 

Gu3Lrd  well  thy  soul,  beloved, 

Tmth  dwelling  there 
Shall  shadow  forth,  beloved, 

Her  image  rare. 

Then  shall  I  decni,  beloved. 

That  thou  art  she  : 
And  there'll  be  nought,  beloved. 

Fairer  than  tiice. 


671.    METRICAL  FEET. 

TROCHEe  trips  frtSm  long  tO  short; 
From  long  to  long,  in  solemn  son, 
Sl5w  SpOndce  Hilla;  str6ng  fodt!  yet  ill  Me 
Ever  lA  came  ilp  with  Dftctjll  irfayllibU!. 
Iambics  mSrch  ftCm  shdrt  tO  long ; 
With  i  leKp  Snd  i  bSund  tha  iwtft  AnSpaJbts  thrang : 
One  syllable  long,  with  one  •hort  at  each  side, 
AinphlbrSchJs  hastes  with  i  si&telJF  stride ; 
Ftr^l  iitd  Wst  bflng  l6ng.  middle  shfirt,  Anphtroacer 
Strikes  his  ihOndfrlng  hnofs  Tike  i  proQd  high-brfd  ticet. 

C»UrUlg4, 
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Fote.— The  following  references  hare,  eikch,  two  distinct  nmnben  attached  to 
them.  The^j<iDdicatMthejNi0«,theMoratf  the  MdiM  of  that  page.  Ererj 
I»ge  iB  dirided,  for  facility  of  xvference,  into  fbnr  eectkms  numbered,  in 
■mail  flgnres,  i,  x,  ],  4,  oatalde  the  border  and  in  the  margin. 

In  thi<  index,  whererer  it  has  been  practicable,  the  txwt  woids  of  the 
anthors  hare  been  inserted,  so  as  to  guide  the  eye  more  readUj  to  the  passsgo 
itself,  but,  as  it  was  frequentlj  impsactloabia  to  compren  serexal  lines— 
sometimes  a  whole  stanza— into  one  entry,  lis  mod  cbHomi  senm  d  tho 
subject  has,  then,  furnished  the  heading,  and  the  references  have  been  re- 
peated, as  copiously  as  possible,  under  soda  other  synonymous  words  as 
would  mo^t  naturally  suggest  themsdvw  to  an  enquirer. 


rAoi 

A  better  land  of  bli»,  beyond  the  sky    3S9 

A  blnl't  releaM  on  the  death  of  its  mistress 108 

A  boj,  wet  through,  half  starved 570 

A  brook,  vrhen  it's  flowing 6ix 

A  bird,  when  it's  blowing   6ix 

A  castle  In  the  air ])6 

A  cheap  heart  to  sell 160 

A  confession    3it 

A  damsel's  renal  heart  to  gain $it 

A  dan dng  shape 1 71 

A  dream  remembered  in  a  dream 5J9 

A  dupe  to  fashion  16^ 

A  fefurf ul  thing  is  woman's  lore    144 

A  garland  for  thy  head $0$ 

A  gaxe.  something  more  than  words  10} 

A  girl's  paramount  duty 17 

A  grace  and  goddess  no  more ]}4 

A  harp  tono  from  a  cherub's  hands 295 

A  heart  that  lor'd  in  rain   147 

A  husband's  lore  sgaintt  the  world 194 

A  jilt,  a  common  curse ixi 

Aliwly  sndhor  Fpork |x8 


scrnoy 


orr 


um 
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l.l*dy,  tliaar«!a,udT<BV 

A  landflC^n  dacrlbcd  ,......,.. 

Aluala  iirr'Ttii.tl<j  rijlliFimaloiM 

Ali>«aFVLh.)ucUl*<,tl»TB     

A.  UgU  the  cfoa  f*a  smir  ■■•  iplB  

AUtUilaenoiieblolHitBdlab    

AUttlCUdroCmlnBUupniadiin  

Alocklibntin^,  

A  loiig  Hd  alrvplis  jwln 

A.  tobf  fAnnpU  U>  lOT0,    ^TQ        ................. 

jLlDTiitlist  ukinlnini  udubnbDwn 

^  A  loter,  ^inakeDi  A  TiBV  loTTln^  0Bfc 

A  li>iTr.  +nlilm!i]rtj--iiecnnrt  yfmr-,..-.--"-.. 

A  loTer't  Ion,  how  It  li  lo  be  Uld  

AmoldHiiiiylniiiil  

A  nun,  ot  duicii«  never  tired 

Anmi.jhMrtUrolie 

AinanllufBri-llhorhlBbnopliwf 

Amantobeallent.ir  reqxlnd 

AnUglilj  ihDck  , 

A  imllbuV  worvbLpp^d  idol  oWttl  tore  Ion] - . 

A  plulne  o[  more  ihnn  pu>lDR]i[e 

A  BDO»ilni|>,  111  I  Manual  1)7  fiBtUjry'l  brcuUl 

Antnun^loRtbowmthiaflora...'..' 

AumbcuiiD'frllfDVlain        

ABweetfomwarnlng      

A  U.10  wbuR  U'lutemeH  no  loi«  cu  nncb    

A  tcndicT  ot  thoK  Uttle  ones ....,,.,.. 

A  tiiflcrb  tolien 

A virglo* Ungime  
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A  white  flag  in  my  rear,  with   564 

Awidow'dbed    in 

A  wife's  a  man's  best  piece 604 

A  wife's  prayer  609 

A  word  is  but  a  ware  of  air   355 

A  word  unto  the  wide   465 

A  woman  contemplating  a  household  god 616 

A  womaa  kind 377 

A  woman's  mocking  scorn  33 

A  young  man  up  a  tree 563 

A  youth,  a  clause  in  nature's  laws  355 

Abide,  where  would'st  thou  ? 611 

Abiding  lore  of  a  forsaken  one 99 

Abigail,  of,  few  lines  have  bragg'd  in  rerse 591 

Abore  my  life  still  hangs  that  lore  intact 596 

Absence 300 

Absence 490 

Absence 569 

Absence  calls  the  sorrowing  sigh 429 

Abaenco,  can,  calm  this  fereri^ih  thrill  ? 493 

Absence,  I  mourn  thy,  charming  maid  498 

Absence,  in,  count  every  minute 184 

Absence,  magic  power  of 184 

Absence  may  cure  my  pain 513 

Absence,  no  conqueror  of  love 363 

Absence,  this,  shall  be  a  noble  task-time    569 

Absence,  wakes  the  latent  flames 184 

Absent  lover,  the,  to  his  betrothed 441 

Abeolutc  monarchy  in  the  heart   515 

Accents  sad  and  low,  in   456 

Acceptance,  feigned  409 

Acteon  and  Dian    564 

Action,  man's  world 434 

Ada 584 

Address,  a  lover's   357 

Adieul   ^ 444 

Adieu,  bid 391 

Adieu,  drop  a  tear  and  bid 391 

Adieu,  feign 393 

Adieu  for  evermore,  my  love !    506 

Adieu  t  I'll  leave  thy  heart  a  dying 571 

Adieu  to  thee,  love  I 363 

Adieu,  ye  muses,  or  my  passion  aid 131 

Adjuration  of  a  lover 18S 

Adore,  I  only  you  4x0 

Adore,  though  hopeless    118 

Adore,  though  she  disdain 186 

Adored,  for  a  warm  hetirt    aoi 

Adored  for  the  fairy  in  tellig(>nce  of  her  face    101 

Ador'd  the  beauties  which  I  gave 1&4 

Adoring  crowds  before  her  fall 163 

Adornment  of  a  humble  maid 140 
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▲Oreni^  maikot  lo^  nbUns  , 

▲dTeni^  makM  loTo  fobllBM , 

▲dTioe  to  a  b«tat7 •». 

▲ImrfromthMl  pcaiM  nnlwBdad , 

AflwfromthfMl  ■InmbtDframiBjiiiUowllae.... 

Afvfnmtbeel  'tit ■oUtade 

Aflectlon 

Afltotion,  all  dadio, »  pUwa  in  bar  

AflEBOtkni,  can  rob  both  MOM  and  RMon  ^ 

▲fflectSon,  ezcbanging  glancM  of 

Afltetkm,  lint 

Aifoction,  myfoDdrthonbaatMOi  

Affection,  none  daMTre,  a  plaoa  in  bar 

Affeotion  aad  will  drop  a  taar •• 

Aifeciion,  ipell  of  

AiEectton,  the  safety  of ^ 

Affectioniandthe  world....^ •• 

Aibctions,  a  vrife's  feminine 

Affection's  care,  few  griefs  beyond 

Affection's  heart-drops 

Affections,  kind,  beam  round  the  ^es 

AfToction's  kiss,  the  fervor  of 

AiTection's  light  upon  my  husband's  tomb 

AfToction's  mingling  tears   

Affection's  talc  told  by  blushes 

Affection's,  true,  woman's  inward  world    

Affection's  wamicst  team,  frozen 

Affections,  wealth  cannot  buy    

Afraid  to  {>peuk  till  spoken  to 

After-friendship,  feeble    

After  you've  kissed  them,  they'll  lie  on  my  bow>m 
Ago 
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••  -B 

Htm 
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Sfl 
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Ml 
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4M 
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VA 
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t    m 
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Sff 
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91 
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519 
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>9r 

..    a 

Sl6 

■  a        J 
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*V5 

«95 

•  •    ] 

S9S 
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Age  can  ne'er  impair  my  heart's  uncbanging  love 

Age.  lose  an  age  to  obtain  love 

Age,  love  in 

Age,  o'erclonds  the  brow  with  cares 

Age,  trembles  at  the  approach  of 

Age,  woHtod  on  vain  regrets  

Age  will  follow   

Aged  couple,  the  strong  ties  of  an 

Agony  of  love,  and  power  of  pride    

Ah!  could  I  hear  thee ! 

Ah  I  could  I  sec  theo !   

Ah  the  poor  shepherd's  mournful  fate 

Ah  I  what  happiness  for  me    

Air,  modest,  so  fatally  beguiling 

Air,  the  soul-dissolving    

Alas  1  he's  seated  in  my  heart 

Alas  I  I  am  but  woman,  fond  and  weak 

Alas  I  I  give  my  heart  to  love  t 

AlasI  I  have  naught  but  lore *... 

Alas!  I  love  yon  over  well 


414 
476 

XXI 

»59 
a85 

607 

3S4 
$06 

4fc> 

J9» 
3U 
ij« 
409 
»1 
415 


4B9 
61J 
489 

47* 
l>S 

3n 

5«» 
40J 


I 
I 
I 

1 

I 


624 


AkM 

Aknu,  iltlwiish  I  lond  hiB  DM  •■ 


Alwnltn 

AJwBji  iBTv  tomBtiibis  nwrt  to  mj  .  > 


AiDiad>»  prtde  of  mj  ao 


Amonnu  4tlu.  tha  ricbot  odoDT  -. 
AippbibrvAfifH ,....,. 


1  spoloej  ft"'  h«'liig  lowd 
1  anlcwiird  Ul«  to  tcU  ... 
1  culy  inuTlBfrc  bLnsed   . 


.est  mui'a  reoaonq  for  pArtlag  wit) 
trhjrme.  gladdening  OUT  brart*w 


AngeMlks  cUtgolK. 
Aigd  ptwntom,  an 


DUtuittary. 


I   A*^.  iUQitthlAC  af  «d«  tn  • 


AM(T7  OuIk*  Ucbt  QUI  a^a  , . . 

ABCT  l«>k,*lMBft>U>Hd.I  lOT 

JUtcty  BWuM.  Imilaii  ititbi  st 

AB(rj-na 

&B(I7  Mc*na  of  •wthlr  tnt . . . 
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In  yon  h^ypy,  Barbara? 

Axladne,  in  her  bower • tga 

Arithmetic,  a  man's,  his  wife 6iH 

Ark,  an,  of  whitethorn    : le 

Arm,  an  ivory 4at 

Arm  In  arm.  we  wandered 44a 

Arm  in  my  arm • 544 

Armour,  old 446 

Arms, clasping ;.,  141 

Arms,  embraces  of  your ai6 

Armsof  a  dnelliat,  ring  and  licence itf 

Arms,  milk  white 576 

Arms,  thdr  curve fli6 

Arms,  the  linked,  can  fed  the  beating  heart 4ia 

Arms,  to  thy  fond,  retiring. 44S 

Art  and  charms,  I  might  be  tied,  with    4ta 

Art  of  channing... 390 

Artof  loving {90 

Art  of  sighs,  the •. a4i 

Art,  I  am  proof  against  all. 419 

Art  in  wounding,  Cupid's    ]90 

Art,  powerloss  to  add  grace  to  nature 2X| 

Art,  subtle,  known  by  thy  hand Z73 

Art  thou  froe  from  Bin  ?  19 

Art,  without  desire  to  show  how  mucli   j8o 

Artifice,  love's 198 

Artless  blush,  80  fatally  beguiling 489 

Artl(»s  elegance 500 

Artlc:!«  gaze,  thy 495 

Arts,  little  torturing xzi 

As  I  began  so  will  1  end  410 

As  much  beauty  as  could  live 155 

As  much  virtue  as  could  die   x^% 

Aspasia's  face,  perfect  422 

Asunder,  we  tore  ourselves 495 

At  last  I  sliall  believe  it  as  other  people  <to   541 

At  times,  all  her  pride  forsakes  her 5}i 

Attention,  all,  when  Philander  speaks    x6o 

Attraction  of  souls    X]6 

Auburn  tresses    44] 

Aurelia 451 

Autumn  beam,  our 430 

Avarice  must  be  coupled  with  cores    287 

Avert  from  us  the  spirit's  chill 519 

Avoid  the  enchanting  pain 323 

Avowals  of  love  constantly  required    21 

Awake,  my  fair,  awake 227 

Awaking,  the  bachelor 143 

Awe  and  fear  should  my  love  awake    227 

Ayr,  the 71 

Ayr,  the,  natural  beauties  of 71 

Ainre-bcll 75 
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BtHtr.iUhaitidolhitylDte 
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B<»tT,lRid.u.dt>tet(«>tW  

B«iiQ,cui»<m<llB       

B™itr.<^hmginB              

Si  .. 
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B«utT.lo(Lllli|.M.»ra«l        

*S6    .. 

B«lltj!ir,.v:,r.i,  HiAli^eVcfbeiianiintahid 

I'T    - 

BwNr.«>«td«'*l»<>»>-tfl«tlng 

4W    .. 
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Bosnlj.  DucM  but  thT.  in*  B17  mind  

li™u')'.  rii.i.v  ::iii<  uut  iQ  »roiinB»r*  

BnuLy,  [,..L  i.:iit.i   ■irdji  ctn  uioIld  m*  Iots  thM 

B~uij.„„t,„n,.,;,„.„j,|„„        

Ihwily.  „,.u.:)it  t.iit  n-<I  •»!  whiM    

bmoii.",!," )!i!.^.i     °    !!!!!"!.'!!"[!,'.'.',"! 

ll«UIjij.w!'r''.t'jliJi',[iiJ,  ulVr  .....'.'.'''.".\.'.\ 

umuit!-.!— ',D-,i'nii.y' !!^! !!!!!!"!! 

l>'vu<7.~ iMnkuI  Mil  puHd Imu  chj  bra* 

VHOly, iiMiit  of. ■love 

Siautr,  >l^li  of,  It  mnm  

Bnol]'.  i^Jritol, «  nlibt  

ItoMIr,  ii>lr[nrf,  uncnin 

Bmol)-.  ■[■iriKit.M  twIIUtbt 

Unmly,  fplrit  uf .  I'TrrfwbcK ^.^. 

Bwuiy.  .Kiiji-iiiili™         

B«oly,  .i„r,.-ih  udfhM  

ll«ut,v,  Un:,|.u-<  1';  the  toOu  oT  waltll  . ,  .1 

B-imj-.ibu.jiiaiQrt.  

Bsnlf.  ihvtirJdsKhosu.il)  In,  bj  my  .kto 

Btucy,  Ibo  iHiRkn  o(  my  Mwy 

Bnuly.  IhtoinqucMot  thy  

B«iiiy!thcf..i,.irnr,w,>f ..!!!!!!!!]!!!!!!!" !l 
Bwiuij.iho  .  

I>»"'y.' ti"-  .     ;     .;hiii.uii.i  ".'.',''',',". 

Be^ij,  iliD,,  ,,;.  i.mrij  

D«»titj,  lilt  .i,r-  In  uLiuucUm,  (lilsr 

Il™iitj.ila„iiui,  uanaKhBd 

nnnt;,  Uij,  IdimMT 

Bmotj.  thy.  liniBTH  yrt  

Dauv.thy.  inwii*«niuirr'>  rw 

Dwity.  ti.  -how  wh«i  N*ituri*'iilln'«iR  EaaM  »<tgn 
Biuty.IuuliK'tbv  ijul.nuJthy  u«n    
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Ba«il7,tiinMdaooldflirtolo!V«  ..^...^ 4fi 

Beaotj,  TBlnlj  deicribad  t^  Idto  wtta |i6    .. 

B0M1I7, Tazying erery hovr 460    .. 

Bean^,  WMlth,  and  tore 4fD    .. 

BoMtj,  irean  beneath  tha  wing!  of  time 39a    .. 

Beanty,  what  known  bj 67    .. 

Boantjywhat JoTemixednptofonnabeantj a6i    .. 

Beanty,  whence  its  powen?  S>^    •- 

Beaat7,womao%  and  the  blight  of  wrong   414    •• 

Boantjr  writee  her  name,  where K4    •• 

Boanty,  yield  to  time 276    .. 

Beauty^  art,  what  it  hidee S70    .. 

Beauty*!  bloom  and  time 39I    .. 

Beanty'seye i6t    .. 

Beanos  eyes,  doth  lore  live  in? 411 

Beanty*!  fall  and  the  angels too 

Bsanty^  ftet^  lie  whole  ages  at  a it6 

Beanos  flower,  crop  In  time 486 

Beanty's  Arame,  the  sonl  of 421 

Beaaty*8  grace,  praiae  of 4S1 

Beauty's  moRt  celestial  ray 196 

Beauty's  penAive  eye i$o 

Beaiity'8  praise,  my  tongue  shall  chant  her  1x7 

Beauty's  proper  Rphere 190 

Beauty's  rays  arc  streamiug }68 

Beauty's  ringletd  and  the  zephyrs 144 

Beauty's  smile 586 

Beauty's  smile,  love's  tliom   51 

Beauty's  sweet,  but  frail 485 

Beauty's  tongue  renders  poetry  mor#  tuneful    1 

Beauty's  wounds,  cured  by  a  tongue    i8| 

Beaver,  the  wool  of  the   387 

Becalmed  lovers 176 

Be  complying  and  kind   589 

Be  content  to  know,  not  sec   306 

Bedlam,  for  those  who  show  love 480 

Bee,  an  amorous iii 

Bee,  have  you  tasted  the  bag  of  the *  387 

Bee,  the,  its  lay  of  love,  its  subject,  thee   509 

Bee,  to  a  lady  stung  by  a 175 

Bees,  around,  with  hum  of 616 

Bees,  the  hum  of    V-% 

Before  Tiir  sight  in  solitude  nnpcaled 4J9 

Beg,  and  bobcech.  with  the  saddest  face 530 

Bo  gay  and  good  humoured 589 

Behold  Hie  golden  token 547 

Be  kind  to  the  gay vj 

Belinda's  fate a«7 

Bells  ringing   39 

Beloved  as  thou  art 4^7    •  • 

Beloved !  flew  your  spirit  by  ? 5)8    .. 

Belovedone 44^    •• 


•  • 


•  • 


•  • 
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Belt  of  itraw  and  Itj  buda 407 

Belt  of  strmw  aiid  iry  bndt,  cannot  move  in« 408 

Belridera 510 

Bongala'8  fialmy  gruvo 574 

Benighted 499 

Bereft  of  blliw vfX 

Best  and  dearest 19 

Beitt,  love  betters  what  is    460 

Betray,  my  soft  consenting  looks i;9 

Betrayed  love loi 

Betrayed  me 419 

Betrothed,  the  absent  lover  to  his 441 

Bewitched  me  quite 555 

Bid  me  not  go  where  Nature  grievoR  as  well  as  I    497 

Bidden  love  laughs  and  flies   576 

Bidding  of  an  aged  leaf    518 

Bills,  weekly    14} 

Bind  lore  to  last  for  ever 576 , 

Bind  me  ever,  to 417 

Bind  the  as|>en    576 

Bind  the  lily*i«  odour 576 

Bind  the  sea 576 

Binding  vow,  was  brukiu    J47 

Birth,  consenting  planets  smiled  ui>on  her    174 

Birth,  her  virtues  grace  her    jJto 

Birthday  offering,  by  a  lover ij6 

Bitfl,  palfreys  play  upon  their    .' 411 

Bitter  are  the  wronjr.s  of  love    aio 

Bitter  tears jx 

Bitter  tears 177 

Bitterst  word  of  earth's  de-pair xi  j 

Bird,  a,  and  its  new  tlc<lgeil  piuiuns xxx 

Bird,  a,  escapes  from  its  cage xxx 

Bird,  bom  in  a  land  of  gold    109 

Binl,  golden  plumagod 551 

Birds  and  caces '. ij7 

Birds  grow  tame  with  kiutlue^ $89 

Birds,  melodious,  sing  msdrtgols  407 

Birds,  sung  their  thankful  hymns 10 

Birds,  the,  have  matins  said    10 

Birds,  the  song  of  5x5 

Birds,  what  arc  they  to  the  ni^'htingule  ? 89 

Black  locks  .' 576 

Blame,  a  creature  for    \fx 

Blamo  of  all  my  grief  and  graiue 4bx 

Blank  pages  of  an  album 140 

Bleak  world  of  mourning Ill 

Bleeding  fi>et,  hidden  by  silken  robes    17 

Blend  gentleness  with  our  lo<  e » 519 

Bleas  thee 304 

BlesA  thee J05 

I,  thou  my  path  can  clioer  and    469 
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Blamd abone, an fhflj do li dnf aad toff* f>i-**  I 

Btonad lot, wacytng for mj .'••..    fta  ••   i 

Bleand,  thjr  lore  hath laa  ••  4 

BlMMdiMii  and  troth    • cM 

hit  lore  In  death   .- ^.,.    ut  . 

daared  with  a  departed  wife t/k  . 

Blearing!, vacant 44I.. 

Bleit,  EngUibmenl  wiffM  ooonted  ^.      |  . 

Blait,.tbafl|wtl  that,  my  heart 4^  . 

Bleet,  with  a  woman'a  aUnd  |fo  ., 

Bleet,  whoUj,  with  thee  alone   I4I  ., 

BUght,  the  bearar  of  a 141  ., 

Blighted    n|  ., 

BUghtod,  hearta  nndinun'd  midet  the an  .. 

Blighted  hopes,  like  withered  llowen 76  .. 

BUghtodknre  .,. ^  ffl  ., 

BU^ted  loTo  shall  never  Uow  again  4|6  .. 

Blind,  I  blosh  to  think  I  was  so 4tt  ., 

Blind,  the,  eat  many  flies 176  •. 

Blind,  ye  oonld  not  Hester 6ot  .. 

Bliss,  a  bolter  land  of ,  beyond  tho  sky {59  .. 

BliBci,  all  human,  summed  in  the  word  love   151  .. 

Bliss,  blund  pressure  of  timid  fingers,  thrilling   44]  . . 

Bliss,  l)ri|?ht  plan  of 145  . . 

Blisrt,  cri-iittxl  by  the  mind 179  . . 

Blisri,  ourth  wns  a  round  of 590  . . 

Bliii>3,  fanciwi  forms  of • 1x6  . . 

BliFS,  genuine 444  . . 

Bli58,  heaved  thy  breast   57}  . . 

BliiiH,  intermingling  glance  of    a|9  . . 

Blisii,  Interrupted  by  cares XS4  . . 

Bliws,  in  tbc  wreck  of  all  our  hojw.-.  there's    57X  .. 

BliM,  lii)fj  of 18]  . . 

Bliiv,  love  bus $76  . . 

Blis^j,  memories  of , I58  . . 

Blifs,  no  respite  to  our *. \\\  .. 

BlisK,  own  thou  art  my 469  ., 

Bliiw,  iHjrfcct.  n<»t  enjoyed  till  time  La  doat^?>yl^l    sjg  . . 

Bliffl,  precarious |S|  . . 

Bliss,  purer,  destroyed  by  want*  )n  flames    174  . . 

Bliss,  sam^iuvry  of 4}S  . . 

Bliss,  story  of  dU>tant    510  .. 

Bliss,  the  future  and  past 295  . . 

Bliss,  the  heaven  of  my    401  . . 

Bliss,  thou  wert  all  my 54a  . . 

Bliss,  time  of  generous 99  . . 

Bliss,  we  pursue  the  flectinlg  I70  . . 

Bliss,  we'd  make  our  love  a  Innting  510  . . 

Bliss,  why  rcf nse  the  blamoleiis  ?  42]  . . 

Bliss,  without  design Z7J  . . 

Blissful  droam,  wbcre  uow  the  ?    I98  . . 

Blissful  state,  experience,  of  a 61  .. 
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BlitlM  and  gaj  dumged  into  grief 4J7  .. 

Blood  hardenod  into  gold 19  .. 

Blood,  her,  in  the  roec  and  peach 381  . . 

Bloom,  can  know  no  t<HK)nd  upring  ft^  , , 

Bloom  in  thy  brroKt,  may  they  421  . . 

Bloom,  not  to  strong  as  pain  and  pride x6  .. 

Blooms,  borrowed  from  the  ftki<« ; 4}i  .. 

Blooms,  on  earth  from  Paradii«e 4|i  .. 

Blooming  beauty    514  .. 

BloominK  mom.  the 10  . . 

Blossoms,  in  Eden  fn^>wn    109  . . 

Blotvoms.  why  do  they  not  call  forth  loTo  ?    |i6  .. 

Bine,  beams  of    ' (76  . . 

Blae-bell,  luithcvt,  <larkMt    6ot  . . 

Blue  bells,  tender    425  . . 

Blue-eyed  Anne  496  . .. 

Blue  eyes,  lovinfc,  but  dimmed  Z|  .. 

Blue  eycn,  sweet la  , , 

Blue  flower  in  my  garden,  there's  a 541  .. 

Blue  akie* « . .  15  . . 

Blush,  a  bashful  look 191  . . 

Blush,  a  tontme  in  which  nettar  lies    191  .. 

Blush,  a,  will  be  sure  to  s|)cak    }io  .. 

Blush  of  crimson  dye    IZ)  .. 

Blush,  linos  on  a 191  .. 

Blush,  power  of  a   19X  . . 

Bliuh,  softly  beams  and  shines 141  . . 

Blush,  tender,  of  rosy  li^ht 141  . . 

Blush,  the  radiant,  of  beauty )io  .. 

Blush,  the  sensitive  101  . . 

Blush,  the  shadowy    74  .. 

Blush,  the,  that  rixes  I loneath  the  curl >i  |lo  .. 

Blosh,  the.  that  grows  lioneath  thy  gazt |Oi  . . 

Blush,  to  hide  the  tender I97  . . 

Blush,  to  think  I  was  so  blind   481  .. 

Binsh,  what  it  seemt  to  U'll 141  . . 

Slashes  and  zephyrs 144  . . 

Blushes,  burning,  $f\mak  my  shame    {9a  . . 

Blushes,  rising 489  .. 

Blushes,  soft,  tinge  her  cheeks 4x9  . . 

Bltuhes,  when  your  love  runs  in    158  . . 

Blushes,  yielding,  then  cheek>  colour  true 479  . . 

Boat-sliell  of  i>carl 15  , , 

Bob-tall,  wttgyinp  his  stiff  561  .. 

Body  and  soul  bound,  in  love ijx  .. 

Bold,  not  too  backward  or  too    54I  ,. 

Bondage,  friendship  nmkes  it  sweet 174  ,. 

Bondage,  the  dear  174  . . 

Bonnie  Kate,  I  prize  thee 119  .. 

Bonnie  Lady  Ann  491  .. 

Bonnie  Lady  Ann  491  1, 

Bookof  jndt^ment i;5  .. 
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Books  an  but  little  worth 

Books,  sUly  old 4^ 

Boots  at  Soaxborongh  |6 

Borrowed  phtmet  aa4 

Bosom,  aU  my  own    5^ 

Bosom,  olear  as  tbe  asuxe  deep  sa9 

Boaom,  oome  back  to  my 405 

Boscnn,  gentle  ....« %A 

Bosom,  glTO  my  life  up  on  her   %j^ 

Bosom,  heaving,  si^  for  me 4lc» 

Bosom,  I  dasp'd  her  to  my 495 

Bosom,  my,  starts 46^ 

Bosom,  strive  to  hide  tho  joy  mjr,  feels    s6o    ..    i 

Bosom,  the,  brightened  by  lore 145    ..    \ 

•Bosom,  the  yielding,  <dosely  twined     I97    ..    | 

Bosom,  to  be  kept  free  fh>m  stain , ug    ..    ) 

Bosom's  beat,  I  feel  thy  14S 

Bosom's  plighted    44f^ 

Bound  to  earth  by  the  silrer  cord {04 

Bonrdelaise,  the  warm  soaied  ? 6ix 

Bower,  amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rock^ 536 

Boweis  where  nngels  sweet  division  ning    218 

Bow,  wow,  wow 56} 

Boyhood's  fifHt  warm  glow j J9 

Boj'hiXKl's  years 180 

Boys  and  girls,  bring  in  May ii 

Bracelet,  a,  (*annot  moke  a  prisoner xi6 

Bracelet,  to  B.  R.,  in  return  for  her jii6 

Braided  locks   600 

Brain,  the  potent  misciiief  riots  in  the    J97 

Brains,  sad  sonneteer  wants    513 

Breast    lii 

Breast,  at  rost.  In  outward  show  435 

Breast  of  snow,  head  bowed  on  her 171 

Brea-st,  happy x6i 

Breast,  heaving  183 

Breast,  jewel  of  my  donting    1x7 

BK!a*t,  my  heart  doth  faint  upon  thy 048 

Breast,  one  comer  of  y«tur 26z 

Breast,  sec  young  love  beating  in  her 607 

Breast,  i$pum'd    lu 

Breast,  strife  of  the  pa$sion»  in  my 204 

Breast,  take  mo  to  thy 404 

Breast,  tenanted  by  truth    346 

Breast,  thn  herald  of,  a  high    398 

Breast,  the  hidden  wound  within  my  403 

Brea»t,  wish  to  mine  hers  w  as  pn.-es'd 607 

Breasts,  do  not  conceal  those,  of  thine 384 

Breasts,  that  beat 4SX 

Breath  of  love,  -wandering  free  at  noon 344 

Breath  of  his  love 34 

Breath,  its  effects  on  a  wreath 4 
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Breath,  Uke  tbe  firMto  from  the  hawthorn 405 

Breath  o'  bMTm  la  atwaen  the  llpa 49ft 

Breath,  toent  of ,  not  to  be  concealed  IS4 

Breath,  thj,  Jore'B  franklnoenee 1S9 

Breathe  thetr  little  lives  away .' 42J1 

Breathed,  for  thoo  alone  ]99 

Breathing,  thj,  linger*  on  my  cheek    44] 

Breaths,  deep,  shuddering   561 

Breese,  swc<>t  L*  the  gentle xa6 

Breists,  lapt  in  a  holy  veil  491 

Bridalballad    547 

Bridal  Moom   174 

Bridal-flowers i| 

Bridal  rosea 151 

Bridal,  the  saddest  sight  of  all 516 

Bridal-day  snng f6 

Bride,  a  beautiful 61 

Bride,  a  fair  emblem  of  virgin  simplicity 61 

Bride,  and  her  husband    {40 

Bride,  betrothed,  of  the  nightingale .' 163 

Brido,  deamcm  of  a  lovely u 

Bride,  owes  no  charms  to  jewels   140 

Bride,  parents  and  kinxmcn  looked  at  the 568    . .     1 

Bride,  the  plighted,  must  part  from  friends 55S    . .     1 

Bride,  they  deck  thw  for  a 5»6 

Bride,  the  mother,  dearer  than  the  blushing 358 

Bride,  true  and  fair   611 

Bride,  who  stood  in  beauty  by  my  side 558 

Bridf ,  young,  fair  as  the  morning 40a 

Bride's  cheeks 15 

Bride's  dnnce  14 

Bride's  eyes 15 

Brifle's  feet,  like  little  mice 14 

Bride's  finger,  too  small  for  the  ring    14 

Bride's  lips  15 

Bride's  pathway  strewed  with  flowers 14 

Bridegroom,  an  envic-d 61 

Bridegroom,  by  thy  side 5x6 

Bridegroom,  greeting  for  a  Hebrew ^  58 

Bridegroom "i  pathwsy  strewed  with  flowers 14 

Bridehouse,  sacred  to  Nature's  children  14 

Brier,  the  bnd  of  the 387 

Bright  as  the  morning  star 485 

Bright  charms 140 

Bright  locks  blanch'd    5(0 

Brighter  hotirs j7^ 

Brighter  than  the  britfht»*t  ptar  to  me    434 

Brightness  of  nature  at  8oarbon>ugh  j  j 

Brine  of  ih^  eea igx 

Briny  wave,  the.  ami  Venus'  charms  la^ 

Britain,  court  of,  the  court  of  lovo 190 

Brittle-ware,  woman •...,,., 470 
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Broica  my  heart,  the  q)dl  fhat < ,,^ 

Broken friemlahipe ,  ag^ 

Broken-hearted  jt 

Broken-heuted  m6 

Broken,  though  my  faith  be  «. ^^ 

Broken,  thoni^  my  heart  be 51^ 

Broken  TOW ■■••■•..••.■■••■•.,,  j^i 

'Broken  tow,  not  to  be  repaired  by  taonta  ••••••■«•■■•••••■••..«  loc 

Broken towb  ...>•••■ •■••■•■•■■•.•••■.•..•••...  us 

Brood,  heart-atmbk,  o'er  each  broken  tow ^ 

Brook,  the  mnrmor  of ,  q)eaks  of  lore  and  thee    .\.  fot 

Brotherhood  and  qrmpathy fi^o 

Brow, enthronee the graoea.......... , 4^ 

Brow,  like  the  moon nj 

Brow,  lordy,  of  white joy 

Brow,  orbM 60T 

Brow,  ao  aoft,  calm,  and  eloqnent ti 

Brow,  tiiat  thought  and paaaion  darkened 615 

Brow,  thine  alabaster 4^ 

Brow,  npon  her,  peace  site .' ^jo 

Brow,  where  bcanty  writes  her  nnmo j^ 

Brow,  white  and  holy   I 

Brows,  her  orch'd  }ft| 

Browp,  her,  like  bended  bows jgj 

Bubbles  of  folly j  j^ 

Buckles  of  i?old   ^o» 

Build  a  vrall  about  you ji5 

Bull-dog,  standing  under j5j 

Bulrushesi ^t^ 

Buried  feelings    '. jj^ 

Bixm,  to,  when  afar -^^ 

Burning  cheeks,  wet,  from  Constantia's  song   ix 

Bushes  green    47j 

Bud  and  beam  shed  lovo  in  Eden's  grove 581 

Bud,  in  life's  dark  wilderness jgi 

Buds,  many,  ne'er  grow  to  flowers    y^ 

But  now  'tis  past,  it  cannot  be  5^7 

Bygone  years,  when  I  was  as  thy  brother px 

By  heaven  and^earth,  I  love  thee  1 ^07 

By  yonr  truth  she  shall  be  true jjx 

Cages  and  binls  xyj 

Call  a  fl])ado  a  sikuIc ^yj 

Campaspe,  what  she  won,  at  cards,  of  Cupid    xzi 

Cane-bottom  chair,  described ^^ 

Cane-bottomed  chair,  never  would  change  it ^^ 

Canine  creature ^1 

Cannot  tell  what  love  may  be ^6^ 

Can*t  moke  up  my  mind  which  to  choose  f  oj 

Cape,  go,  pass  the  j  j5 

Cards,  playing  at,  for  kisses    x^x 

Care  and  age  come  unawares j  j^ 

Care  and  grief  tread  on  the  heels  of  joy x}4 
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OuoUu,  bov  aba  iDOHgd  'Ufa  ni  bi 
OudUm,  BIT  ouun .^ 

CuollDBt  DIJ  PMU4    •i.i., 


ir  Din  itbrBD  dulh  **««,  mwd  _ 


CUU,  ibUw  In  Ibe  psMI  A 


Ontti-i  tiemr,  um  kwh. 
Oalte'i  ptldi  wd  Uu  pM-i 
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GhaaM,  bj,  pain  in*y  meet  sad  loTii ^.. %^   .,    i 

Change  of  bearte,  its  effect    4|iS    ..  4 

Ohftiigie of  name •••..•.•••••• ^^    .,    | 

Change  of  religion,  for  lOTe,  faleehood  toy    ..   4 

(%ange  of  scene  cannot  change  lova  ft    ••    t 

CSiange  in  younrif  and  me ^^    ..    i 

Change,  no  mortal y^    ..   4 

Clu«ige,the 41a    „   a 

Change,  the  germ  of ,  in  hearts 519    ..    i 

Changed  like  thee,  I  too  am  j^    ..   4 

Changeful  mlnda  and  unchanging  gems jj^    ..    | 

ChangeleM,  heartfelt,  boljr,  lore  f, 941    ..    1 

Changdeae  rtiU jgb    ..    a 

Changing,  do  none  fter  in  the j^    .,   4 

Changing,  from  all,  keep  than  me 1^    ..    4 

Obanting  some  old  ballad ^4^    ..   4 

Chantry  eerrloe,  song  by  dolefttl  thonght ^ty    ..    4 

Chaplet  of  flowers jub^    ,.    I 

Chaplets  of  frosh  epring  flowers  aay    ..    a 

CharitiGs,  chief  in  woman yi     ..    1 

Charm,  every,  and  ffraoe 489    . .    4 

Charm,  nameless    4^5      .    x 

Charm  of  a  kovpsake,  never  broken 1x5     .,    a 

CUarni'd  with  each  other    551     . .     j 

Charmer,  from  every  othor,  free   i     at6j     , .    | 

Charuicr,  greet  with  a  ditty  on  her  waking xx6     ..    % 

Charming,  your  heart  of jyj     , .    ^ 

Charms  and  mind x^i     . .     | 

Charms  divine    ig6     . ,     x 

Charms,  feeding  fancy  on  her 187     ..     | 

Charms,  gentle  a<ii  air    x6|     .  i     z 

Channi),  her,  may  beguile   474     ..     x 

Charms,  meekly  glow    175     . ,     x 

Charms,  men  adore  and  women  hate   45X     . .     i 

Charms,  more  fragrant  than  the  damask  rose 263     . .     x 

Charms  of  a  little  finger 3     . .     x 

Charms,  of  all  her.  I  love  to  speak  ... 429     . .    4 

Charms  of  Celia x\%     . .    4 

Charms  of  fin^  love \ i^     ..     x 

Charms  of  hue  and  smell 468     ..     1 

Charms  of  love  147     ..    a 

Charms,  other,  may  make  tears  trickle  576     .  w    1 

Charms,  prido  of  a  wife's   iz     . .     4 

Charms,  refreshing  as  descending  rains 263     . .     x 

Charms,  shall  glow  where  angels  dwell 581     . .     4 

Charms,  soft  as  the  down  of  turtle  dove 263     . .     x 

Charms  that  kindle  everlasting  love    514     ..     4 

Charms  that  wealth  supplies 399    . ,     1 

Charms,  thoso 278     ..     2 

Charms  thought  on  601     ..     i 

Charms  you  call  your  dearest  blessing 499    ..     | 

Chaste  hearts,  in,  blooms  a  deathless  flower 460    ..     1 
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Obenries  and  peMls  jto 

ChgriaB,lBthep>nidiae<rf  htrftw  •....    jfy 

dwrries,  where  th«j  grow ^ 

Oheny.llptridiertluuitiM * I77 

(aNR74do(BOii» .', • 4itf 

Oberry  rip0  tbeouelTQt  do  err  |t| 

CTIw,  Lore  with  a  lady  plajrf  »   , jl9 

Gbeatnothair 141 

Ohestant  troM,  old 5t| 

Ohidden  and  blddea  low. •••..    576 

Chidden  lore  atayt  kHBgMt ;...    p6 

Ghid«,  tOf  in  tondnan |gy 

Chiding  fltreams  batray  nuOl  depth 54B 

Child,  a  iMii^t  link  in  the  ohatn  of  brre 119    , 

Child,  a  part  of  thee ...,    610 

ChUd,  bleend  with  a  fairy II9 

Child,  faTwite,  Uaed  for  ite  mother**  eake 196 

Child,  its  father^i  faoe  and  mother's  eyea •    196 

Childof  manyprayers 354 

Child  of  wealcncas,  boasting ao 

Child,  the  ro8c«marlc  on  a  long  lost 5^9 

Child'H  first  accents laa 

Childhood J54 

Childhood's  happy  momcnU 141 

Children  playing    14a 

Children  scream i^j 

Children,  the  lisp  of ^5 

Children's  mlud»,  a  priceless  mine  ^98 

Chilling  age,  the,  that  chides  devoted  rapture 589 

Chin,  no  lily  or  rose  in  the 486 

Chin,  within  the  luxurious,  all  the  graces  fair 567 

China,  old,  all  crack'd 446 

Chivalry,  love  not  won  by 366 

Chloo Z56 

Chloe xfj 

Chloe  and  clouds    3x9 

Chloe  is  my  real  flame 4x1 

Chloe,  pnrehasiug  love 167 

Chloe,  weeping  aS] 

Chloc's  artful  hand,  beauteous  work  of ^^4 

Chloe's  eycfl,  I  fix  my  soul  in 4x1 

Chloe's  lovely  neck    125 

Chloris i6(X 

Chloris,  and  her  voice |8x 

ChlorlA,  before  her  glass 190 

Chlorls,  buys  love  by  weight 166 

Chloris>  can  every  life,  but  mine,  recall 263 

Chloris,  her  perfection X89 

Choice,  a  prudent ,    X48 

Choice,  appeal  to  Venus  for  advice  In  his 106 

Choioeof  a  man... 269 

Choice,  happiness  ot  a X79 
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C«ne,  in  the  moraing «•« ^,^ 6ay    ••   f 

OoBM,  when  yoa'n  look'd  to • 607    ••   I 

Oome,  witbont  wuning  6ay   ••  S 

OooM  !!▼•  with  BM,  and  be  my  lore ', 407    ••   t 

Gome,  thou  loTcr  490   ••   S 

Oome  to  mj  Arms 49t    —  4 

Come,  thou  maiden,  iweet  end  young ^o   ••  4 

Ooody  coontenanoe  and  greoe 4    ••   4 

Oomfort,  importent  tririal  thing!   17    .•    1 

Common  cmee,  a  jilt na    ..   4 

Ccmidionwealth,  not  to  be  a 516   ••    4 

Oonqianion,  wife,  frloMl 279    ••    1 

Oompeie^  none  to  gnide  • 471    ..   a 

Gompleteneei,  oompleted  tern  of  an ••«...    tfoo    ..   | 

OomplinMute  afa    ••  4 

OompHmwite  of  faoe  and  flgnre  afa    ••   4 

Oompoeltion  of  Mn.  Ltajd a6i    ..   4 

Conoentratod  strife  of  loTO i|6    ••    a 

Condemned  to  none  eternal  care • 50     ••    * 

Confess  I  love  thee 46t    ..    4 

Confossion  of  love,  a j6i     . .    } 

CotifeMion,  tbo   441     ..    I 

Confession,  tender >.....      ax    ..    1 

Couflrlonce  ami  peaoo jxa    ..    x 

Connubial  blisses,  drcAm  of    14X    ..    ] 

Conquests  of  the  eyes  undone  by  an  idle  tongue IS)    . .    a 

Conscience,  a  voice  of  holy  speaking  .^ ai     ..    x. 

Consciousness  of  Nature's  weakness xi     ..1 

Consecrate  to  thee,  e&ch  moment,  in  worthy  deeds 569    ..    ) 

Consenting  lovers  wear  wreaths  of  flowers xto    . .    ) 

Consenting  planets  smiled  upon  her  birth 174    ..    i 

Consoling  love a)9    ..    } 

Constancy  and  light  love 517    ..    1 

Constancy  and  love,  when  proved  by  woman    254    . .    | 

Constancy,  its  reward  516    ..    1 

Constancy,  mnnly  a|X    ..    ) 

Consstancy  to  blue-eyed  Anno 496    a,  ),  4 

Constant,  as  gliding  waters    a6)     ..    ) 

Constant  avowals  of  love  delightful xi     ..    4  1 

Confitant  in  love  our  sports  will  changre 415    ..    i 

Constant  love,  for  all  weathers ^1     ..    4 

Constant  love,  lasting  evermore    54)     ..    | 

Constant  love,  is  moderate 54)     ..    j 

Constant  love,  I  will  restore , 54)     ..    ) 

Constant  love,  can  never  know  defeat 54)     . .    4 

Constant  love,  never  can  rebel 54)     ..    4 

Constant  love,  such  I  would  gain 54^    ..    i 

Constant  love,  such  thou  must  give 544    ..    1 

Contemplation    xj]    ..    i 

Content,  I  am  with  little  well $4)     . .    x 

Contentment  and  true  love 444    ..    x 

Contrast  between  love  and  the  weather X59    ..    i 
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Cooln  tbidta  of  Ian,  the 

C'wjiif  t,  f mUom  from  Che  dfccit  ol  a  . , 

CuqaniB,  (0II7  oi  ■  

Giqnetle.  her  prob^lile  iignt 

Coquette,  putlog  v[th  ■  ...... , 

Coquette,  llisdicaTtd 

CoqtHttf,  too  forwBiil ..,..,, 

I'..,>i.lr,-..  tTi,t,llkflntllln(IuU    .... 

Coral  clMpt 

ConlclH[..,cuii>oli>>OTeio«  

t-'or-lUp  

LVmlllia 

Corluu.',U.oljmch»i,to(  ....'.'.'.'.'.. '.\ 

tanttm  

tiMtijiaijuiaiMtjUiiMapiitt 

Cotun.  \  luuo  

OdhU    ba  «hn  I  biTE  bcoi     

Oituit  BV147  tniudl*  lb  frbance 

CouDtiT  Glied.  fne^L  fk^tttia  of. .... . 

CoDDtlj  llDUIa  

Codhut,  Ion  <n  tlia  

OoDnti7, oaiinht iboiilil    cmSoi   

Ouiin«il«  uiil  csU.  TUtfa  t\a   

CCHrlaj,  loTSDOt  VOBb;     

CoonlDg.  ilisciiUaiiiKiDt  

Gonnlj  PTHanba  Kf  3>A  GULDOt  Vrrv  . . . . 

ConrtBhlii.  bint*  oa 

Coonahlp,  fbd  of.  joj  ynl  m^avta,. . . . . . 

CoEuinCiio.AnDDqnfft --- w. - 

Cirt«lJ™TinlUd1)7llwell»iIlii(  lot*    .. 
Ciwtiiri',    ■louMn-liisnnl     

Cr1m«,  trr^A^b-of.aivrtftlAnlbyGoD  ., 
Crlni^n^™k,fromJfTfrJl™n    .... 

Cmrlboitity'ipriilo  

Ondnw'i,  Hid,  plilntln  muidcUgr  . . . . 

CnpUukl  Vi.llv  >[  i'liiy         

Cntdd  ud  tba  IdHi  |»ws*  ot  lora — 
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Oqpid  and  the  mine  ^ 057    ..   1 

Oopid,  iMUere  the  wocmd  trom 990    ..   • 

Chq>id,bli]id J9D    ..    1 

OopiddeepiaesaUgenDento   40    ..    i 

Onpid  ezGhanged  his  iluifta  for  the  eleepliic  nynpba 9^    ,jt% 

Onpid,  hie  stakes,  while  plAjing  tor  Umm a^t    ..    i 

Onpid,  in  a  ood  Aonian  glade   %gf    ..   % 

Oapid, inipoked  4..    190    ..    i 

Oopid  nothiiig  to  do  with  Hymen's  afCsixs af6    ..   4 

Ciipid,  nourished  secretly. 404    ..    1 

Capld,  (m  a  cameo,  described • $u    ••    I 

Onpld,  pick'd  the  IngredientB  to  form  a  bsaotj adi    ..    1 

Cupid, robbed  of  his  darts  and  stripp'd  of  power ,.    xgj    ..    | 

Capid,  robb'd  of  his  torch iai    ..    1 

Cupid,  seeking  Yenns 477    ..    i 

Oopid  sends  Hymen  to  rail  at  Flntns al6    .•    4 

Oopid,  shot  his  bow,  at  his  host 571    I.    1 

Oopid  tames  the  fierce  and  bold jai    ..    4 

Cnpid,  the  cheat  of S70    ••    ' 

Oopid,  the  rose,  and  the  bee 164.    ..    a 

Cupid  trios  his  bow   571     . .    1 

Cupid's  arrows    478    . .    i 

Cupid'8  art,  I  do  not  profess   374    ..    i 

Cupid  B  badge  worn  in  tho  heart 374    ..    1 

Cupid's  darts  acquired  new  force 257     . .    4 

Cupid's  entreaty  to  Jove 261     . ,     j 

Cupid's  eyes,  won  by  Campaspe aji    . .    z 

Cupid's  name  no  longer  powerful %xi     . .    i 

Cupid's  ranks  arc  brave  and  bold 470    . .    1 

Cupids  will  chant,  we  trust  in  theo 575    ..    ] 

Cupids,  recalled  by  the  poet   xs4    . .    z 

Cupids  yoke  the  doves  of  Venus*  car    Z74    . .    4 

Cure  all  caro    404    ..    4 

Cure  of  love,  not  to  be  hoped  for 187    ..    4 

Cure  my  pain 487    . .     1 

Cure,  nor  hope  to  find  the  wonted .- 510    ..     1 

Cured,  by  a  coquet,  of  pain  and  passion zzi     ..    4 

Cureless  wound,  a izz    . .    z 

Curls  of  jet zo6    . .    i 

Curls,  jetty,  in  shining  ringlets ZZ5     ..    i 

Curls  luxurious  61 1     . .    i 

Curse,  a,  turned  to  blessing    304    . .    4 

Cnn>c,  I  may  not    305     . .    1 

Curse  your  wedding  day,  you  may  be  brought  to j|Z     ..    | 

Curst  woman,  her  sentence Z|4     . .    i 

Cunning  masked  thy  lovely  words   409    . .    | 

Cutting  the  fingers,  instead  of  meat,  a  sign  of  love    381     . .     } 

Dactyl   617     ..    4 

Dagger,  drawn  by  a  Mameluke 446    . .    ] 

Daphne,  her  form zjj     ..    4 

Daphne,  not  won  by  Apollo's  being  god  of  physic i8z    ..    1 

Daphne,  porsned  I7  Apollo 181    .»    4 
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I>UMla.huitatnl(if  

Duldia.  iinrl'il  uetoil  ol  tbg  ivUi 

DuBtaii>liiKhI.iti«linn(>tUijU^E  .. 

Dunuo,  dH|«liM  at  l«» 

DWUd.B,pi 

Dmnirt^,  a,  1 

DuioUiff,  TiaTTr  tmd  of ^.,..... 

I>uidM>lttilUacn)awd 

DonftanbrlbailHia,  ifaibiil 

PiTAit  tulilljr  ipcak  oiOj  1b  mjr  chambtr 

Duk*IW 

PvH  rmt  In  IUmb  •  |»inr  lUi  Itfht .. 

DvkHM  !•  M  >&•  b«nb  

Duk  n)«  ol  ttf>  ilull  ro 

DiDt^ltf'i  Bilka.  WBW 
IMUsfclMiudjor-.. 

0.7. 1  iwa*  m'thi 

Dw.  Dim,  musliM 
&*;.  Um  Inn]  at.  tt 

buj,  VIUl  )llf  I IM  Um  V 

DiV  ottbaat  Uw  !•  dirtaiM 

DijlWtat.bn«l -... 

Dv*  aBd  Iwan.  wbu  ihiU  t  iki  vllb 
TiBfT,  dsftai,  in  coldM  HU  (a  ikmi 
Dnd,  ill  nlrlit  hnv  t  UJk  wiUi  Uw. . 

nwtaBUDlll.JMBOllHlllB] 

Dml.inmnMWlUv    

liml,im*itm,f^ioi»t<imlun 

D^lm 

Dad,  sMbaufbt  lOT  Isn  mi   

Iml  DB  Untvr  tbniwMt  of  ■!».  is  A 

DtAmcUtafnlM  

D«4.U.*,aMinii>A 

D<ad.BMCBt«  IMmhUoI  til* 
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Dead,  fweet  Mary,  thou  art 17    ..    4   joft    ..    1 

Dead,  the,  like  thfl  Stan  by  day .••••••••..... t*^    ..    4 

Dead,  the,  spirits  from  bondage  set  froe....' ^ ^^    "    1 

Dead,  the  trae>hearted,  soon  forgotten  I9  man x%^    ..   x 

Dead,  the,  withdrawn  from  mortal  eye \j^    ..'4 

Dead  to  each  joy  the  world  can  giTe   y. ^7*    !!    j 

Dead,  Toioes  from  the,  warnings  of  eternity 1^    ..    1 

Dead,  when  I  am,  boast  of  a  faithfta  frledd ^xo    ..    j 

Dead,  when  I  am,  no  longer  monm  ft>r  me ....    jq^    ..    ^ 

Death  alone  can  loooe  the  ohain    il^    .,    ^ 

Death,  a  tyrant's  reign.... 86    ..    a 

Death,  before  the  loss  of  thy  estoem 1^    ..    I 

Death  can  bid  the  wretched  rest  i^    ..    x 

Death  of  a  young  lady,  on  the ^84    ..    % 

I>«»thofhope xn    .'!    i 

Death  has  told  yon  more  than  the  world  doth  know ^^    ..    I 

Death,  my  first  proclaim'd  thee  fair ^^o    ..    1 

Death,  my  second  will  unthrone  thee ^jo    ..    i 

Death,  not  forgotten  in    ig     ..    x 

Doath  only  can  remove  love   S/S4    . .     i 

Death,  still  think  the  face  will  smile  in 20a     . .     1 

Death,  swear  then  my   ^10     . .    x 

Death,  tljo  mourner's  repose gj     . .     i 

Death,  the  only  (lisix'llor  of  woman's  smile    4jl     .,     ^ 

Death,  the  silence  that  accompanies 85     ..     i 

Death,  the  victor    gj     . .     ^ 

Death-bed,  flown  by  ficUtious  friends tog     . .     i 

Death's  dark  gloom    1x6 

Death's  treasures  safe  jgo 

Death's  untimely  fnwt 45^ 

Dear  infection,  the    2j| 

Dear  is  the  helplc:3S  creature  we  defend 5»5     . ,     \ 

Dear  love  of  mine,  my  heart  is  thine   340     . .     1 

Dear  Mary    19I 

Dear  the  schoolboy  spot  we  ne'er  forget 525     . .     * 

Dear  to  three  hearts n 

Dearer,  each  rendered,  by  sorrow's  ties   574     . .     \ 

Dearer  now  than  when  our  vows  were  said    358     , .     • 

Dearest,  and  bctst   x^ 

Dearest  of  the  dear 208 

Dearest,  the 209 

Decay,  let  your  love  with  my  life 308     . .     | 

Decay,  to  mark  thy  strength  each  hour 307     , .     ^ 

Declarations  cannot  be  too  often  repeated 22     ..     1 

Deceit  of  a  coquet 220     . ,     4 

Deceit  of  woman 3^3     ,^     j 

Deceitful 224    . .     i 

Deceived  t^^     ^  *     j 

Deceived,  the,  lover  to  his  inconstant  lady 376    .,     » 

Deceivers,  lovers  prove 464    ,^     ^ 

December,  though  you  smile,  is  mighty  sad 221     ..     3 
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Dflqiotio looka, onoe ^rraato , • •.•••••    au    ..   | 

IMSW    ••••••••••>•*. ••...■■■.•••••'^*  •••••••••••••>•••■••••«••••     SS^    •  •    ' 

DeWiftUyvv,  inebrUttwith ,    414    ..    1 

Pew,  bcqxingUng  herb  and  tree 10    ••    t 

Dew  of  youth,  like  belm -. Iiy    ..    i 

Dew  on  Uie  Toee,  a  ^rpe  of  thee 509    ..    1 

Dewdrop  and  the  roee j^    ..    i 

Dew-lo<±i,  Client  pearls to    ..    s 

Diamondstar fl6    ..    i 

Diamond,  what  are  gemi  to  the? I9    ..    a 

Diamond,  what  are  jewels  to  the  ?   I9    ..    a 

Diana  woke  Endymion  with  a  Um  Ifs    ..    4 

DidhieanxiBoonatrainme? |6t    ..    4 

Did  I  drop  against  hie  taeait  ?  gfig    ..    4 

Dtdst  thou  my  soul  enthral ?  ..• 94^    ..    1 

Die,  heoonld,  whenerer  hewoold..... lay    ..    | 

Die,  in  sight  of  heaven 4I9    ..    4 

Die,towishto §97    ..    a 

Die,  she  made  to 589    ..    a 

Dies,  wishing  and  admiring   m,     190    ..    j 

Difflcolty  in  finding  a  simile  for  womankind jat    ..    i 

DignityofEvc   70    ..    i 

Dilemma,  a  576    . .    a 

Dilemma,  the  364    . .    4 

Dimpled  check 49]     ..    4 

Dimples,  bewitching: 5^4    ..     | 

Dim  the  soul-bom  beauty    jo8    . .    2 

Disappointment 44I     . .    x 

Discord  banished  from  the  bridehouBC 14    ..    s 

Dlscoarso  of  Love  and  Keasou   158    ..    a 

Discreet,  though  young    j6o    . .    4 

Disdain  and  pride  176    . .    a 

Disdain  a  rival    515    ..    a 

Disdain  to  remain  a  captive's  captive 80    . .    i 

Disdain,  your  malice  is 3]a    ..    % 

Dismal  verse  of  the  sonneteer    51I     ..    t 

Display  your  graces 487    ..    4, 

Diaaemblod,  how  ill  we  all  411     ..    s 

Dissemblers,  the 411     ..     i 

Diasuaded  so  sweetly  that  I  love  more 291     ..     3 

Distingiiish  me  from  crowds  420    . .    s 

Disttrci»,  a  gentle  temper  pities  all    aag     . .    s 

Distre^  of  a  Spanit^h  lady  5     . .     1 

Distress,  harass'd  b> 239    . .     3 

Disunitod 123     ..     3 

Disunited,  still  our  days  aro    499    . .     % 

Ditty,  a,  to  greet  a  waking  charmer    226    . .     { 

Ditty,  sweet  as  the  turtle's  son^r    226    . .    3 

Divan,  no  l)ettcr,  than  the  creaking  old  6ofa 446    ..    a 

Divided,  yet  l)elovod,  in  vain 195    , ,     1 

Divine  beauties  73     . .    | 

Divorce,  nothing  can  savo  him  but 286    ••    3 
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TMM 

Erll-do«rB,  charity  in  jQdffing   at 

Eril  power,  I  dared  not  face  the  |oi 

Eril  step  be  taken,  lest  an  547 

Bril  thing!,  hato  to  look  on  happineas    246 

Srili,  of  two,  chooee  the  leas 466 

Evils,  wrought  by  lore 104 

Exert  with  yonr  husband  the  same  happy  skill    589 

Ezhaostlcss  lore 151 

Explanation  how  to  read  a  valentine 577 

Extreme  of  love  or  hate,  give  me  the 486 

Bye,  a  glorioos  one    {65 

^«,  a  lightsome    506 

Eye,asoomfnl 45I 

Bye,  a  tingle   516 

Bye,  a  sndden  beam  of  soul  flashed  from  her    i|| 

Bye,  an,  gave  the  fatal  stroke   510 

Eye,  an,  whose  tears  with  mine  are  shed   594 

]^e,  as  violet  meek  5x8 

Eye,  bright  drop  of  the  soul  in  the 100 

Eye,  beoming  with  love's  witchery 45] 

Bye,  beauty's  pensive   150 

Eye,  black  regnl 105 

Eye,  black  or  blue  ?  dii&calty  of  choice 365 

^,  Cupid's  nest   486 

Eye,  dark 141 

Eye,  deep  blue .' 49I 

Bye,  downcast 316 

Eye,  dove-like 45I 

Eye,  droop  the  doubting 55$ 

Bye  fringes 567 

Bye,  from  her  bright,  the  soul  looks  out 449 

]^re,  her  dark,  fills |io 

Bye,  her,  in  the  pansy  . .% 381 

Eye,  her  mild  and  quiet,  I  meet 607 

Eye,  her,  now  lets  drop  a  tear   450 

Eye,  language  of  an  doquent   i|8 

Eye,  lucid I96 

"Bj^t  more  eloquent  than  words |i6 

Bye,  my  meek xi8 

Bye,  my  love  as  an,  like  a  star  in  the  sky  405 

Bye,  no  beauty  lika  love  in  a  young 98 

Bye  of  a  lady  described   60 

Eye,  of  flame 344 

Bye,  of  hazel  358 

Eye,  open  in  immortality    198 

Bye,  prove  Cupid's  grave 486 

E]re,  purifies  the  heart 74 

Eye,  she  appealed  a  strife,  with  turning  of  her 585 

Bye,  she  raised  a  war,  with  turning  of  her   58$ 

Bye,  smile  of  that  lovelit   361 

Eye,  so  blind  her,  that  still  she  love  mo 390 

1^,10  bright 499 
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Bje  BO  bfight,  not  for  ma  • •••••••••-•••««••■•••••«    jqo     >  t 

Bye,  Boft and  bloe » **"    ^   *J  i 

Bje. ■oftMt Una    ; T'^I*'    mo    "  4 

Eya,  qwll  within  its  papa ^^"^"^1    141    '*  4 

^,  talk  in  tezK7  with  the  qwaUng "    m.    ."  , 

^e,  the  beamla^ "  "      101    "   1 

ETa,  the  bright  blMsk Si 

Eye,  the  liking  of  an  ! \\V,\\       4   ."  4 

Sya, the loTa'i flimaBient  J.J"     n    "  a 

Eye,  the  magic  of  har JJ,    ^^    "   - 

Eye,  the  melting Une  w.J..^    atfc    JJ   i 

^,  the  aprightly  hope  that  gteMnad  from  my   \\    Mi    .'.*  4 

Eye,  thine  angel-gifted * ^   .,    1 

Eye, thine, from dnmber waking 44s    \\   r 

Eye,  thoa*at  a  thiaf  in  either g^   \\  ^ 

Eye,  to  mark  our  coming   gg^    ,.    t 

Eye,  two  aona  thon  haat,  one  in  eadi ^^    J.   I 

Eye,  nnoonaoioiia of  my  wistful    *• ••••...    eoo    ..    1 

Eye, unreproyed ,    fy    .,    ^ 

Byebrow  „5    ..*    , 

Eyebrows,  the  spaoo  between,  blend  imperceptibly j65    ..    ^ 

Eyelash,  silken   tji     ..    4 

Eyelid,  like  a  cloud   ^,^     ..    ^ 

Eyes,  a  mutual  soul  oonfcssing ^m    . .    | 

Eyes,  and  my  dream j^    . ,     i 

Eyes,  and  their  lovers }6f    . .     | 

Eyes,  answering i^j     ..    | 

Eyes  at  Scarborough ^    . .    ^ 

Eyes  at  Scarborough yj    ..1,1 

Eyes,  beaming  Mith  delight |g    . .     f 

Eyes,  beauteous ^  )i|    . .    4 

Eyee,  beauty's 411     ..    | 

Eyes,  black  and  blue,  what  thoy  can  do .• }66    . .    i 

Bye8,bluo 165    ..    a 

Eyes.blue ]66    ..    i 

Eyc8,blne I49    ..    t 

Eyes,  blue  as  heaven 55I     ..    | 

Eyes,  blue,  modest  beam 3^    ..    ] 

Eyes,  bonnio stars 3     ..    x 

Eyes,  bright  alchemists    xii     ..    j 

Eyes,  bright,  shall  fail  in  force «...     376    . .     1 

Eyes,  bright  stars 479    . .    % 

Eyes,  charm  the  more  their  glance  forbids 342    ..    3 

Eyes,  cloud  in  tears a6    ..    3 

Eyes,oruel  419    ..    4 

Eyes,  dark,  beaming 54a    ..    i 

Eye8,darker 401     ..    a 

£^m,  dearest,  for  us  that  aweetest  smile 366    . .    i 

Eyes,  dim  and  worthleas  your  possessing   499    . .    3 

Eyes,  dim,  with  woe,  not  age 499    ..    3 

Eyes,  downcast  in  silent  shade a59    ..    3 

Byes,  downcast,  sedate,  and  sweet 3x1    ..    I 


^^iiihffi  qulu  iDdiJtndt  %o  . . 


Eyt«,lmi(hli«  
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BjM,  itari-UlEA .,. JW  ••  4 

^jas,  lUn  of  twUigbt 171  ••  4 

9jw,  iteRy  g«nis , ^  ,,  1 

^jas,  itlll  in  my,  bo  tw8iitj-<»ia   £1^  ,,  f 

E^m,  •niuiy ^t   ,.   g 

Eyw,  teui  in  mSm m    -   ♦ 

E^«B,  ten  luuQging  men  aoouMd  dick 1^    ..   s 

Byet,  ten  hanging  mton  Mid  bine ^    ..   2 

Byei,thatgiow , 4«t   .-    4 

VyiM,  that  glow  with  ]oye*i  own  Hre   ig|    ..   ^ 

Blyea,  that  light  loTeTa  world  |K    ..    ^ 

Syeit  that  of t  beguile  p^    ...^ 

ByeSf  that  wonld  give  thee  light   : ^g   ..    ^ 

9jei,  the  fairest  thing  in  nuxrtal jflg    ..    | 

Vyei,  the  liTing  losUe  of  her jn    ..   ^ 

Byes,  the  martyr  of  yoor Ij^    ..    1 

Eyes,  thine,  o'etehade  joy    ..    ^ 

Byes,  their  oonqneeta,  undone  by  an  idle  tongoe tS]    ..    a 

Eyee,  their  bearenly  light S    •>    I 

Eyes,  their  liquid  melancholy...., %ii    ..    % 

Eyes,  their  lustro ^    ..    | 

Eyes,  those  beauteous   xjo    . .     i 

Ejcd,  through  them  the  soul  rises  to  primal  love 461     . .     { 

Eyes,  thy  flaming,  afford  me  light 481     ..    4 

Eyes,  thy  large  dark j^j     . .     | 

Eyes,  too  long  my  wand'ring,  to  gaze  on  thee 410    . .     j 

Eyes,  two  twinkling  stars   2 j j     . .     i 

Eyes,  were  they  melodious 441     . ,    x 

Eyes,  when  first  my,  her  worshippers  became  401     . .    i 

Eyes,  when  love  darts  from  your x;8     . .     j 

Eyes,  when  these  met  thine    460    . .     x 

Eyes,  which  a  maiden  liked 36;    ..     3 

Eyes,  why  are  my,  dissolv'd  in  tears    160    . .     1 

Eyes,  why  to  be  retained aSi     . .     3 

Eyes,  winsome    26    ..     a 

Eyes,  you  love  best    146    . .     1 

Eyes,  your  virtuous   420    . .    a 

Eyes,  your,  were  full  of  tears 590    ..     a 

Face,  a  heavenly,  conceals  a  little  mind 231     . .    4 

Face,  a  heavenly  paradise    58$     . .    4 

Face,  a,  not  fair  but  lovely  to  behold  48a    . .    3 

Face,  a,  proclaims  more  love  than  words  can  spoak    5^^    . ,    4 

Face,  a  pure  white 26    . .    1 

Face,  a,  to  speak  without  words    48a    . .     ) 

Face,  a,  where  awful  honor  shines    421     . .    4 

Face,  altered 334    ..    i 

Face  cmd  figure,  compliments  on 252    . .    4 

Face  and  mind  altered 264    . .     3 

Faces  at  Scarborough 36    ..    3 

Face  beloved,  to  a 351     ..    % 

Face,  Gounterfcital  in  a  ilii-uiu 511     ,.    j 
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VUrMt,thft 19    ••   4 

Fair  tresMS  men  emnftra df    ••  4 

Fairybird ;'. lop    ••    1 

FAlry  bird,  Tiolet  pinioat 909    ••   1 

Faith -  ftff    ..    I 

Faith antThope maka lora tmmflital  ,.«    594    ..   1 

Faith  and  tnut 406    ..   4 

Faitbfdying 19    —    1 

Faith,  female ajD    ..   | 

Faith,  if » be  like  tp  mine •  410    ••   1 

FialthinloTe J 996    ..    j 

Ftklth,  makee  loTe  immortal  4ft    ..    a 

Faith  periehed  3reet«migbt }oa    ..    j 

Faith, that mounta on  aagel-wlnffi....; 146    ..   4 

Faith,  the  generous,  that  glowa  in  woman'i  bteaat wgt    ..    1 

Faitht  warm  and  generooi ftf    .•   4 

Faithfnl  flame,  her  heart  a|>prov«anqr   •••...... ftj6  ••  } 

Faithful  heart,  the,  kept  Toong  bj  lota 911  ..  4 

Faithfollove   15I  ..  I 

Faithfullover,  a, eeldom found tax  ..  4 

Faithful  Valentine,  be  my ^ aaj  ..  t 

Faithless  woman 124  ..  i 

IrI-'c,  how,  Bhe  ifl jU  ..  I 

Faltte  inconetnnt  lover,  the 510  ..  2 

Fal!!C  maid,  a  frail xxx  ..  4 

FaL^c  mistress,  the  poet  to  his 1x4  ..  I 

False,  most,  of  creatures ' 347  . .  i 

Fabo  one,  the  liower  he  gave  her 310  . .  | 

False  or  free,  call  me , 531  ..  4 

Fa1$)c,  prove,  as  thou  dost  now   »8a  . .  1 

Fa!^,  she  was 135  ..  1 

Folt^c  vow 83  ..  } 

Falsehood,  a  cruel  {TiicHt  171  ..  % 

Falsehood  and  rivals 176  ..  % 

Falsehood  14  more  l^han  hnte ai{9  ..  1 

Fnl-^rhood,  how  it  will  be  treated 516  ..i.a 

Falsehood,  love  hoar,  in  the  frost  of 474  ..  1 

Falsehood  of  man,  lament<'d  142  ..  4 

Falsehood,  only,  left  a  mistreat ai4  ..  3 

Falsehood,  sweet,  that  endears  consent 423  ..  3 

Fulwhood,  who  does  not  know  thy   419  ..  1 

Falsehood's  cunt  of  fabled  pain 79  . .  1 

Fame 232  . .  2 

Fame,  empty  air 232  ..  4 

Fame,  loss  of ,  unrewarded  ., 230  ..  4 

Fame,  shall  record  how  thou  hast  loved  me  51S  ..  4 

Fame's  dearest  joy  is  in  thy  moistened  eye 548  ..  a 

Fan,  a,  an  en^ne  of  loYO ai8  ..  i 

Fan,  a,  what  it  gives att  ..  2 

Fan,  a,  wounds  more  than  Cupid's  bow ait  ..  1 

Fancies  and  high  hOp^,  fly 137  ..  3 

Fancies  ebb  and  flow ••••....•  411  ..  a 
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Fatal  nights  and  d^yi jp^   .,  I 

Tkto,  fancj,  and  lore ST^   ..  1 

VMe,tlok]« ^1^  ...   t 

VMe.taaabldiuiMrt ..•v...i^....    jfi^   ..  •! 

Fato,  I  wonU  brook  tlw  afcenwat •    S19   ..   | 

Fate, inakM it ■priog, whan OUorianridM...., afe    ••   f 

Fate  of  <me  who  iMVW  loved .....'.- too    ..   4 

Fite  oft  diridMthflj  who  liTe  and  lore  flie  heat 1^    ..   1 

Fate,  rerene  my  ifenoige,  imtoward   , ite    ..  4 

Futeioba&otonrwretdhedneaof  ihialaatldM 57t    ..   I 

Fate, atflnidecne of  mirelentiiiif  •••«••.•.■•■••.••■  ••.«•,•..««,    4^5  •«,  ^ 

Fate, the gnnner of  lorera onft .....••.. 6k    .•  4 

Fate,  wretdMd,  of  the  fair ms    ..4 

•FWherf -. m    ..  4 

Father,  my  poor  old |]t    ..   | 

FiOBiB  of  ipf rite,  hear  1 419    ..   s 

Fatbib,  thou  moat  lead •••••    4S1    ..    1 

Fether, rather tiiaa loTar ...••    ft36    ••   t 

Father'aknee 147    ..    i 

Fatber*8aigh 516    ••    | 

Faults,  defooed  by  many us    ..    % 

Faults  In  chooBingr / .*• 141    ..    4 

Faultfl,  you  and  I  have  our  own 119    ..    4 

Faultiest  fraud  of  love yjx    . .    I 

Favors  to  none  but  gmiles  to  all    '. 63     ..    a 

Favors,  thy,  like  the  wind  490    ..    | 

Fawn  and  flatter  for  disport 491     ..    3 

Fear,  a  language  of   441     . .    a 

Fear  and  sorrow i^i     ..    1 

Fear,  none,  that  does  not  dread  for  theo 144    ..    } 

Fear  that  love's  vows  were  transient T79    ..    4 

Fcaraoffate  / 515    ..    a 

Fears,  jealous * %y%    ..    i 

Fears  and  hopes 151     . .    & 

Fears,  the  anxious,  you  feel 558     ..    I 

Feather  of  tho  blue,  a 506    . .    a 

Features,  expression  of *: ao6    ..    a 

Features,  in  a  dreamt  of  wife    3}6    ..    3 

Features,  that  seem  my  own 34a    ..    3 

Feed  on  thy  beauty   S77     •  •    I 

Feeding  fancy  on  her  charms 187    ..    | 

Feci,  and  dream,  no  more 500     ..    a 

Feeling,  a  firRt 339    ..    I 

Feeling,  woman's  life 434     . .    1 

Feelings,  buried 339     . .    3 

Feelings,  more  resolved  and  high 475     ..    a 

Feelings,  once  neglected,  perisQi 453     ..    3 

Feelings  spoke,  there  her 554    ,.    3 

Feelings,  souls  cannot  smother a36    . .    4 

Feelings,  that  inspire  each  breast 583     ..    4 

Feelings,  words  for  ej'cs an    •.    4 

Feet,  at  thy,  to  breathe  my  last 489    ..    4 
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it,b)BrtJfBlBad,BR.«UMljn>«M 

Pt.tdTjr 

It,  taj  U»  im iiii*I]  muHnuhait 

VflCtp  Wi bli Fortuzks M Uij  ,-,. -..-.-,..>.... 

Ml0*-'BaUEiff.  ft,  bflmpan  All  with  \on 

riilldl:r.  Im  Uw  qdoiE-biiil  of  all 

ITKBiil*  ■!»«,  bn  U  fiavt  IhBm    

nnalaliUli 

Paul*  nDilTi  taaA 

riv criab e>]wid tllKilaa'i (an 119    . 

Vnr  IB  biU  H  aiifUd  be 

nrr  UUr  u  •  ni«i*  .... 
rawjiumtiBiiiiiatoU 

FIdiKlww.ibdi ..!!.! 
FMld  BtkM  hiiUh  naj 
TlgUttom frlAda   ...... 

fkUlv.ttmiiiUliiiC-... 
VUdlQ.  la  » iniK  <r«Bu 
nWIU,  lon'a  fMd.  vta 
FKOBlsTa  

rkfTtbo 

Viiilin.  at  ut  rntBoOilDibiitnmf... 
Knew  tip*.  nUml  U  nd  n 

lilt  Mfh),  ubI  alt  pnn — 

Vtt»4f,ikMl  lnulM  In bir bill .»_.........._„_    [4s    , 

nn'Ai,  Uh „ 

n»  IS*!  nut,  (di  Uokuf  MJsm.. 

nm  ud  tkiitafui », 

T)ral;  ftiBd  tui  imMt  o>B  b* 

RnanSKUoa 

rint  aflactlaink  fnmrf ,., 

Flnt,  Mill  p>mJwi»i»,  Vm*,  «wwf  Man  iM . ., 

Fine  April  4*j  

PIntaranl.UiB , 

Iti<tl>Bf«)<«,a»Ukilt 

nnt-bom-i  Unli 

^H   FMaDpeCirluandMMIon 

^■yUKdMrTm.Dw 

^■XMliKf,  mat  mutt   
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—  ss 

m       t 

VlnC  km,  J1S17  In  meniocT 

■•T         I 

Flntto™,io»  11  Ui.i«i 

m      t 

FlnllOT*,  kwJHlU  jjnwnllMi 

»T         4 

PtatloT^Sosuolitan.looBiM 

m      t 

Pint  Ion,  mt  thD  ten  love 

»f      t 

niitla«>.m'JclitUkiill      

liC         « 

Pint  Ion,  El^iu'lii  ilone 

ptf      I 

Pint  ion,  oxltanluato-a   

Knt,oI«TRTU>iB(,lUb«imMi /. 

III       1 

Pint  ilcht,  Ion  at 

■ti       1 

plnt^t'iK.  luviT^.L.              i 

in       1 

119       ■ 

pint  „m.>  ..r  l.^.rtDgilonr'.d* 

Ml          i 

Pl™i  ■.vnm^  £■;..-  nr  toybood   

FlntT™Bl..>.nv.ulJlprUa.y  

4IO            1 

Flnt  joung  lore,  our 

«o          1 

FltioF  fmniir.Elee            

M        1 

Piini  on  T»EB,  from  lliBt  vilD  wantalp  turn* 

419            1 

Hlg-dOKMB.  tilOIld             

4»i 

Fijumi,  cmboWiiie.l    wuiipaikmr 

49t            4 

179            1 

FliuM.tljrjlMjibtnt.iwmnd" 

14              I 

FlUIlM10B.fWl»l««Wir     

n> 

Fliitl«,UiI»i»tboUmB     

49«             I 

ri  ILciIm  BHitla  iweel  «ll  ercrjr  «0I  

»9*           1 

4tt             1 

alterj    nmnd       ulsonwinlK  

-9           > 

>9            4 

th  flnn          CBn                 

»44            4 

19            ) 

PJ                                                   

I6f           • 

n                              i»t  

1«9            I 

I^            ♦ 

u6           I 

n     er                il    !■                    

40             1 

PI          Mm  (reodraui    lo    m        

5*4          4 

n     or  tU              i«        bo      rfforcrm  

n                                             icowUhuon 

41)            4 

"1                                     

144            4 

PI     m                                          

PI     m                 »o        a          

40t             ) 

>5fi          J 

4>f          4 
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Viowen  uid  leiprati • 

Fknran  are  fredi 

Floirtn,  Mure,  black,  and  itKtk'd  with  gold 

Flowen  bloom  and  are  forgot 

Flowers,  bloah  not  to  own  yoa  copy 

Flowcre,  bom  f or  plcnsore  and  dcUgfat 

Flowen,  bowed  toward  the  eact 

Flowers,  cbaplet  of 

Flowers,  cboioe  ones  dreamed  of 8 

Flowers,  emblems  of  beauty 

Flowers,  emblems  of  innocence 

^lowers  fade,  and  winter  comee 

Fluwers  that  fade  in  love'n  deserted  bowcfa 

Flowers,  gatbor  them  before  they  wither 

Flowem  gathered  only  for  thee 

Flowers,  gay  without  toil  

Flowen,  gem,  and  odonn   ' 

Flowen  grew  in  Eden'i>  ganlen 

Flowen,  in  sweetening  othcn  grow  more  sweet 

Flowen.  life's  faded,  brightened  by  song    

Flowen,  lovely  without  art 

Flowen,  love's  truest  language 

Flowen,  nature's  sole  luxury 

Flowers,  spring  to  cheer  the  senso    

Rowcn,  spring  to  glad  the  heart 

Flowen,  strew  her  pillow  with  the  freshest   

Flowen,  tolls  his  lore  to  the 

Flowen,  that  klsd  her  feet 

Flowcn,  the  divining  rud  of  love 

Flowen,  the  row,  queen  of 

Flowen  to  the  fair 

Flowen,  wreaths  of,  worn  by  consenting  lovos 

Fly  from  love's  smooth  tide 

Fly  the  fair  sex   ^ 

Foe,  bar  one  glove  sent  to  him 

Follies,  look  on  this  world's,  with  a  sober  eye 

Follow  excellence    

Folly 


>»!.4 


Folly  and  Cupid,  at  play 

Folly,  decreed  to  lead  love    

Folly,  judg'd  by  Jove 

FoUy ,  love's  musing^ 

Folly  of  a  coquette   

^olly  of  love,  the    

Fully,  ripe  in    

Folly  to  give  our  best  yean  to  one 

Folly,  to  praise  in 

Folly,  wretched  man,  my  trust  was 
FoUying  before  thee,  let  me  shun  . . 

Fond  endearments 

Fond  eyes 

Fond  female  vanity  


PAOB 

s 

475 
426 

n? 

*70 

»70 

10 

116 

9 

»70 

170 

408 
•309 

J" 

«44 
»70 
X09 

»70 

!5S 

77 
x-jo 

156 

170 
»70 
»70 
a«6 

*49 
M9 

164 

170 

170 
1»J 

185 
501 

569 
»l» 
185 
186 
186 
«47 
»7 
4«o 

408 
146 
197 
409 
600 

»7 
105 


SBTTIOX 

orrAuK 
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Fond  btmtt,  nlnlj'  may  It  (liter 

FoHl  bDpfflp  ih-ad - . .  - , 

FoD<l  niuslDna 

FODll]llM,0Il« 

Tom],  tmdfT,  f^Aod,  anil  tnio  -.-, 

FOnil  to  mnt,  liow . . . , , 

Fonder,  dilly  EnvlDg 

Tonilly  prlir,  to  pnf*  t  hurt  u  t 

Pond  D  =■.'■«■]  II  oiy  li-bH  doy 
¥oDd  lonLIp,  uUeh  Uiikiid  mjr  i 

Fool'uid  debt,  tho'  cloei'd  with 

Fuul  aiHl  uucf  jKk 

Fool  Ihjt  1  wn- 

Fwl,  til.- nni"r..i:"  

Fgrliiddin  10  <l.-liui-  my  ».-■.... 
Kod'hwl,  «i  iv.irj- 

Fo.>!h.M.Uv»r>- 

Torvwiunlne  n  »«ort  

l-iirffW  Hi  el^.  i'he>vli.il«I..ru 

F..rB.-l-m.--i|..l ' 

Fi.rk-tni,>mi 

Fort-ttmi-not 

Fiinnt  mo  ml,  huiN  uf  .rl.-i  imI  1 
F'.ri.i't  ni«  not.pHiilM  '<(  It"  t.upik 
Funfl-t  nir  nnl,  Ihp  IViwi  r  nf  Livv 
Forf!i>l  me  nnt,  tlic  mnUD  ut  (he  1 
Jtorgt-tliUF,  reuper.-  iit'^nrt    . . . . 


6o) 


16; 


Dktionary. 


Fgrfln  •  *uid'rlD(  jrnaUi'i  dniit  

FwSlTt  iMti  ottn*,  Vtf  UK  moit  UBdM  tan  or  Inn  . , 

pDMlfana.lanai* 

VorflTliiff  *Bd  tMslna 

ligrtc*.  1 1WTR  cu  IBrRM  and  wfloM  bM  M     

Pcrtot.  <I>oa  miut 

Fncotttn  «h«  uniBn    


Fum,  Ulie  Uw  *lllew  .. 
r«ni<i(alKlj>    

rum  nit  lenllnaa.  Orj ,  ■ 


I 


FonaMi,  ■  lorn',  •  nnr  Ion  Bi^  (H. . , 

r«Mian  br  tlu 

P«iKl^.  tM  nrfac*  si  Ilia 

rentka,  Uia,  tjpUM  br  ■  urilliBid  Uml 
rniMlw.  tb«i|  mitl  Bot  BpbnM 


rocUM.IOroB«.lHUB)r|>nvfT  

roitinw.bD*a»BlleutiiU(ll>*>ciak>   

rvtaM.  n«D  njr  n]>  toviM«M*M  uthy 

FuRiiBawIim*.I«nw|ttl(it,tDliBV«tbj«'>"*  ■■ 


TaoBd  B  lodcoMKl  U 
^DBBlolttixjaT  .. 


] 
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™S3l 

SS'mI'T'""' 

v^  ..*       J 

: ;         m 

Ftienaa,  lDtni!trikBh»ndnahHUtj 

£  ■•:    1 

FHondjihlp,  profmsal 

fa* .. « 

Fn>m  Fib  high  thioim  of  clotj „ 

«T    -    1 

s; ::  : 

P"-'".!'^'"'"-- 

I»!    ..    * 

For-Un«l -Itppm  

rolnrc.  gUmpi™  of  I  gsldan, 

*>7    ■■    * 

m6    ..    ■ 

p^ 

^ 

Diclumary. 


&O7 


DwljuBjai*  imwlu.,. 


awBMimarimbbr 


aaniMKiiili.itadtiinijaiulwl  .. 

fl«II*  19UIU,  iDittad  te  Ml  ■  ls» 
OmU*  Vlrlla  B(  lb*  Tila 


Girt,  cuutthoD  ]oT»  main  «][j)ier... 

GM.lHftfaCTHlHI   

Olil,  wltbiUrl[>jeib«in1nc 

OirebKJtthr  lom    

Qiie  iD«  Iwclc  my  acgty  VDW 

QfTomobutUijlov. 

aUt  ma  man  tan.  or  loan  dlaHiin. . . 

Olnn  Uuomj,'  bout , 

OlsdiiBH  h»ir  requMW  to  »wp 

-Glance.  rfTBot  of  ane oordlBl 

Glanoe,  lioaTeiily  mnsic  frpin  tiiMt   . . . 

GUnco.linmblo.ono™    

ounce,  ana  dinn,  •rbolo  TolunuM  It  ai 
,  QlAUCfl  of  lore,  ltd  InnguHflP    - ' 

QtvB,  D,  All  imnec  of  tbc  breiut , 

GlA»,  a,  what  It  UacLib 

Gilding  tlitaia    

Gloom,  cold  Torld  clathtd  Iq     

Gloom,  a«(wr,  to-monow  

Gloom  of  OELT  vfinbcF  dnyt    

OloTT. fnm  Hffl  bIgTi  ibraDDoT....... 

Glaie  of  the  dead  Indy,  Uu 

Gin™,  one  tor  a  (oc.  two  toe  t.  ton  . . . 

Olave,  the,  and  the  kDl^bl 

GloTfl,  thf ,  let  (all 

Glare,  the.  ttan'd  In  the  lady's  Face  . . . 

Glows,  raybaenm,  vtiilel  gate 

'   Go,  free  u  all,  ai  angel  (no   

Go,(orgcI  ma 

God,  approving,  bloa'd  the  boly  joj  . 
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Oon,  budaeaubotfaUiviitchtiil*}* 

M»   "T 

OoM.lonUtUe.  inmpot.  moctaTitH 

....    465     ■■    « 

.  ..    (ti         1              1 

OoldmUinodg™ 

:::::  S  ::  1 

0<m*  Wton  to  UiU  UBlooira  ud  lUait  tbun 

fai        « 

OdudJir*,  Bj  Isna  

H'^'.'T^:'" :; 

rtr        1 
*»9         ■ 

One-»(nli»l.al»,BMtDbi>ca>«I*1 

....   itt    ..   1 

0«T^alciii*.vl>aIlivU«lat)<T 

Ml        . 

Onn.  tliM  lenil; 

u>       > 

""""■"■■" 1 

1 
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^5S 

♦w  ..  1 

OmiR»il.loo<>t _ , 

■M    ••    > 

:;::::  %:.l      i 

Oii«TlUn>otth0TilUpiBli-ta  

W   ..   1           \ 

GunLthanBgcnUo  

'^  ■■ :     1 

<3ulf«r,  tnn«l  my, 'neBth  her  window 

Oann'xnlmion 

s<^    -    » 

::;■■  JS  ■  1 

Hiihlto(plisi»ntln«tlne«    

m  ..  I 

i 

1 
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BjIt.  bUDt;  4nwi  mtn  siOi  ■  •logl' 
H^,  AMtand  with  slUBiiivtiiK  r™' 
HiUc,  ebiKBUt : 


Quit.  EliMT.  Id 
Balr.  (oUn  br 


Bilr.  geliJin,  (•'•nprvd  bv  Mm 

Hair,  KOird  *u*ii(  twr 

B*«r,sn;,>NtobUMitelr 

UbU,  luM  U>0«  ■  ajwlBl  of  bur  aoMn . . 


Hulr.  nM  w  plfMBl  *t  iitialBg  in 

BjiliaritedT 

'Bitlr  g(  atiU«  taw  . 
lUlr.aumbvlMI 

Halr.'rliTillDKcifld    ', 


■■lr.rilk«Bwn)«t  Uveurr*! 

Bkli.WKUIMkxit  nnl  

BMr,  Uid  dgeiftd  caqoMM^ 

Bill.  Uw flai* dnfipiiil  tiBttl>»giM— ... 

Balr,  IlM  luUuX  BtcM  hlHk 

Balr.  Uiakkn;*inUtM(Iu 

BMr,  Uw  plonut  mam  at  tm    

Hall.  (hlBa.*UkMT  (bin  Ixn    ..     . 
Kitr,tha>in~Mo(l«rk..   . 


1  a  xm  and  half  •  ^Kfv. . . 
la  im*  U(lu.lai«  kad  kUklli 

•■.bSTIllUT 


'I.wbalilatonMUlk  .. 
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n  la  hold  btt .  ta  nta* . . . 
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TheLcver^ 


Hand, flna and fiUiy •"....* f4B    ••  4 

Baod,  grateful,  preM  asain • ^Sb   ••   1 

Hand,  haitfenad,  yet  bland !.-.•••' •    614   ••   4 

Hand,ber '. ••.•.;..•.    554    ..    1 

Hand,  I  wai  not  80  hi^ipy  at  in  taUnf  thiae  5f4    «.    a 

Band  in  band,  heart  in  iMart •••.•••■•    140    ••    4 

Hand  in  hand  they  traTidled  on    • ...«    941    ..    t 

Hand,  my,  it  tremlded  to  each  touch  of  thine •    JI9    ..   4 

Handof  power  S79    -    I 

Hand,  onarefcual.toihowa ayt    ..    | 

Hipd,  proai  her,  a  miottte 149    ..    1 

Hand,  pure  n>97 479    ..    i 

Hand,  mowy,  bnt  wann 479    ..    % 

Hand,  Boft  and  pore,  I  most  preee  it   4to    ••    I 

Hand,  softer  than  a  glore 499    ,.    1 

Hand,  that  one  loved   197    ..    4 

TTiid,  tlm  priM»ni  1  mf  thn  thrnHinf .^     1^      ..     | 

Hand,  thy,  knows  the  mbtie  art STt  ..    i 

Hand,  whiter  than  Ud 479  •..    1 

Hand,  work  wronght  by  thy 177  ..    4 

Hand,  yonr  little,  remains  confidingly  in  mine 557  ..    4             . 

Hands,  I  kissed  yonr 541  ..3 

Hands,  silver 606  . .     ]               ; 

Hand-iomc  anger 69  ..     4 

Hand^\Tlting  aud  heart  stealing    215  . .    4 

Hang  tlie  maid ! 47t  . .    4 

Hannah,  rosy 391  . .     }               ■ 

Hannah,  ros3*,  is  my  own    ypk  ..     i 

Hannah's  cheek  of  rosy  hue   J91  . .    4 

Happier  years,  for  one  another*!}  sake 606  . .     1               \ 

Ha])piness,  badge  of,  name  of  the  loved  one 440  ..3               | 

Happiness,  beyond  desert    5|ft  * .    4              I 

Happiness,  earthly,  the  goMen  key  of 147  . .     i               ' 

Happiness,  evil  things  hate  to  look  on 246  ..     t 

Happiness,  Ipve  and  music 433  . .    a               j 

Happiness,  our  poor  dream  of 571  . .    2               , 

Happiness,  the  only  key  of  earthly   616  . .    a               1 

.  Happiness,  their  only  dower 551  . .     3 

Ha])piness,  time  of  bonndleas 99  . .     3                ! 

Hapiiy  home,  a   5x1  . .    a               ' 

Happy  love,  what  it  is 130  ..    4 

Happy,  more,  thou  if  we  had  never  met    605  . .     3               ' 

Happy  smiles,  all  lost 247  ..3                ' 

Happy  souls 573  ..1                , 

Happy  they  who  break  with  the  first  fall  550  ..    x 

Happy  thoughts  of  a  lover  when  dropping  asleep X51  . .    x               j 

Happywife.a 6  ..     3 

Hare-bells  dyed,  banks  with  , 616  ..a                1 

Harp*8 melodious tlirill 607  ..     i 

Harmless  fully  df  the  time  of  May  ^....  11  ..    3                1 

Harsh  thoughts,  to  be  checked 17  ..     i                ' 

Harsh, unfeeling, thoughts 519  ..4               | 


^Bl^3 

■1 

1 

1 
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1 

1 

1 

a ;: ; 

4«l    ".    « 

IM     .•!.». 

4J»     "     1 

S  ;; ; 

tl!    .-     I 

i  1 

419    -    * 

m  ■■  « 

a:;: 

ij 

as:;; 

m  ■■  4 

S::t 

M   ..   1 

*t     :     * 

40*    ..    I 

lUtaMSmbmiiUdi 

aa«k.Ma>,«>lbt>Uu 1 

ir»ruwbn»M  

ll«nB,p««l»r.ltnl<H<llnB.I«U  

D*landiMiraa  

B^»««di.A«r«bi»lu    

lIi.«lT.B»taUHmM  

H(  who  t(  bnn  Bd  tiD)d  wliH  Ito  1^ 

43 

^^ 

1 
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■ejTM  itrm  rnnH  bold,  li 


BeTl  mj  mj  rirgln  tniUi  wj 


HHUtBDl 


Ht«n^ itakr. ■■  vbn  1  «]upM tbM b^t. ,.^.....^.^^....,.  |l^ 

Htt  ililiia.  Bir,  iWttwBt  «lir  wwhiin  law 605  . 

Umtrl,  dlKwoal Ui  , 

HhiI,  (BbM  "f  t)M 411  . 

I(ran.lln>d(»tT<d,brIlV  fUHMBB I»f  . 

nnut,  And  InUilidiToUl , , |fil  . 

Uaut  tnHB  biut.  irtiat  kBifa  klodna   i|i  . 

Btul.  imni  ol  flrUlnth* M  . 

n«»n,  kIt*  m*  lack  mt vji  - 

Hrwi.  gin  ma  but  ooa lit  . 

Ufui,  (In  BIB  tsliw  ■«Un lie  . 

Hnn.  (It*  mo /our Igi  . 

Han.  dn  me  row  awn i|s  . 

Bnn.dntbHar «t|  - 

Biut,  (n*tK  Ihaa  (nana  nidm 4jC  . 

RMrt.  bsf  »n  loaM  Mnk  Id  lb* 4(0  . 

HHrt.bta,liatnHiira  ^et  . 

HMri,  hli.  ohOM  malli  li  pMt  nawntn  401  . 

Havt.  hnpia  ta  datl  ana  bj  iIhUbI  Itia  hand t>[  . 

Bmn,  hnv  mm  injr.  A>»  blaad uj  . 

Uran.  1  haT(  bw,  ud  d»  )UM  mla*   |W  . 

Baan^I  willbAra  thlna  .......... »,.,,,>^,.,...,...,,v 41(  , 

Raart.  I  •111  inarUi]'  lAMBijoa  nr 41*  . 

Beam.  I  woDliI  nutUdauu  pgRloaot  nj 199  . 

Biwt.  tmpm  (ha  bain  et  Ian  le  Bf  bMHm «n  ■ 

Itmt,  In  (■rl)' reath  1^  . 

Sout  Id  bean,  haol  In  band H^  ■ 

Baan,lalte,tbat7IutU>(a*DibrlBta  m  . 

B«n  !•  bnaiaw,  Um;  BV  nr M'  • 

Bam.  lu  biat,  pmauu «||  . 

BMit,  Ha  ii>«  b««id  ua  . 

Bfart,  lla  aula  DounH.  Ima |>«  . 

Boan,  M  mnlilp'l  IM »«  . 

HaaM,  lancnaia  of  Iba m  . 

Baan-WtBOBRtBllrtobcaak    149  . 

&«ift,MB)r,ak«a 414  . 

B<aft.MUir,sana»beiUnTd 4t»  . 

Bwl,  ilka  Bcoa-cbaniiBl  nUn Mt  . 

Rian,l«talil»dBgra(aT «  . 

Baan.  kin,  JIa  baat  aad  bdcblail  UsD 4|t  . 

nmt.mlatiHln>  (■«  . 

Bfan.  nf,  bMta  load  and  tMt 41T  • 

Haan.mT.bactaitaamll 4&4  . 

BMn.raj.&HbtalBlaiioalivlrHX   14I  . 

BaW  sv  taod.  ihaQ  paai  lor  rmi nn  ■ 

Raart.  nr  tooUib.  b>  MUI,  M  hiaak »  . 

■aan.  ajr.  hath  lla  lam 4ft  . 

Baan,iB)r.blaimawsakDiin tia  ■ 
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HMrt)  my  poor  imk,  I  fsmd  ipooM  bonk  ••>••«•■•.••««••..«,    itst    ••  -4 

Hflirt,  my,  itiiig  wmt  Umnigh s^f    .^   x 

Hesrt, my, will bmk •••••«•••••••>••>•.•••••••    mc    ..    t 

Hwrtf nyt will retarn to tbM  ....• •••■•■«••-•••••••...    ]6a         s 

Heart,  nflT«r  at  esM  with  too  mnoh  to  low 1^    ..    ^ 

Heart,  nefvr  rebd  againat  tlwe lu    ..    4 

Heart,  neter  to  depart ••>•«••>•■■•.«...••••   '4St    •■    1 

Heart,  no  more  goes  pitHi-pat au    ..    i 

Heart,  not  call  anothiir'a  my  own ^    ..   ^ 

Heart,  not  dlagraoe  the  man ju^    ..    a 

Heart, not pennadedby worth S]i    ..    f 

Heart,  of  an  ideal  wife .• 316    ..    4 

Heart,  of  gtacioiu  thoughts  the  dwsBn  home ^x    ..    % 

Heart,  onoe  caught,  sboold  ne'er  be  freed  ? a^t    ..    1 

Heart,one   '. 400    ..    1 

Heart,  one,  the  gift  of  heaven ^co    ..    4 

Heart,  playing  with* 44    ••    3 

Heart,  qniTering  Uke  a  flame ij    ..    % 

Heart,  regards  thy  weal t^    ..    % 

H<»rt  mpondB  to  heart  ,    444    . .    % 

Hoart,  robbed  me  of  my 2 jo    . .    ft 

Heart,  ruined,  by  fraud  or  consent 516    .,    4 

Heart,  save  hope,  the  same 197     , .     1 

Heart,  scarod  in Iij     ,.     j 

Heart,  send  home  my  harmless a8i     ,.     4 

Heart,  send  me  back  my jSj     , .     j 

Heart,  shadows  sink  within  the J50    . .     j 

Heart,  shivered  to  little  bits  15     . .     i 

Heart,  sickening 117     ..    4 

Heart,  simple,  the  prey  of  love {96     . .     1 

H(»rt  stealing?  and  handwriting    X25     ..     4 

Heart,  stealing  by  a i6x     . .     x 

Heart  still  turns  to  the  stars  of  youth 580     ..     | 

Heart,  stranger  to  di$<guise ft|4     . .     i 

Heart,  sunk  beneath  the  storm ft}5     ..     4 

Heart,  taking  one  by  talk    86     ..     4 

Heart,  telling  of  a  loving    047     . .    x 

Heart,  tender,  hath  ever  fled  to  love ft]9    ..    4 

Heart,  that  changes  before  row-buds  wither 8|     ..4 

Heart,  that  could  hare  died  for  thee    1x7    ..     x 

Heart,  that  he  claims  hi:}  own   361     . .     4 

Heart  that  lo'ed  me,  mouldering  in  dust 496    ..     i 

Heart,  that  lov'd  in  vain &47     . .     t 

Heart,  the,  and  first  love 117     ..     3 

Heart,  the  boating  of  the 43X    ..    4 

Heart,  the  brave,  may  ache  through  love 249    . .     4 

Heart,  the,  enlarged  by  luve Bade  itf  TUle 

Heart,  the  forsaken  137    ..     & 

Hoart,  the  home  in  a  lost  wife's 15     ..4 

Heart,  the,  its  feeling  of  wrong  and  sorrow xo    . .    4 

Heart,  the  nymphs,  bare  to  every  blast 165     . .     i 

Heart,  the  pure  wish  of  a  virgin 458    ••    a 
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HmiH,  knit  by  Uad  lore 

H«MU,  like  the  iry  • m«    ..    s 

Haarts,  like  young  birds  majte  tamed  to  jovr  will 519    ..    a 

Hearta,  made  for  one  another    9t    ..    t 

Hearta,  made  pure  and  hallowed .%  460    ..    1 

Hearta,  not  torn  away  •nddenly   ttt    ..    a 

Hearta,ofwhiohonly  half  the  worth  is  known    6pf    ..    4 

Hearts,  our,  were  troe 44a    ..    j 

Heart*! repoae :....    a4f    ..    | 

Hearta,  lecnre  in  txiflea aji    ..    4 

Hearta  aigfaing   57f    ..    4 

Hearts,  that  beat  4lt    ..    4 

Hearts,  that  ever  knew  lore 44S    ..    4 

Heazts  that  lore  no  more   5^    ..    % 

Hearts  that  rove,  kindled  by  oateleas  lore t5l    ..    t 

Hearts,  the,  first  bloom  of  love ja6    ..    % 

Hearts,  the  ties  that  link  our 44j     ..    4 

Hearta,  their  great,  to  fail 549    ..    4 

Hearts,  three  true xa    .,    } 

Hearts,  two  bleeding,  wounded  by  moi 57a     ..    4 

Hearts,  two  blended ^40     ..    4 

Hearts,  two,  both  must  heave,  or  oease  to  lieat 594     . .    % 

I  loartft,  two,  in  each  fond  hope  combine 100     ..     | 

IIcnrtB,  two,  in  unison 594     ..     1 

Hearts,  undimm'd  midst  the  blighted x\x     ..     | 

Hearts,  wcjik  and  strong loj     . .     i 

Hearts,  we  both  will  give  our,  to  love jjj     ..4 

Hearts,  when  lightest 145     . .     1 

Hearts,  who  wins  our   360     . .    4 

Hearts  with  equal  love  combined $98     . .     1 

Hearts,  women's,  bought  and  sold    51X     ..     | 

Hcart's-cose,  its  origin 69    . .     a 

HcJirfs-ease,  turn'd  to  flowers,  by  love 69    ..  i,a 

HcartstrinK:<.  alone,  can  tie  the  heart 116    ..    4 

Heather  bi^ll 505     . .     | 

HeodlcKS  of  treasure  a  life  could  not  cam  345     . .     4 

Helen '.     155     ..     4 

Helen  chosen  in  time  of  trouble    105     . .    4 

Helen,  described 1^     ..     j 

Helen,  pronounced  her  lover  too  gay  106    . .     1 

Helen,  the  saint,  declined  the  offer  106    . .     a 

Her  beauty  haunts  him  all  the  night 534     . .     4 

Her  beauty  was  the  mark   j74    . ,    4 

Her  chance  at  every  move  grows  leas  561     . .     i 

Her  dear  heart    a49    . .     a 

Her  dear  pres«nce a^S    . .    4 

Her  eame^t  prayer  to  God 5*8     , .     j 

Her  eye  was  bright,  a  well  of  love  609     . .     i 

Her  frouds,  her  perjuries aj5     ..     t 

Her  feet,  the  flowers  that  kiss   249    , .  1 ,  a 

Her  hand  just  touch'd  love's  fingertip   560    ..     | 

Her  heart  appro VM  my  faithful  flame a36    ••    3 
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Bo  luigti  rlnca  sat  

B«  Ula  M  bli  b>»  1*  (M 

Hir  Uclit  ftep  iiulakBDlnf  

Bar  km.  uM  HtjK  awif  I7  Hi 


Hn  iBTir't  nlct]'  u 


Hi»ifi*Uw«M    -;-".■.. 
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Baae,1oDdol |fio   ..   I 

2to&e,Icaiuiotreitioftffhim......... ^^    ..   | 

HonMl  IhaTanoiia •....« •..••.••.».•••      if    ••   4 

Bome,  in  a  loft  wits*!  betrt •••.. 15    ..  4 

Bome,  ladles  neror  8t^r  at • |it    ..    } 

Home,  love  that  glTM  a  ebarm  to io6   ..    1 

Home,  my  beaxft,  is  lore  with  thee j|t    .»   | 

Home  of  refuge,  a  fond  wlft'e  bicaet 15    ..   4 

Home,  picture  of   147    ..    1 

Home,  that  blighted  lore  eodeen ijt    ..   % 

Home,  the  rade  maiiner*!  thongfate  of ii6   ..   $ 

Home-like  J07B  beniihed 15    ..    | 

Honied  words,  that  women  lo?e  to  heer f^g^    ..    | 

HonQT  end  poison  from  the  same  sonroe  >«•••..••............... '  116    ..    1 

Hooey  left  on  my  lips jqry    ,.   t 

Honour  and  love la    ..    1 

Honour,  incites  to  loTS    la    ..    a 

Hope 5a)    .,   ft 

Hope,a 119    ..    i 

Hope,  a  language  of 441    ..    a 

Hope  and  beauty,  fare  ye  well 415    . .    % 

Hope  and  rtrong  desire 459     ..    4 

Hope,  be  thy  guide 145     ..     f 

Hope,  brooding,  like  a  beauteous  dove 4|i     ..     1 

Hope,  cannot  endure  another's x8|     .  -    4 

Hope,  combined  in  two  hearts   100     . .    | 

Hope,  each  star  has  its  own  prophecy  of 4jx     , .    4 

Hope,  every,  that  earthwanl  clings 246     . .    4 

Hope,  fear,  and  joy    504     . .     i 

Hopeflo>\Ti  117     ..    4 

Hope,  from  first  to  last    1x4     . .     i 

Hope,  how  soon  can  it  persuade   X54     . ,    % 

Hope,  its  feathers  from  fortune's  wings 47g     . .    1 

Hope,lampof 499     ..    a 

Hope,  landmarks  of  296     . .     j 

Hope,  led  beauty  to  implore  him  445     . ,     i 

Hope,  less  of,  than  despair 146     . ,     j 

Hope,  lives  not  through  scorn    476     ..     1 

Hope,  may  be  turned  to  despair 411     .,     1 

Hope,  makes  love  immortal    4]8     . .     a 

Hope,  may  scatter  all  shadows  44I     . .    4 

Hope,  memory  of  that,  no  more  mine joj     . .     % 

Hope,  never  can,  to  call  thee  mine  ]68     ..    4 

Hope,  no,  that  docs  not  dream  for  thee 244    ..     % 

Hope,  none,  without  love 187    ..    a 

Hopeofhelp    406    ..     a 

Hope  of  joys  above 5x0     ..     1 

Hope  or  fear 447     ..     i 

Hope  or  fear,  my  heart  could  never  bear    I89     . .     | 

Hope,  own  thou  art  my 469    . .     i 

Hope,  sheds  a  beam  to  gild  each  cloud 197     ..    ^ 

Hope,  Star  of ig 
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llepMUwCkilldiaBBUUi  . 

IIai«i  tliBa  of  inoililinc 

Built,  ts  (not  it  Uv  t««UHi»bair  um 

lIoiK.  fcnnuiU  Uw  iMtTta  itf  luia 

Rdib  no.  Mm  loot    

IM*>  '<«  It  la  tmi,  km  pkjra  Ite  Ir 
llnpa.  irblli  Uwr  la'*  


TT I  lining  cboufli.  tM  Dntid  of  bj  cbolDt  -v 


uopttiaimdM 

Hob/,  limil  (I 
Bw.tmtoU 
Bau,  laTClT"' 
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HOW  M  1  loi™  iia  mcmi^ 
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Uoiliuiila,  (BllM,  iloopil.  Aj    

Haibiiid'uniab,  MlwUaiii  hnlll  light  Mpoa  aj  ., 
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I  f or  jou  an  elM  fozgot ..^ ^^  ^  i 

1 0»T« tbj form gnod ..^ %^. •«...-••..•,    04    ...  1 

X bMtened to tiwo with oagor foot   «••., |^    ..   4 

I  have  found  a  pdtlie  diyiiM ^0^    ,.    | 

I  have  her  heart  and  ihe  bu  mine  !§§    ..    i 

I  have  no  further  dalma  on  your  jofOBg  heart ^1    ..    % 

Iharenoheart? , ^    ..    g 

I  hold  the  ehBl]  againat  mj  ear j4t    ..    | 

I  Joy'd  too  much jjf    .^  g 

I  kneel  thy  knecUng  fonn  beeide , j|g    .,    4 

I  knew  that  love  conld  never  dianga  ICK    „   4 

I  lay  at  thy  feet ,,..    5^    ..    « 

I  lie,  in  night  of  death « 4^1    .,    j 

I  linger  at  thy  feet   g^    ..    i 

I  listen  fbr  thy  baety  ttep  mo    ..    % 


I  look*d  for  thee  ere  now  I g^    ..    j 

I  kMA  a  frail,  falM»  maid aas    ..    4 

I  love  her  that  loves  me agg    .,    4 

I  love  htm,  yet  he  knows  iM»t 44    ..    a 

Ilovemylove    7a    ..  1,4     75    ..    i 

I  love  my  love,  because  he  loves  me 405    ..    i 

I  love  thee    404    . .    % 

I  loTC  theo    577    . ,    J 

I  love  thoe  no  more   xi  1     . .    f 

I  love  thoe,  old  cane-bottomed  choir 446    . .    4 

I  love  you  dearly j|i     .,    | 

I  lov'd  a  bcautcouB  maid aji     .,    j 

I  loved,  in  silence,  on 514    . .    j 

Ilovcd  and  for  this  love  have  lost 61}     ..    t 

I  may  not  curse,  I  cannot  bate )05     . .    1 

I  may  not  need  it  long: 610    . .    1 

I  meet  his  gentle  l(Kik  of  love 457    ..    j 

I  meet  my  bosom  friends  in  pain |ji    ..    4 

I  met,  I  loved  you 539    . .    j 

I  miss  thee  at  the  dawning 574     . .    4 

I  miss  thee  in  the  twilight 574    ..    4 

I  miss  thee  most  beneath  the  pale  lamp's  beam 574    . .    4 

I  mL*«  thy  kind,  approving  eye 575     ..    1 

I  miss  thy  meek,  attentive  ear  575    . .    i 

I  must  learn  Spanish,  for  that  sweet  name's  sake   544    ..    4 

I  must  love  her  that  loves  not  me a88    ..    4 

I  must  love  on,  O  God  !    440    . .    i 

I  ne'er  rise  hungry 389    ..    x 

I  never  can  forget  and  would  not  be  forgot 364    . .    x 

I  never  loved  you,  John 5SX    ..    t 

I  never  f>aid  I  loved  you,  John    581    . .«    i 

I  never  will  grieve  thee    405    . .    3 

I  no  worldly  sorrow  know 40a     . .    % 

I  only  live  to  love  thee 507    ..    a 

I  ope  mine  arms  and  thou  art  gone 537    . .    3 

I  pace  the  sands  and  wring  my  hands 541     ..    j 

I, pitiful,  aroeo,  unto  the  lad  benighted 570    •••>S 
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I  (mm  aiT  ■oaTi  dMln    lAi     . 

I  ■■*  Uh  mtrhl*  Id  lon'iqw 

I  lataij  land  (0  lod  W  lustra  *t»**. .  - 

Ik  UihuhIIHsM 

Imktlwwn; 

t.l>idlli>nr>'>U   

li]uUCUBk«{dM*atnai  

I  iboqld  not  b*ftkiii« 

I)l«)iMUUalBlaniw 

Irin«ufUiM  

TiofUj  actvl  Iba  mijnuvdad  rvnr  ^-,,..^- 

1  i^dmM  titjr  tor*.  H  wu  in/  salf  mallh . 
I  Vora'lUMtl 

1  llJUfSlad knovlDfl m Duit Ittn  ,,,...• 
InwIlDHgltM 

ItUaketlbM '. 

I  (Unt  o(  l^«.  M  (nnlM 

IlUakDittM.  UnlcM 

1  (Uak  at  Iboa.  wba  — — '-g  qiriaf*  . . . 
ItottHBylon 

InaMtUUioi 

t  *H  pal*,  jpa  mpt  ud  mi 
I  ntn  nd  Mai  IlK  Bown 

twDlbnbitiinilwbiilf  ihrlM M«    . 

IirtUnHTniirptlnaadBMn ^    . 

I«IUI>rkeldaridl(«ililnu 

t*1UmMT;i  (tutil  to  BV  alBd 

lwUii«WUHnandii««Ir 

t<iinii[iii(iitiivtMuiibii»M 

1  «1U  pB*Ui  Oh  M  ant* 

IwUlRridi 

IwUItcaUvvtiklUbMIST*  

I  vlU  Ut  *ll  hl(b  u4  Ixd/ MnlBa 

IwWi'dnTVltliiniMtaicu^MMB'diitair 

H  ■  Duui  dioiiM  no 

•dmibrfsM  !"!!!■!.!!■■■!.!!!!.!!!..! 

kU  basal; Dd  lU r^sc*  ta  Uii*   --- * ■■ 

vak  udTltldBjr  puUia  llfik 
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I  fronld  not  have  berivMp  in  hMTm ..•.. im   ^  | 

I  would  wear  ba:  in  my  twit ,. ••.,..,,, mm   ..1 

lMttW« I. ..*.*""    617   '!  4 

Td  be  a  Uzd,  were  biida  thy  joy   £^    ft4  „  4 

rd  be  a  gem,  if  gems  tliy  ffenc7  won    \Wm\.\    jia   ..  4 

Td  be  the  h^^pieet  itar  tiiit  erer  look'd  on  tha* !!!!!!!!!!    jic   !!  1 

rd  oonrt  yon  in  a  gallant  strain   J.J!!!"    ctn   !!  4 

rd  lay  my  (sown  of  spray  peazis  at  thy  feat !.!!!!!!    eic    !!  I 

rd  rather  answer '  no  *  to  fifty  Jobn^  than '  yva '  feo  joa  '•«.'..*•.*.*    fit    !!  S 

I'd  sigh  my  life  away  for  thee , !!!!!    tu   !!  4 

Ideal  dream  of  a  suitor !.!!!!!!      n    **  4 

Ideal  form,  the  oniTeml mould   !!!!!!!!    460   !!  i 

I  depart  from  the  world  so  soon \\    jm   !.   1 

Idle  minntoe,  loTe's gain •. !J!!!!!    afll    !!   1 

Idle  tongue,  what4t  undoes !!!!.",'    ift    !!  s 

Idol,  worshipped,  of  my  heart !!!!!!!    114    !!  j 

If  all  the  world  and  lore  were  young !!!!!    mM   I,   s 

If  life's  a  flower,  I  choose  my  own   J.'.'.V.".'    foa    !!  | 

If  my  heart  can  warm  your  heart 5^0    ,,    I 

If  not  rich  and  great,  wise  and  kind ^^    ^^    . 

If  of  herself  she  will  not  love -jg    ^ ,    i 

If  she  love  me  I  will  die  ere  she  shall  grieve .^    ^^    ^ 

If  j*ho  slight  me  when  I  woo .^    ^  ^    j 

If  she  will  not  hoar,  oflicu,  yc  muses   ^-i     ^^    j 

If  she  will  not  love,  nothing  can  make  her ^,g    ^  ^    i 

If  Btill  a  voice  is  near   ^ -g    ^ ^    * 

If  the  poet  loves  what  his  love  is  like ,80    , ,    ] 

ifthisbeiove ;;;;;;  ^^^  ;;  j^^ 

If  thou  are  not  struck  dumb,  love  anew .3.     ^  ^    | 

If  thou  dost  not  mir^take  defects  for  graces    .^i     ^  ^    j 

If  thou  dost,  not  quake,  love  anew jgj     ,^    1 

If  thou  dost  not  speak  twice  over,  love  anew |g|    ,,    |             j 

If  thou  lovest  me  too  much  I  fear  the  end j^j    . .    i 

If  thou  wert  by  my  side   jy^    . .    ^ 

If  thy  flame  still  the  same,  love  anew 1^2    . .    4 

If  women  could  be  fair  and  yet  not  fond    ^i     . .    »             j 

If  woman's  glass  why  try  if  she  can  be  broke  ? ^yo    . .    j              ' 

If  you  are  what  men  say  be  not  proud    ^  j    . .    j 

If  you  become  a  nun  a  friar  I  will  be 575     . .    x 

If  you  will  read  I'll  sit  and  work  610    . .    x 

111  ware,  good  cheap 41  j     . .    x 

IlI*conpled  folks s86    . .    s 

I'll  ask  thee  of  thy  father jx|     ,.    j 

ril  be  alone ^oj    . .    s 

ril  bless  thee  If  I  die ya    ..    i 

I'll  die  for  thee   41     ".'    j 

ni  ever  doat  and  write  on  you 104    . ,    x 

111  fetch  a  breeze  to  inspire  you 607    . .    4 

ni  fetch  a  tale  that  won't  tire  you  607    . .    4 

ril  fix  my  empire  here ^X4    . ,    j 

m  fondly  try  with  all  my  heart  to  bless  thee  ^^    . .    ^ 

m  leave  love  for  my  betters 481    ,,    j 
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iBfemalBowMTl   5^4    ..   ^ 

Infinite  lore ija    ..    r 

Infloenoe  dlTine,  thj  dear  fbonght  SB 570    •.    i 

Inflnenoe  of  a  Tirtaoiu  wom«a 7f    ..   4 

Infloenoe  in  atweooe 4^    ..    s 

Ingredienteof  Oopid'adixir  5t]    ..  a»2 

Innate  loitre  and  tbe  nuCft^  tflflun j6f    ..    4 

Innooence,  angel , 491    ..    ■ 

Innoooioe,  embkms  of ajo    ..   % 

Innooenoe,  tbe  nest  of 9^5    .,    | 

Innooenoe»  white  roVd a|o    ..    a 

Innocent  mind,  miiroc'd  in  the  ftoe 599    ..    | 

Innooent  and  lonely « 511    ,.    i 

Inqnirjr,  the,  of  love jft    ..    f 

InitocexevowB ai4    .,    4 

Intelligence,  ttrange,  dC  tonal  and  signs 496    ..   4 

Interest  not  to  change wegj    ..    f 

InTocation  of  St.  Valentine aa6    ..   4 

InTocatlon  to  love 114    ..    1 

Invocation  to  Yeniu lof    . .    1 

Inviti^ion,  in  distress,  by  one  forsaken 99    ..    a 

Invitation  to  Eliza's  wedding 3lt     ..    ] 

Iron  bars,  no  cage  where  love  is    %    ..     1 

Iron,  she  could  tarn  to  gold    585    . .    a 

Isabella  Markhame  to  John  Harjngton 405    . .    4 

Is  she  happy  ? 540    . .    3 

Is  it  she  ? 576    . .    4 

Is  life  a  plant?    x\^    ..    4 

Is  life  a  stream  ? xx^    ..    ) 

Is  thy  heart  eo  strong  to  leave  me  thus  ?    48J     . .    i 

It  once  lay  in  her  breast 540    ..    4 

It  speaks  of  you  no  more $41     . .    j 

It  ppeaks  to  me  about  the  sea 541     . .    } 

It  w\\\  break  at  last  4x7    . .    a 

It'6  uau^'ht  but  play 5}o    . .    3 

Italian  forehead  ?   6ix    ..    a 

Italian  night-black  liair    61a     ..    x 

I've  changed 596    ..    i 

I've  nothing 577     . .    x 

I've  nothing  left 577     . .     1 

I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request 6ij     ..    % 

Tve  knelt  before  thy  window,  at  midnight 590    ..    4 

Ivory  neck    183     . .    4 

Ivor>-,  my  love's  forehead 606    ..    3 

Jarring  souls  of  angry  motUd X74    . .    3 

Jealous,  the  man  grows,  and  with  cause x86    ..    3 

Jealous  fears,  deceiving   181     ..    3 

Jealous  smarts,  a  thousand 411     ..    x 

Jealousies,  steal  from  her  rosy  cheek  by  needless 437    ..    1 

Jealousy  and  love   « iSt    ..    3 

Jealousy,  Cupid's  fourth  arrow 478    . .    1 

Jealousy,  no  touch  of •    379    ..    a 
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JuliMl*^  Df  Otbfn  ......... 

Jrdniu) ,'  Hi'  miUl  a  lUn  ■ 


11  wornlilp  St  luva'i  ibitw 


Inirit,  tiriitc(iiiBDDcbami<t 
Jawoti^  what  tn  ibtj  to  Ihc  di 
JcvU^RVFiiiice    


n  hmnriwld  •ton. . , 


JoTC.  cm|il>>y'<l  hill  hmt  cluy  to 

JoiVa  nviklnr<-n>«.  thy  bmll 
JoreV  nutvrULj  For  a  brantj  . 
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urtcr 

milo 

ofri« 
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vMtm 

Joy,  Me  my,  with  doted  ciyw «. 511    ..   t 

Joy  ahall  be  thy  guest , 5^7    ..   t 

Joy ihall blew u ^0    ..    | 

Joy  qMurkling  In  their  dttk  eyee  5|0    ..   4 

J<qr>  etrlTe  to  hide  the,  my-boeon  feels 160    ..    | 

Joy,  tempts  the  gmtle  vidmos  of  ths 41}    ..    } 

Joy,  time  messored  by ', at^   ..    1 

Joy,  to  be  quenched  in  teen   .....^ : li^    ..   s 

Joy  to  impsrt,  no  other  voloe  hftth'power |oo    ..   s 

Joy,  nnntterable 449    ..    | 

Joy,  whispered,  in  ensnlng ^ 4fa    .-.    4 

Joy,  with  its  dsric  bods  sad  lesTes  «...    416    ..    I 

Joyous  boon  of  winter  STS <Sf6    ..    s 

Joy  tints,  no  longer  freeh end fnir jg^    ..    | 

Joys  die,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye .' ytft   ^.    i 

Joys,  dresm  of  those  h(^  had  or  hopes  to  shsM  4st    ..    1 

Joys  far  too  bright  to  lest  .^ mgg    ..   a 

Joy's  first  dreams  j^    ..    a 

Joys,  I  ne'er  can  know jfig    ..    ^ 

JoyA  of  angels,  that  I  may  taste  the 406    ..    I 

Joys,  pure  hopes  and  quiet I58    . .    a 

Joya,  transient 5II     ..    i 

Joys,  that  lovingly  may  last 406    ..    | 

Joys  unknown  to  courts  or  kings a|4    . .    I 

Jubilate,  I  am  loved 615     ..    x 

Judgment,  Ixwk  of 175    ..    | 

Julia,  apostrophised  565    ..    a 

Julia,  came  to  serenade  my f6|     . .    % 

Julia  dear,  my,  reclines    564     ..    l 

Julia,  her  lover  wishes  her  a  long  r6(ose 565    ..    i 

Julia's  letter    61]     ..    i 

Julia's  lips,  where  cherries  grow 7S     . .    4 

Juliet,  amid  hor  window  flowers 205    . .    4 

July,  the  burning xi8    ..    | 

Junglei)  and  of  vast  hills,  land  of 557    . .    i 

Juno,  her  pace ifx    ..    4 

Just  cause  never  to  love  more 517     . .  •  4 

Justice,  the  stroke  of,  may  humble  you a}i     ..    s 

Kate  began  to  scold   14I     ..    | 

Kate,  bonnie,  I  prize  thee    X19    ..    a 

Kate,  jaunt  to  Windsor  with 14I     . .    a 

Kate,  8ylph- like  image  of  blooming I4X    ..    a 

*  Keep  it  for  my  sake'   it;    ..    a 

Keep  love  holy,  veiled |o6    . .    | 

Keepsake,  magic  power  of  a   124    . .    4 

Keepflokc,  no  matter  what  it  is I3;5     ..    i 

Keepsake,  the  scenes  of  former  bliss  renews ixjp     ..    1 

Key,  golden,  of  earthly  happiness 147     ..    | 

Key.  the  only,  of  earthly  happiness 616    ..    a 

Killed  thee,  a  curbed  river  595    . .     •^ 

Kind  coiitivity -. j     ..     i 

Kiud  love,  knits  hearts Back  qf  TSUt 
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,  %  CWtUTB  fOf « ••••••••••••••••••■■■•■••■•••  ■••■••      I^ 

XIaet, a thoaauid towi ftnd reapi   ...•• • 41! 

JCIhm  and  honey    • ••....    wg% 

KtaMtandanilM u6 

KtaMt  and  wtkomeyoQ*!!  find 607 

,  euly,  00  ICaj  morning it 

fbragkura 47t 

KtaMt,  IflAW  to  take  fhom  back 

let  thy  lore  rain  

LoTewiUdioothiiaMlfwith  167 

nnee,  neetar  breathing 4af    . 

playing  at  CBzda  for ifs    . 

the  predona  oompornkTe  name 512    . 

upon aenadeflB clay aif    . 

Uana,  waken  the  sephyn  f9f    . 

Kiaea,  wet  with  momlng'i 4|[0    . 

Kiaring,  wiah  to  die .' 471    . 

Kimeth  ererything   490    . 

Kite,  be  a,  and  seem  a  hawk 376    . 

Kittens  Fqneak    14}     ., 

Kitty  and  Nancy,  described 16    ., 

Kitty's  dreaming  voice  and  face    WS    .. 

Knell  mc  to  an  early  tomb 126     . . 

Knicknarkfl.  worthless  old  446     . . 

Knit  and  knot  that  Rhould  not  Klido 48X     . . 

Knit  onr  bearlH ^ 519     . . 

Knot,  the,  tied  ao  fast    xyx     .. 

Knot  there's  no  untyiupr 575     . . 

Knowledge  of  love |86     . . 

Know  not  why  you  love   381      . . 

Kytca,  haggard,  that  cast  the  Inre 410     .. 

LacG,  borrowed   3x9     .. 

Ladies,  a  new  simile  for  the    3zS     . . 

Ladies,  be  you  blithe  and  bonny 414     . . 

LadSes>,  by  fancy,  weighed  and  measnre*!    .' .     385     . . 

Ladies,  every  hour  delight  to  change  329     . . 

Ladies,  fair  books,  their  roceii>ts  216     . . 

Ladies  never  stay  at  home  328     . . 

Toadies,  on  two  beautiful 463     . . 

Lady,  a,  self-examination  by 260     . . 

Lady  Ann,  loved  and  blessed 493     .. 

Lady  asleep,  on  a  429    . . 

Lady,  be  sister  to  the  night 341     . . 

Lady,  lines  written  under  the  portrait  of  an  unknown 141     . , 

Lady,  the,  watch'd  her  lover 536     . , 

Ladye-love.  the  student's  song  to  his    36a     .. 

Lakelet  of  love   25     . . 

Lament,  give  my  tongue  leave  to 411     .. 

Lament,  tones  of  sad    456     . . 

Lamp  of  memory   580     . . 

Lamp,  braz<-n  old,  from  the  Tilier 446     .. 

Land,  melodious  with  song... 218     .. 
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'  LMTe  me  all  bmlghted   4if    ..  i 

Lmt«  me,  iiiiiiiodk*d,  nnpltled,  to  my  Ikto 6af  ...  t 

Laftve  thj  horn*  ftDdrOome  wtth  me 414   ,.  4 

LaftTee  fell  fkom  her  one  by  one 4^    .,  4 

LeftTee,  geme in  ebnndenoe 10    ..   1 

LeftTce,  JewelB  for  flowo,  or  hair 10   ..   a 

LeATeadCanalbimi,italnedandnnBtainod    140    ..   a 

Legao7»8weetlaa 5tj    ..   | 

Legend  of  the  lotoK'a  tree   (■ofr')     |7>    ••   * 

Legionaoflorea ^^   ..   1 

Leisure  and  knra ^ga    ..  t 

Leoline,  mj  sweet  frloid .' 519    ..   4 

LesBon  in  wooing  H    ..    % 

Lessons  from  thy  holy  mind  (^    .,    t 

Lessons  of  lore 1^    ..    1 

Let  me  thy  eadneaa  ahan 104    ..   % 

Let  my  heart  alone  4x9    ..    | 

Let  not  oaths  make  a  breach ^x^    .-.    x 

Lot  richee  meaner  beautiea  moTe jiy    ..    | 

Let  the  loYo  he  beareth  me,  lead  OB  both  to  Tii£X  ..'. gj^    _    ^ 

Let  timo  roll  on  so  that  thon  changest  not ^^    ,,    I 

Let  u«  love  one  another    ^xx    , .    a 

Let  us  love  ono  another   ^1^    ^^    1 

Let's  lovo  one  another j,  ,^     ^  ^    ^ 

Letter,  Love's  last ,^     ^  ^     , 

Liberty,  given  and  received  in  vain xxo    ..    4 

Liberty  in  love,  angelic  freedom   g     ^,    j 

Liberty,  in  prison  •     ..    1 

Life,  a  dreary  waste  without  woman   •^    ,,     1 

Life.afeast j^,     *'     , 

Life,  a  laiiting,  in  colours  or  in  stone   ^^x     . .     1 

Life,  a  thing  divine   4ji     . ,     1 

Life  a  trance    T 404     . .    4 

Life,  but  a  bitterness 61 1     . .     i 

Life  desolate  and  lonely  depri>'ed  of  thee 444     ^  ^     ^ 

Life,  every  path  of,  inviting xjg     . .     i 

Life,  fluttering  to  depart 127     , .    4 

Life  hath  quicksands ^^4     ,,     • 

Life  hath  snares 1^4     _,     • 

Life,  here  and  above,  confounded 1  la     . .     | 

Life  is  short 11     ..     « 

Lifeoflife 494     ,.     x 

Life,  once  lost,  can  ne'er  be  found  again 11     .,    4 

Life  or  death,  equal  measure  in  love 390     ..     4 

Life  ploosurelcss 443 

Life,  prepare  to  part  with   xx6 

Life  quenched  in  one  ecstatic  dream    X|6    ..     x 

Life,  she  chid,  she  cherish 'd,  she  gav 585     ..     x 

Life,  the  balm  of  mortal  xoo 

Life,  the  cares  of ,  aapuoging 465 

Life,  the  five  stringed  lyre  of 534 

Life,  the  light  of,  is  o'er  ,    357    ..     ^ 
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UbIm  Me  otoAB,  tliy A « foj    ..   %  ■ 

UBfae,  that  with  toetagniMftnd  MM  did  aHm  ••..  ••• a^ift    ..   i  I 

Ubm, doM worm uohM of «...••••• •       a    ..   i  > 

Ltaooln  green,  a  doublet  of  tlw 506    ..   a  | 

Idnee,  for  futme  egee  -. m aaf    ••   f  1 

Unee,  the,  liold  a  tzeenre I7t  -..    t 

nnee  to  Mazy,  Qoeen  of  Soote 0    ..   4  { 

Ltagerinff  loTenlaashandflnlle 41I    ..    x  . 

Ltanete,  dsg  cheerilj 475    ..   4  I 

Unk'd  heert  with  heert J59    ..    1 

Uon,  where  be  howleth  5f6    ..    | 

Lip,  a  sweeter  beny k « 419    ..   a 

Lip  a,  that  if  yon'd  let  me,  I  woaU  inma 554    ..   iL  ' 

L^,  a,  that  Uedng  eedca 567    ..    t  { 

Lip,  deer  ooral ayt    ..    a  r 

Lip,  ffraoed  with  delight afi    ..    r  > 

Up,  how  little  will  it  rereal 415    ..    | 

Up,  lore'e  etaodaxde  borne  in  the ]7I    .«   4 

Lip  of  heaTen  falter ]5i    ..   4 

Lip,  poating,  or  smiling,  quite  indlifenmt  to    xai    ..    a 

Lip,  qnivering,  maek'd  with  ready  anile jij    ..    %  I 

Lip,red aoi     ..    1  1 

Lip,  ripe  as  the  moorland  bell    97    . .    i 

Lip.  sweet  ruby  red   »5I     . .    i 

Lip.  there  is  a,  mine  only 594     . .     1 

Llpe  and  eyes,  paradiae  of    601     . .     i 

Lipa^  coral    384    ..    4 

Lips,  half  invite  a  kiss i8|     ..    4 

Lips  have  said  it    415     ..    % 

Lips,  her,  in  the  tulip jgr     . .    } 

Lips,  I  aft  ha'o  kiss'd  sae  fondly 496    . .     1 

Lips,  I  kiss  thy  577     . .    i 

Lips,  like  a  red  rose-bud  }     . .    t 

Lips,  love  on  her    418     ..    x 

Lips  of  bliss 18}     . .    4 

Lips  nectar,  hope  to  sip    479     . .    4 

Lips,  parched  and  pale X54     . .     ; 

Lips,  perjor'd  ne'er  know  the  magic  of  love's  svray 311     ..    4 

Lips,  press  her.  to  mine    I49     . .    3 

Lips,  red  roM» glowed  on x6    ..    s  1 

Lips  reviving  breath ix6     ..    } 

Lips,  rubies 606    . .    j 

Lips,  smile  on  the  4x3     . .     3  ' 

Lips  that  thrill  at  your  caressing 499    •<     3  ! 

Lips,  the  hinnie 49I&    . .     i  < 

Lips,  the  smile  of  truth  on  thy  355     . .     1  ; 

Lips,  thy  rosy,  wear  a  smile    419    . .     1 

Lipe,  thy  tempting $07    ..    a 

Lip,  what  word  is  on  thy 351     ,.    j 

Lips  we  adore %%    . ,    i 

Lips,  when  they  would  curse,  bless  thee 304    .,    4 

Liquid  melancholy,  of  the  eyes Ml     .,    ^ 
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I 
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Look,  that  witching • f^    ..    1 

Looki  ddight,  Bweet  illation  of  bar 194    ..    1 

Looki  delightfnl,  far  a  wrinkled  fMt 409    ..    4 

Looksdemnre jat    .'.    1 

Looki, deapotiim, of tbem, over ..  — ami    ..    j 

Lookf,  downward,  memorialfl  of  deipair I75    ..    j 

Looki, eager, my Mcret ■ool dlnow 4I9    ..    a 

Looks  ertranged fto    ..    i 

Looks,  her,  are  007  and  oold   .*. 609    ..    % 

Looks,  lore  will  steal  into  their  feiy  4$i    ..   4 

Looks,  nameleas  charm  of 47;    ..    % 

Looks,  qnicUy  lost  and  gained 409    ..    t 

Looks,  saintly,  sweet,  and  pure - ]    ..    1 

Looks,  sober,  a  face  with i 4ta    ..    3 

Looks,  soft  consenting,  betray  ^ ; af9    ..  '4 

Looks,  touched  with  woo • 150    ..    1 

Looks,  unkind,  freeie  affection 476    ..    t 

Looks,  your,  the  force  they  have '. aiy    ..    t 

Looks,  well  and  ill 417    ,.    4 

Looks  were  feigned,  now  I  find  thy 409    ..    1 

LookA,  what  do  the  ladies  with  their? ai6    ..    i 

Lookfl,  while  on  those  lovely,  I  gaz^ 390    ..    | 

Loi>k8,  with  thoughtful  rcamn  mixed 3x1     . .     i 

Loitn.  the.  His  forboarance 19    ..    4 

Losj*  of  fame,  not  rewanied  by  a  Rniilo  of  love ajo    . .    4 

Lost,  for  ever,  lost .' 344    ..    4 

Lost  love 19    . .     3 

Lost  my  love    94     . .    j 

Lost  the  ripht  to  call  thee  dear 39X     . .     ) 

Lot  of  loves  to  sell 166    ..     3 

Lot  of  utter  wretchedness    313     ..    3 

J/0\-e,  a  lialm    Z05     ..     1 

Love,  o  orontnre  for   171    ..    a 

I/)ve,  a  dream 65     . .     i 

Love,  a  felon    194     ..    3 

Love,  a  flower,  bom  to  die  180     . .    3 

Love,  a  fountain  and  well    484     . .    3 

Love,  A  game  where  none  doth  gain 485     . .     t 

Ix)ve,  a  gentle  master    \tx     . .     i 

Love,  a  grief ooj     ..     i 

r»ve,  a.  his  cheek  inebriate  with  dew 414     ..     1 

l/ove,  a  hj-pocritc    199     . .     i 

l^ve.  a  language  of    -. 441     ..     1 

Love,  a  lassie's  thoughts  of 98     . .     a 

Love,  a  little  boy x66     ..     3 

Ix>ve,  a  magician    311     ..     3 

Love,  a  minster  wrought,  my 587     ..     4 

liove,  a  mystery  a88     . .     i 

Love,  a,  placed  on  Sara's  breast ^2^    ,.     i 

Love,  a  j>lant  that  with  most  cutting  grows 41 3     . .     j 

Love,  a  prize  that  pai^scth  to  and  fro ^5     . ,     a 

Love,  a  recollection  of  a  holier  afTection 170    ..    x 
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LowAodtheiMtyOoatnstad  ai^ 

Lore,  And  the  tnadiill  mind y^ 

Lore  abd  time ^1 

LoTB  end  TlrtnH  of  A  loet  wife i( 

Lore  end  wealth / ^^ 

J^»^."?~ •— • 199 

Lore, and wino  ..« j^ 

Lore,  and  wladom j^ 

Lore  and  write,  I  mut  both  *. y^ 

liore  and  yon >>*>■•■.....    aai 

Lore,  appoare  aa  vlrtna'a  edf j^^ 

Lore  arose  to  view  hia  fntnn  home  in  thee ^^ 

Love,  aspiring,  andhomtale j^o 

Lore  at  first  sight,  deecrtbed ^yi 

LoTOf  at  perfect  rest  in  heaTen • •■••>...■..•     itt 

Love,  at  the  door  of  my  heart ^ 

Lorve,  be  like  to  mine ^o 

Lore,  bears  its  bloaom  into  winter 207 

Lore,  best  in  bloom k^ 

Love  betters  what  is  best ^5o 

Lore  bid  reason  take  the  helm   ^ 

Lovo,  blighted,  never  blows  again ^^ 

Love,  blooms  evorlajstlngly jo^ 

Love,  bom  in  heaven j«q 

Love,  bom  of  darker  days,  wo  cherish ^jg 

Love,  bom  of  purity  and  truth u »  rg 

Lovo,  breathed  against  thy  cheek X07 

Love,  breathed  in  sighs  alone ♦ jj^ 

Love,  brightens  the  bosom's  home i^^ 

Love,  brooding  o'er  the  board,  gn>w«  dull ^(Jq 

Love,  bums  for  ever  bright  above »j^ 

Love,  by  absence  killed 1^ 

Love,  called  b&!«e i^y     ., 

Love,  called  blind   147     . , 

Love,  called  cruel   t^y 

Love,  called  the  soul's  young  viidons  Into  play 100 

Love,  calm  deceiver   %j^     .  ^ 

Love,  came  from  heaven 1  ji 

Love,  can  read  looks 7^     ,  ^ 

Love,  cannot  bo  changed  by  chan^^e  of  wene jg 

Love,  capnot  die ii^     , , 

Love,  cannot  go  ^j-    , . 

Lovo,  carelejis i^ j     . . 

Lovo,  celc<:tial 100     . . 

Love,  chain  that  unites  creation  i^x 

Love,  chained  passion  to  the  deck 6a 

Love,  changed  his  whistle  for  a  rattle %j 

Love  chaplet f^    , , 

Love,  clapp'd  his  wings  for  joy ^*| 

Lovo,  clothe  our  hearts  with  .• X50 

Love  comes  but  once j26 

Lovo,  comes  in  silence  and  alono j^j 
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Lov«^b«li^todbulc,itilo«  ^. 

Ixyne-gift,  my,  on  your  wiint •..••..••■••••••••••«••..,.,. 

Lore, glT« me bflok my hflsxt « • ; ••.••.••..  «7i 

Lore,  glTW  itMlf 15a 

Lore,  glidei  pMt,  like  A  Btreun tfo 

Lots,  glowing,  only,  for  a  dacemd  .hmlNUid a,^ 

Lore,  God's  gift  to  man : '. i|i    . 

Lore,  grown  blind  and  aged   p    . 

iKrre,  bappy ift    . 

Lore,  barrest  time  of ,  in  hearm i|(    . 

Love  has  bli«  .., j^  ■. 

Lore  has  pciritbfid |q|    . 

Love,  hat  power  to  oonqner  me j^y    , 

Lovehasmeing ^ ^    . 

Lore  has  aaTed  me,  Barbara  I ^j^ 

Love,  bas hii  seat  in xeaeon Bmck^Ttk 

Love,  bates  none  like  xeeson ^ 

Love,  bath  no  home  ontheeeM • g|y 

Lore,  bears  and  beeps  secrete ••>..•....  Ag% 

Love,  heaven  on  earth *. ,.  ^^ 

Love,  heaven's  halo   x^ 

Love,  heeds  not  the  coloor  of  his  screen |5^ 

Love,  hor  look  was j,  j^ 

Love,  hia  crown  of  simple  flowers ^jq 

Love,  his  sliield  of  jet    ,5. 

Love,  bis  azure  veil    , «^ 

I/)ve,  homclcas ^^ 

Love,  hoping   ,  „ 

Love,  hopeless .^^ 

Love,  how  it  lasts ^.. 

Love,  how  to  identify  t ^66 

Love,  humble  glance  of    ^^ 

Lovo,  hung ,g^ 

Love,  I  ara  elected  to  thy    j^,^ 

Love,  I  dare  not  even  write. .  .^ ^g~ 

Love,  if  this  be,  to  live  a  living  death .-- 

Lovo,  ill  befits ^2o 

Love,  immortal,  by  faith  and  hojHj j_ . 

Love,  in  a  drowsy  mood  one  day    ^^, 

Lovo,  in  a  little  woman    ^^ 

Love,  in  a  young  eye,  no  beauty  like  og 

Love  in  age 3^  jg 

Love,  in  all  her  outward  parts  ^^g 

Love,  In  childhood jg5 

Love,  in  courts   1  ^ 

Lovo,  in  fortune's  day '. . .,  ar© 

Love,  in  halls |.| 

Love,  in  hamlets |.| 

Love  in  idleness rga 

Love,  in  peace ,j, 

Love,  in  its  prime ^jq 

Love,  in  spring-tide l^^ 
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Lore,  made  ten  timen  worm  by  marmge    ^i 

Love,  maidens  start  and  tTemble  at. . . .'. i^j 

Love,  maidens  take  it  for  what  it  is  worth    21 

Love,  makes  all  beautiful    4ja 

Love,  master  of  the  hnman  breast    }xa 

Love,  master  sound  of 44X     . 

Love,  may  decay la*    . 

Love,  may  make  the  bmve  heart  ache 249    . 

Love  me,  and  lovo  no  more 516    . 

Love  me  little,  love  me  long   541    . 

Love  mo  still   |oi     . . 

Lovo  me,  sounded  like  a  jest  5li     . . 

Love  mc,  yet  she  ne'er  knew  why ;90    . . 

rx>ve,  mine  over  grows  with  his 4C5    .. 

Love,  more  swaye<l  by,  than  ruled  by  wit j6o    . . 

Love,  niqro  than  words  can  speak 59I     .. 

Love,  more  we  enjoy  it,  more  it  dies    411     .. 

Love,  mortal,  in  all  but  death    114    .. 

Love,  most,  in  fortune's  decay   Z50    .. 

Love  must  bepliwl ^ 41;     .. 

liOve,  must  be  treato^l  like  a  viper's  sting  2^    , . 

Love,  my,  fairer  than  pearls  and  stars 456     . . 

Love,  in y  matolilcs-s  399 

Lov«',  my  nii.-.tr('---,  and  Iwar.fy  374     .. 

I^)V«'  ni\  irt'inl'Imu'  Uciirt  iR-trayeth 305 

l..»v(',  nly^;«•ril•n-:     151     .. 

L<>^<^  IH1  li-;  no  1  .itli-.  i.or  ?;i^'li> 451 

Love.  nt-t.i'"i  'ini-l  tli<'  ll"\vcrs 210 

Love,  n<;vir  to  Ix'  I'.irttil  with     96     . . 

Lovo.  iK'vcr  toM 514 

L(nf,  ntvor  toM,  yt't  kiiown   loj,  IC4 

L*iV(>.  never  wint  wit  1. in 418     . . 

Lfive,  no  charms  to  fiiM-inat*-  the  heart    474     . . 

Lovo.  e.o  ehil'i  h'.it  a  L'iatit   204     . . 

Li)V<>  no  mure.  I  -w<ar  to 475 

I^>vo,  110  >;id<leii  start  (if  j):»iii     51  j 

Lov, 110  thank  yoii,  .John 582 

Love,  no  tran'-i'  ut  tajK  r  14^ 

Love,  not  airain^t  n  a.-on.  hut  aKtve 2J7 

Lov<',  not  <ian-'l  r<'\cal  tlie  >M.<T«t  of  my 227 

L'.ive,  not  found  in  tlio  sriil  Sonneteer    515 

Love,  not  j-'oi,i,  Damon's  >tore    512 

Love,  not  me.mt  for  jvojile  in  their  wits 480 

Love,  not  Will,  full  or  fa'^t in;,'     41  j 

Lov«' not  what  I  am  hut  what  I  wish  t(.»  bt^    315 

Love,  uot  won  by  chivalry }fi6 

Lov{>,  not  won  by  eourt<-y ifty 

Lovo,  not  won  by  mt'rrlianlry   367 

lA)\e.  not  wou  by  miii>trel.-y 366     .. 

Lovo.  not  won  by  jie-lantry 367     . . 

Love  of  loves ! 616     . . 

Love,  of  Km  in  u  heart 96     .. 
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Lore  win  be  the  bishop •• ••••......•    sj$    ..    ] 

Lore,  will  not  plMM  without  pain  and  tranlda    llo    ..    } 

Lore,  will  the  nniTWM  control a&f    ..    % 

Lore,  windt  round  the  form  we  woo itt    ..    4 

Lore,  wins  loT« ^ ]fi7    ..    4 

LoTO,  with  A  lady  pUiyed  At  dwM 519    ..    a 

LoTO,  with  Joj  and  mirth,  maj  perish 4]t    ..    1 

Lore,  with  mi^  and  Jojf  maj  perish 574    ..    1 

Lora^within   4ft    ..    j 

Lora,  without  hope  • 119    ..    s 

Love,  without  measure ^49    ..    % 

Lore,  word  that  smns  an  hnman  bliss ^...    ip    ..    4 

Lore,  worn  and  grej • 50    ..    4 

LoTB,  would  be  given  to  reeaU  one  dead 177    ..    a 

Lore,  wounds  the  heart,  but  not  the  eUn a66    ..    4 

Lore,  woTe  his  wreaths  and  strung  his  bow 44I    ..    a 

Lore,  you  queen  of ,  shaU  be  467    ••    a 

Lored,  believed,  and  was  undone aif    ,.    ] 

Lovedbyuone 491     ..    a 

Loved  in  wealth  and  woe 4t)     ..    1 

Loved onoe  ai|     ..    )  I 

Loved,  she  Raid  she z)4     ..    x  . 

Loved  thee  bettor  than  fame  or  God    590     . .     1 

Love«i,  unknown  by  the  object 44     . .     x 

Loved,  when  blLs8  was  on  your  brow   450     ..     j  ' 

Loved,  when  your  tones  taught  every  heart  to  thrill 150    - .     5 

Lov*d,  courted,  prnis'd IZ7    ..1  ] 

Loveless  and  r^y  Jenny 248     ..     |  • 

Loveless  innocence xji     ..1  I 

Lovelier,  thou  art,  than  the  fairest  flowers    558     ..4 

Lovelier,  thou  art,  than  the  orient  crimson'd  mom 558     . .     4  i 

Loveliness  and  j^ace 154     ..     i 

Loveliness  and  grace 459    ,.     x  \ 

Lovellncas  of  eve    70    ..     i 

Loveliness  itself 3x1     . .     i 

Loveliness,  my  fair  one  comes  in  her  467    . ,     4 

Ix>vclincss  when  dressed  for  the  ball 26    ..     i 

Loveliness  which  others  cannot  understand  5]4    ..     j 

Lovely  and  fearful  thing,  the  love  of  women 5 J7     . .     1 

Lovely,  as  all  excellence  380     . .     ] 

Lovely  in  spirit  and  form    19$     .  •     J  \ 

Lover,  a  faithfiil,  seldom  found xxx     ••4  1 

Lover,  blew^d X07     . .     4  I 

Lover.  con<litlon  of  a X59     ..     j  ' 

Lover,  content  wherever  he  may  be iij     ..1,4  I 

Lover,  description  of  the  rcstltaa  estate  of  a 401     . .     i 

Lover,  fond,  bo  thou  the  oak 45I     . .     j 

Lover,  last  prayer  of  a 177     ..     j  ■ 

Lover,  live  by  thinking  on  his  loss 487     .,4  I 

Lover,  long  ago  the  worms  have  eat  him    1x9    . .     x  | 

Lover,  rewarxl  of  a  bold    yo 
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Lover,  some  other  might  beguile 419    ,,    ^ 
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Low's  cnft  wTH&ad 6ft 

Lore's  criflt,  besrd  bj  Yemui ; ia6 

LoTe'B  cxown,  orown  us  with 250 

Lore's  darti  and  Chloe'a  quill aaf 

Lore's  darts  neglected  laj •..••    445 

Lore's  deer  pidn,  often  tiled 97 

Lore's  dear  duty 577 

Lore's  dear  Beaet 415 

Lore's  deoaj,  progress  of ••••••■-^^•■•.»..«      8| 

Lore^  deUdons  ecstasy   50f 

Lore's  ddigbt,  no  rebel  to  my   407 

Love's  departed  bours,  the  shade  of joS 

LorePe  destiny- iSt    . 

Lore's  earthly  home  of  holy  zest  91    , 

Lore's  eyes  in  his  mind   tfy    . 

Lore's  eyes,  the  marble  in |<^    . 

Lore's  eyes  trace  thy  dim  beanty  through  the  mystio  fttll    «    517    . 

Lore's  eleotrio  chain 561    • 

Lore's  falser  play a6t    . 

Lore's  farewell  4St    . 

Love's  faronrite  hne 457    . . 

Love's  fidelity,  the  Forget>me-iiot 54    . . 

Love's  finnoment,  the  eyo   11     .. 

Lovo'a  fitful  ray 180     , . 

rx)ve'8  fiattcring  wiles 185     . . 

Ix)ve'B  flowers,  bathed  in  the  dew  of  bliss 450     . . 

Love's  flowers  could  bloom  for  her  no  more 451     . . 

Love's  fond  fidelity  outlives  time 76    . . 

Love's  form  in  every  flower ijy     .. 

Love's  funeral  knell  joj     . . 

Love's  garden 585     . . 

Love's  genuine,  plaintive,  tender  tale 79     . . 

Love's  gift,  a  pearl  and  ruby  ring 110     .. 

Loves,  glad  choirs  of 2z8     . . 

Love's  grand  sunrise 56*     . . 

Loves,  hard  the  fate  of  him  who   156     . . 

Love's  insidious  method  jza     . . 

Loves,  legions  of J94     . . 

Love's  lesson,  in  thy  face,  I'll  read   415     .. 

Love's  lessons J95     . . 

Love's,  light  and  cheap 167    . .  , 

Love's  loneliest  hour,  to  creep  upon  her  in 4j8     .. 

Love's  looks,  that  more  than  speak 147    . . 

Love's  memories » 545     , . 

Love's  my  petition ^ ajai     .. 

Love's  native  home   91     . . 

Love's  nest,  within  her  breast   6ij     .. 

Love's  no  irregular  device  5i|     . . 

Love's  of  the  rose  and  nightingale    i6j     . . 

Loves  of  youth  that  ore  no  more 184    . . 

Love's  ofllce x88     . . 

Love's  own  music,  spells 109    ,, 
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IbgleloTtUiMvoraiJiindiiptjlovB • „...    449    ..   4 

lUflo  of  A  nuiM • •    ifo    ..   4 

lUfiopowerofakeeiiHln • n4    ..   4 

Itogio  power  of  Afawnoe   It4    ..    | 

Hagte loiig,  iti efltafei 77    ••    I 

lUgpto  and  golden  thrnih  466    ..    ft 

Ifeid,  ft  fnU,  f AlM atft    ..   4 

liftid,  ft  beftatoOQs,  dMizM  Midid  gold a|i    ..    % 

Maid,  ft,  hftlf -bidden  from  Uw  ^jo 17I    ..    1 

llald,  ft,  likened  to  ft  Tiolet  bjr  ft  BOMgr  stoiM T7I    ..    i 

lUld,  ft,  whom  there  wen  none  to  praiw  17ft    ..    4 

llftld,  ft,  whom  there  were  v«7  few  to  lov*  17s*  ..    4 

llald  of  my  heart  491    ..    a 

llald,  I  Btrove  to  meet  the  loveij I91    ..    4 

Maiden,  like  a  lyn  with  rilT«r  etrimg 410    ..    4 

]iaid,one,contemnflthetriflflefhakIdng aji     ..    i 

ICaid,  one  cmel,  to  gain  a|ff    ..    a 

Maid,  fdeaw  my  loTely agf    ..    1 

llald,the ao6    ..    I 

Maid,  the  hnmhle,  adorned 849    ..    a 

Maid,  the,  to  my  mind a69    ..    1 

Maid,  the,  who  her  hoftband  can  loTB 169    ..    i 

Maiden,  a,  what  coald  she  mean  ? 165     ..     i 

Maiden  beauty,  wasting  away    104     ..    4 

Maiden  coync^    356     . .    4 

Maiden  (rladiiesa  laid  aside  5x6     . .     | 

Maiden,  I  do  love  a JL48     ..    4 

Maiden,  lilcc  a  Bweet  bird  in  itrt  nc»t 430     . .     4 

Maiden,  like  the  breathing  violet 430    . .    4 

Maiden  love 5S7    . .     1 

Maiden,  lowly  bom    78    ..     1 

Maiden  on  a  marriage  plan  goes,  where  the 557    . .    x 

Maiden  reverie  of  Rosalie    335     ..    4 

Maiden,  stranger  co  the  world's  unrest  430    . .    4 

Maiden,  with  the  dark  block  hair 401     . .    a 

Maidenhood 353     . .     3 

Maidenhood,  the  fdmple  majesty  of 566    . .     1 

Maidens  believers  464    . .     i 

Maiden's  blush,  a    38    ..     1 

Maiden's  gay,  and  gentle  youth ao8     . .     x 

Maiden's  lips,  a   38     . .     i 

Maiden's  sorrow,  the 338     ..     i 

Maidens,  start  and  tremble  at  the  name  of  love    147     . .    4 

Maiden's  love,  take  it  for  what  it  is  worth 33     ..    4 

Maids,  a  pain  for  them  to  love   176    . .    4 

Maids  have  got  eyes  and  tongues  in  vain 177     ..     i 

Maids,  not  to  my  mind a68     . .    4 

Maid's  thoughts  must  bum  within 177     ..     i 

Make  her  to  see  that  game  at  chess $60     . .    4 

Moke  me  com]ianion  for  your  soul    610     . .    % 

Make  mo  pure  for  his  dear  sake     615    ..    4 

Make  women  longer  true,  or  sooner  kind  ...* 271     ..    a 
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IUb'b lore, and  iroiiiaa*t]ov» iff.  ..    a 

lI>n'tloT«,iiidiCAUoiisof ititelUiig... a    tfl    ••    * 

lbtti*8]0T»iiatinsii!:sllfeAt]iiiiga|Mart tfij    ..    | 

Man'Bnjing   * U4    ..    i 

Man*!,  the  good,  pandiM,  a  wite 604    ..    4 

llan*a,  tho  bad,  fint  step  to  bea>Tea 6of  ...    1 

llan'a  TUta,  111011,  aa  hla  loTB  fidla S5}    ..    | 

Many  ao  adore  thee    510    ..    ] 

ICaxtle  fonns,  a  pair  with %y^    ..    i 

ICartde,  a  hreaat of 9f    ••    4 
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Pride mokaiDgotaderUi 

J»I  .-  ( 

PriMt,  Uie,»o 
Prime,  cuoltl 

hIaolHM 

Pri«4aU.parB 
Prith«,  «hj 
Prtti«.  why 
Prlu  dIvldE,  I 
Pri.d,clon-ld 

»irBioiHh!sii".'.'l.'!,".".'!!!l!'!l.'.'!^'i!! 
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P^^^"»,'^ 

ffl7»rtU.llk(npr.jH  » 

:::::  IJS  ::  t 

p™ion».(.m- 

i».tidij....... ; 

|U     ..     1 
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Pnidna  pcdnlcd  off  tte  tn 

7ri>'trn<^,'<l.,wbi>iiiK.... 

rulK,«T<cT7,  IhrobiJU  thy -TC 


Pure  lOTi,  rlrT»tt»  »U        

hrpleiBuko*  vfSKj  1 , 

Punv,  Udti  on  Frtwipt  of  M ,....^ 

fHlnu,  Tlch  BAil  wlpmn  -.. 

Quint  ilerln  on  ueMilDf 

QiiikiilaMj  tbeylm,  wtuloTclD'Ircil.., 


Quomof  Vi 
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r--?J 

B«~n,loTlledM .- 

4*i     ..     1 

B-Bii.tBrMH.frmv 

*^'     -■    \ 

ttoXlLlKtJOIl,  fllDt... 


ILaioUectlaiu,  Dnt  lore'l 
BwDUecUtms  of  eulf  hy 
RecDllKtloiii  ot  Ion    .. 


BecordBof  tbj  fa 


ADglng^uimof  mffeotiM  ., 


Rfgrct  and  soft  deni™ 
Segrol.  wkUIh^  of  . 
Bcigilng  nloDS  
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Blv«ta.tt«WOtttOf  10T<!rtpl«I« 
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Rob«  of  pile  paipl« 

1*7 

K«B,  her  Wood  in  me ■. 

'.s; 

."I 
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BaitiM.  Uis  ploiu  irblipen  at,  iriTWd  bj  ippbyn 

'44 

flik,  tbou  hurt  lalTi™!  (or  m  J 

fel     . 

8iHid7>lo»,hljtorrof 

8»pphli«.mylDT.,er«. 
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•B4iCI«^(M>.wdtkrn 


>nm  at  at  noA*  on  ta» 


rt«adtaoik»ln> 
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8Md»iiilnlv«ioribbteaote ••••    ^f^   ;.   | 

8«d  BM  bMk  mj  hMurfc  It/   ••   } 

Bind  BM  bMk  mjr  hMKt  and  cfOi ate   ..   t 

ev«7,teaBSda]l  u6   ..    t 

■U,  oontraUid  Iqr  tlM  BiBd «9f    -    I 

,  mored  faf  bMotj 179    ..    1 

Um, ptogaad out €<  mwMiirw. . .'. 411    .,   4 

anidUT«tl]ish,tli» aof    ..   t 

8«a|»li,a,kiMdtd..... 5*9    ..   s 

8cniieljiw«etMV«nalmir ^    ,.   4 

flannon,  n>Ter-€BBdiag»  my  utter  dBfeMtfctlon 464    ••   4 

fivpwt  dAogeioiialy  ooUeth ^j6    ..    4 

fivpwtiliMftt  fall  length ^56    ..    4 

fiecpntieiidlloweri...^.,.. ^    ..   s 

Bsre  and  eoe,  in  TBia • 177    .,    t 

BTte  long,  hope  well 4i»    •.    4 

8sfeD loog  jeuB of  ■ORow. ..*••    jjS    ••    f 

Bex  deiaije«  when  5ti    „    4 

SKEftbet  deer,  oar  glory,  hononr,  Joy 5f7    ..    r 

BexBB,  eqoal  lawi  deimed  for  both 277    ..    1 

Shade,  here  I  linger  in  this  gloomy 4x9    .,    j 

Shadow  of  a  shade 175    . .    ] 

Shadow  of  sorrowing  146    . .     3 

Shadow,  I  talk  to  thy  fancied    495     . .     r 

Shadow  o'er  thy  brow,  lies  deep  and  still   43  j     .,    4 

Shadows,  in  our  dreams   ^579    ••    4 

Shall  I  cheat  myself  to  forget  the  present  ?  ^69     . .    1 

Shall  I  dio,  because  a  woman's  fair  ?   377     . .    x 

Shall  I  forget  Uf e's  purposes  ?    569     . .    a 

Shall  I  play  the  fool  and  die  ?    378     . .    i 

Shall  I  tell  yo:i  whom  Hove?    380     ..     T 

Shallow  murmur,  the   4S3     . .     3 

Shame  and  her  feclinfi^s    473     . .     % 

Shape,  a  charming,  first  enslaved  me 510     ..     i 

Shape,  a  dancing    171     . .     i 

Shape,  the,  alone  let  others  prize 4x1     . ,    | 

She  can't  well  do  without  me 530     ..     3 

She  cherishes  the  flower  che  false  one  gave   310     ..     3 

She  chooses  an  antique X36     ..     x 

She  comes  to  gather  flowers   467     . ,     4 

She  coaxes  and  nestles,  puns  and  pries  531     ..     j 

She  dances  round  me 531     ..     i 

She  did  it  with  her  eye 374    .,     j 

She  does  not  know  she  plays  at  chess 561     . .     i 

She  doth  remain  as  steel  and  flint    X41     . .     i 

She  doubts  me ^ 530     ..     x 

She  flouts  me   530     . .     % 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone 108     ..    4 

She  heard  me  breathe  my  am*rous  prayers....... X34     ..     x 

She  heard  my  sighs    X34     . .     x 

She  is  bright  as  love's  star 386     ..    4 

Bheisgone  108    ..1,4 
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«^**»«  ori-AO«  I 

8be  U  in  CTcrythioff  that's  good 3l>  ••    3 

Bhe  is  not  fair  to  oatwanl  riew 609  ..1  ' 

She  it  leTm,  bj  the  kakodar SJ^  ••     )  I 

I  She  Umbs  tha  lips o*  her  bonnia  red  row 491  ..1 

I  She  Ukrs  contradiction t»6  ..     %  I 

Bho  listened  to  the  tender  strain 134  . .    1  | 

She  luTCii  as  woman  rarely  Ion's  bat  once 5III  . .     3  I 

She  loved  yon  in  fortune 150  . .    4 

'  She  lovwl  you  most  in  misfortune x$o  . .    4 

She  lores  1)6  ..3  I 

She  loTes  him  yet ! 310  I  1.1.4  I 

She  loTi-s  till  life  be  o'er  |io  .-4 

She  loreii  you  now 150  . .     3 

I  She  lovca  you  itill 150  ..3  < 

I  She  mores  the  plfc« 560  . .     1  j 

She  mused,  more  tranquil  than  the  dore    559  ..     3 

She  uerer  can  wed  another 310  ..    4 

She  only  feelt  she  plays  with  lore $61  1 

She,  only,  spake  the  wopI    I74  . .     3 

She  {liercetl  her  breart  and  lore  fbund  an  entry    »66  . .     1 

She  plays  at  random 561  . .     1 

She  ruled  the  roast )7f  ..     1 

She  said  she  lomi 1)4  ..1  \ 

I  She  f«t,  and  phe  bloom'd,  in  my  cane-bottomed  chair 447  ..1  j 

She  saw  my  tears   .'....  X)4  ..1  | 

She  !w«-nM  in  all  tilings  better  than  dsatra 5)4  ..3 

She  Hi-f*  the  more  560  . .     i 

She  ^hlmId  Ite.  what  611  ..     ) 

She  vitN  in  the  midot  of  her  bower  casement 491  . .     1  1 

She  starts,  tn'mbUii.  an<l  weepa,  in  her  sleep 419  . .     1  I 

t  She  takes  whau'i-r  she  will 560  . .     3  i 

She's  too  good  to  let  me  die itf  ..4  ] 

She,  t'other  way  draws    1S6  . .     ) 

She  tore  my  miadre  ere  she  read 471  •  •    4 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight    171  . .    4 

She  was  false   1)5  ..     i  | 

She  was  honoured  because  of  him 374  ••4  | 

She  was  not  forgot 314  ••    ^  I 

Bho  weeteth  not  I  lore  her >49  ••     <  | 

She  will  lore  him  yet    )io  ..    4  , 

She  who  flies  the  lorer  chains  the  snnl    39S  . .     1 

She  who  for  pleasure  her  husband  will  slight   169  . .     i 

She'd  a  scarf  on  her  neck    447  •  •     >  ■ 

She'll  ne'er  forget  |io  ..     ) 

She'll  hare  her  will,  or  hare  her  flu ii6  ..     ) 

She's  all  perfection,  ererywbere 3)i  ..     1  1 

She's  an  armfn*  flt  for  hearcn 491  ..     1  I 

She's  extremely  handsome  3tS  . .     4 

I  She's  fair,  but  I  care  not  who  knows  it 3UI  *  3^9 

She's  pleased,  and  all  it  dear )xt  ..    4 

Shepherd  swain  and  dainty  nymph »&4  •  •    4 

Shephenl.  the,  and  Mary 47>  *  47^ 


B!i<pptvn]'a  fUufbler  , 

Ebiiihanl'a.  the  ■  pin 
BbiulMk,  duMlTing   . 

BbliiwrKlcad  Dn«  t>»& 

Eliom,  ni  wmdar  by  I 

Bbort  loKTlpllon    . . . 


Id  beart  «ronhliM  M  tby . 


8«h,  *  tw«l,  kiie 

Sigh,  nnd  Brow  (ondsr  . , 
eiKliand  Uqgalafa 


Blgh.  UoenigB  tbul  log 

Bljh.lul  

Bigb.  mj  P*^De    

BJgh  no  mam.  iHllet  .. 
agh,  no  unlitUowcd,  il 
aifta  not.  tor  your  moU 


Bigh.  Oiy  in 


at  hDpa  ud  leva  , . 
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H  bfUmr  than  wlHJ  wnnl' 
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Bin  ol  outing  tram  mi  Qatft  gival  ^Ui 

aiBg  bIvi;.  lo  DbUIa  B  ilgtal  of  heimi 
One  and  loie.  lo.  Ij  »U  Oio  MeHd  do, 

1»™  
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fibv,thDn«bI>h>U[,eTHbe»lli»  . 

Stagto.  I»V  *>f  t  i™.ln.  (orinj -to 

fllnnlae.  one  folta  In  love  Kith 

::::::  'Z  ; 

Elitel.  weep  iwset,  CD  m;  bmut 

BUUr*i  tcndtmw.  the  low  lose  of  >  . 

?''  ■ 

Biitean.thtbreaitofweel    

J4t    - 

Bkj.llw,«.dlt.BlorI«  

Bkj,  the, dirk  wliBD  UioB m nigh  ... 

*69    ■- 

:s  ■■ 

Sl«p.  llko  deuth  TritLont  lu  tmora.. . 

116  .. 

BlMpniydu'llng    

::::::  7i  :. 

Slocp  only  giTOi  thoo  to  mj  una  agsln 

**t  ■■ 

DUtionary, 


BItrplnii  Ion,  icln  bh  t»  tptntc^  mj 

eiiKhtirt  kn-o    

GbKt>lal-"|-'<i^-^i'  •fiiTio 

e^' nl.-r.  L.r.'k.'r.,bj  our  child'. !!!,... 

SiDllr.nctittaDpUnff. .-p.-.-.. -'-.--., 

Smile.  b«,  la  fmu 

Snill^jRiMilnol  Id  "io  

8(Dik,llT>uiiDD>.(ur>'Wi  

EDillc.  Duwlns  cbiim  af 

SmlUmonoR 

Bmll.-!  

Gmllri  Konui'i  

Binlk«,kcMturef.T       

Biiillw.:.«ibj.    Jkui"!  pllr 

Bmlln  uid  klHM    

fiinl:c«iinJintalnttatll|M>D<lhnn  .. 
Elmlln.  teBltchlna 

Sinl1»!faiirp;.>lllrMt 

SfnlEnpAiW.inaf  nukfl  JCH  Ackle  --.. 

auiUc*.  -rrt'nt  ttma  [lalD.  to  14  plIiA] . . 

hnllluK  kM  wnlrr    
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Bone,  brine*  Uok  fOtm.  QSw  loTotf 
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Bnnviw  ilni'ur'il  (br  lilnwiiii «(  bin  tqhIIi 

l«^,«iiiuB'KK>iitiin»rruiuiii< 

a>TT'>wliiukp>KiiiitBB«Ii'riiiitlinsc]»<i'r 

Biwniw  iinrrreiuHlbf  Buinl*   

Evmw,  pulliii:  ii  mich  nrtrt    

GurmT.  nplun^ufl..^,.. , ,,, 

CoTToT.iuiuKiMiMfurtlitmpbHn*.,... .......... 

£(irniw.  tb»t  ivrm'^b  Juy.  tu  Iw  \AfAvl ....--..-.... 

BoRvur.  Ilw  loirr  liKm  »( 

EMTOW,  (Ik  DlUni'ii    

Bumiw,  ihalb<>ni]i  latiiDt 

fiuFTuw.  tin-  tbi>rnj  iwLh  >>f 

AiToialiii;.  tfit  tian  of 

Enmiv'a  blliAt  

f<iirru>r^  fill    

SuRiMi.  1  Till  f  tiiv*  lu  liRhtcn  t  Iliac 

auTiiiii'i  >)L>lr.  rluMd  bir  ih*  iriifajtn 

Fiin<iii'i.|i»i,  IrnfcmlMcbtalbrotbiT-liBrrr  ... 

BiVTT,  Bu  Idta  thin  ihilt  b*  

EoDl.a  •!><»■  wnmltbnHich  thy 

l>nulu-ltrIii*,witrhFfT«( 

t>->ul.  biln  141  ■  vHF-wvni  

B-ul!hiU<>llrm>1>Ilnfft«n    '.". 

Einil.  (•i<l-'»kii»i>kil|[iotlbecD»luilnU  In  Ibr  , 

iiwil.  IIUktruubkaM  

Bnut,  Iilu'  an  «T>'n|n*]ii|t  um 

K.ii!.iiir.riiiu..iMi*n  .!!..'.'..!!.'.".'."...'.!!.!.!! 

Riiil.n)r,turMkr*m<>nn>r 

Snillnf  inMnJilK*   ''".''.'."!.'"!.".....'. 

SonlrlbnlbnrwIiHbrrulllwBanir    

BSDl.  UlvluIICl;.  DBlicIs     


SpBlk,  nfndd  to 

-      ■      ■  ■  -qt  wortt,  B  (»ce  lo 

Bpcaki.  wbyi bo  nntt 

tipocCiTi.  lone  KlidlDe  

Speech  holT  fule^.  or  vm^  half  Awolnt... 

Bpaeoh.  not  trail  i  WtBring  

BehkIiIhi  iDte  expmK]  ■  dejith  tn  )0Te   . 

epaanblera  Imc,  !<■  dopUi  boiuralM  

^elt.  In  QiB  nuSden'i  mil 

^ell.  In  chg  papU  nt  HD  eya  

^>U,  In  itrsngtb  

Bpdl  UiU  bIcBt,  and  bro^  ny  liqrt 

epflU,  woman'i  nana  a  goBidiui  .......... 

Bpslli.  lavc'i  otm  DiDilo  

BplmrM,  the  huE  of  oOiH 

Bplnet,  tlie«oiidafDlinui<aEiitfn)raUi«  , 

Spirit,  IS gulib  of  wonun'g 

BplritpOomeorertbeiPi 

Spirit  from  Ihw?  

Spirit,  enanllBn ^ .,.-.----......  - 

Spirit  iBl  to  thy  chunbcr  window    

Spirit,  maOa  holj  bj  ■  ririmna  woman  . . . 

BplTll,IPCtbODgbtIuiwbs]DTelT,  go    ... 

^ilrit.my,  unU  tlilancbaliialtDrvTenaor 
GpMCot  abidy 


Dictionary. 


fliril-n.-ni,                              "<>p*lh 4|t  " 

l=,,iriM  rc-.rvr.                         .     ....at 1-4  .. 

8lJilt.<.f  l"vrit,.ictr,™itili,l.i.r-l 5iq  .. 

"I'l'i"       ■                                »M  .- 

Sfltvii,  tbT)  uij  plnglo  wuniTQ ,>.,,,. it9  .. 

El-' lir  .. 

f^l'l"!--.                                   471  .. 

eprtne.     .      I  I             .   ■  nt  ilH  4it  .. 

B««1"bB<'-''" UT  .. 

t^^nit,  pprpvliu],  LnTF  onl  V  kiji^u* ..,  iA| 

FprinB""  cti-Iijrtil« 117  .. 

ftjuiiptudnrora t4t  .. 

ftar.  ■  •iniili>.  liiliic  In  t  br  «bl 414  . . 

Ptar -4  Il"K It  ., 

l^iar.l  lii.f.  ihroaiM'brUlvtIU 49I  .. 

Sur.      loio  uul  lont'*  dnr (54  .. 

si^lLBbt,  hr  mtUc*  In  ()o (43  .. 

i-tar-.  IriBlil ^  .. 

Ular-.DlUv               Dlilii .'  4n4  ". 

Rttfi.U'lIt  Ilia  lata  Wtte    144  .. 


^H^^^^^Bi^^l 
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B>«lii>.dfli»t.dHllotl>nn»ld ^ 

■«» 

•  ♦ 

•  1.1 

•  1 
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BUT  dow  ind  mrt.  tby 

IT<     . 
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::::;:  IT.  ; 

m  ■ 

J 

* 

j+»  •■ 

\ 

Bail  WBlm  ron  dwp 

«9     - 

i«.k-a„,...,M-«™™« 

4»»     .. 

4 

« 
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Ptrmiii'ol  lilni  Mif  Mnir  lu  nuidr  Id  Ixr  kuI     .. 

Blnralli.  «  lucid*  V"!  ("  lif  TtflUllltHt  bf  Hit  ur  fill 

Hinqi!  niumnrtBH  Ilk*  *  pMlnl  chIM  

BlfMi 'rf  lite 

Wkub,  ilir,  uut  tb(  IMl  In  tbr  hntrt 

Pin^unlrti,  two.  ninmiiUd 

Ktn-wnMl.tirofiiinoMluanUilD 

F(r-ii«i-T,  111  DiLT«««rrlatncbc  tbe  .,..,...,.... 

6M.lyh.-h.lKr  .".■.'.'■.'■■.'.".■.'.■.■■.■■."."■.'.■.■.'[■.' 
Stuff  l..r  rlruilhp;  ^Tv*  .^,m^, ,,,... 

Suil,  h-wIlilnKi  bM  wlUwut  BIH 

Boll!  talim  Dn'lhinllfuHT.'Killwil  iinr> !.!!.!. . 
f<iill.II.F,l<n«lthlM<jiIUIi.lD»     

flnn:ii>'rl-l.-w.'e<«»rrr>niber  clink'.'.'.".'.'.'.'!. 
eiimnHT  Mr iul>.  itHl  knr    

Biiminn'.  tbff  wmill 

Hun.  •«! 

Pun  sM  l|.iwm 

B.;ii.  Ii  i.-rr  hot  indtiTiml.  ohmlbe 

8iii.:ii:hl  r1>>|n  Ihr  nrth 

Pui..hiur..i.<ui«ruinr<<r  

t>Bn>biK  mv  UIdbo  tlif  pUb  


L£S4 

H'fcUUnotUirtH 

^H 1  Bbpmutiy of  VQman   ^.... 

^^V  BDTinte.  the  glad,  wtun^  in' 

W     •"««•■  UTwoirn  toot  bnii 


ol  hictaluid  Vir;   

ittdm.btantTlIaotdBC  .. 


SirF«t  plajfal ' 


.     4»t     ..     ) 

.   i#i  -  I 

•9)       ■    4 


SKcetncu,  pertocUon  of  tU 

SwlIl,  Hen,  nnd  BlBlU 

BirltC.Deui,hi>  Idle  with  .. 


Dictionary. 


Fymiatk-tii'  Impi'l'T 

^>Illp^(llj^.  tii3i44tSdih „,-....- -- 

fl>np.Ih)r.l.tURiuuf 

latumiait.  a,  «f  vUMluni 

7^hlM,»lililrk(t/  

7^)i<>lw,nkl.bu]iUia}«iiiirMtlDn   

lUuWkthnctfl.  

YKbhixl.lat  baiilbnBltn|i>M 

TaI.-.  1    ...™i-i"i™v        ','.'.'.'.'.'.','.'.'.'. 

Till'H.JUiiUforfnuidf 

T.iw«    ilrtiKMiti        

TiKi.plliHTidwlhrrMt     .  . 

Tarm  o(  burn  nt  ■l|r''« iW     • 

Taik-tlBa,  diliv  itMer*,  ■ 1A9    . 

Ta-li\  rvfllhil ..^.^,^. ,-,,.,.., - „  .  ^ . .  ^ .  ^ . . .  |to 

T«»t«-,  ■lai-jB.lirlnB   i     . 

T.^4l   -f     . 

Tr.ir.  ■  -Ipii  i-(  lUlIV  UHt  l»Mrly  lUbt   6|     . 

T.-M.JUlHlHimllgMiTBlllnuri A(     . 

T'-ar.aBiritiiaHdiiFllI'dnpi  1(4    . 

Ti'V,  drop  It,  will  tiUiilbii  

T.arn..nii»rtihi'"u.niiiir '....!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! !!!!!!!!!!!! 
T- ^!  mil  10  i.wniw '!!!"!!!!!!!!!'!!!"!!!!!!;!!! !!!!'.!"!! 

T.jr.ilw  lonlni  

Tnir.  thr  pnrt"' th™i» 


Tnn.  UUkI  IB 


jti  TlM^Mttg. „,,...  (.1 

ft»^Ilirtt»ti^iJH».>'i.i.m».«l.t. 


;S6 

r-k  ZOT'i^y 

—  ^ 

T»tulpH]wiitv«ai 

ig-t  ^ataeUm  tw  

«»    "■  « 

'■'    ■•  • 

: 

Teiio,»th>u<iriialld,  dooltplr  il 

Two,  ot  blia.  for  tbe  ptsKnt  . . 

Tiui,  ot  }iij,  lor  Uie  p<u(   

Tnn.  ot  iidtj  

Tan,  ot  •omir.  uj  tlu  upbrn 

nan,  ot  IhuikfolmH 

Tern, pdnUd Dm loiTom   .... 

Teui,  itar-erH  Claud  In 

Tun,  itnoRe,  tbDli  pawn 

Tears,  tb&t  ElLmm'd  m^  eyfl ...... 

Tf«»>  tbe  GlHf  that 
Toflrft.  tbe  f  Btct  caul 
Tmni,  mo  Ininij  of 
TMn.  U;j  litlH,  Dnt  m;  tu 

tttn,  tnglo,  bedim  tiia  >r 
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•TlitCliipid,OHiteiaHope*  6i    .. 

Tliodaflbdaiilooawoiitlielw ^ .'•...    Aft    .. 

TtaodMiwt fl09    .. 

The  dearest  rlgtati  of  maa it| 

The  departed  qiizlt,  tti  cia|dojiiiei\t tj    .. 

TIM  derU  take  liar,  if  ehewffl  not  love 4it    .. 

Tba  dew  of  jontfa  in  tlij  heart j§§    .. 

The  doive,  and  the  eonl 146    .. 

The  earth's  centre,  darkneei  and  hdl 4it    .. 

TIm  earth's  fMO,  all  beanty • 4it    .. 

The  ttvled  teidegxoom .....# 61  .. 

The  eternal  model  of  twantj 4^  .. 

The  evening  ster  ^ 497  .. 

The  exquisite  tondi  which  paarion  imparts T. ijt  .. 

The  cije  won,  hot  not  the  heart,  when  kyrelB  awaj ,  441  .. 

The  faded  flower  home  t^  the  stRam 7f  .. 

The  fkireet  face,  the  falxeet  mind ^g/$  .. 

Thefdrestthinf  ; 5t7  .. 

The  faith  of  memory  a95  .. 

The  faithfnl  loTcr,— «Ten  if  not  ohoeen ii]  .. 

The  faithksB  ecroll    €4  .. 

The  feast  of  lore txj  .. 

The  flower  that  never  chanfres  hue 19]  . . 

The  flower  the  false  one  gave  her 310  .. 

The  forsaken  loi  . . 

The  forEAkcn  one  offen  her  »>othlng  friendship  99  . . 

The  forsaken  one's  wishes 99  ..1 

The  fatnre  and  the  past  197  . . 

The  gentle  knot,  by  cruel  death,  is  now  nntwine«l 271  . . 

The  Qod  of  love  laaghed  that  sight  to  see z66  . . 

The  graces  bind  their  hair  with  flowers X70  . . 

The  graces,  Venus,  and  a  lady   96  . . 

The  Ounrds*  ball,  remlniAcenco  of    27  .. 

The  guiding  star  of  wedded  lovo 197  . . 

The  handsome  and  the  kind   X77  . . 

The  happiest  mortal  once  was  I    169  .. 

The  heart  that  gives  value  to  word*}    44  . . 

The  heart's  first  bloom  of  love 3x6  . . 

The  heart's  language    3x5  .. 

The  ITebrew  bride 57  . . 

The  Uebrcw  bridegroom 58  . . 

The  husl)and'8  dread 318  . . 

The  joys  of  grief    131  .. 

The  kind,  with  falsehood  to  dotroy 3x4  .. 

The  lark  and  the  net X90  .. 

The  life  of  mortals    134  . . 

The  light  of  life  is  o'er 357  . . 

The  lonely  flame  bums  longest 13  j  .. 

The'lover's  fate  and  Cupid's  loss  X52  . . 

The  maid's  remon^tranoo    499  . . 

The  maid  to  my  mind  269  .. 

The  majesty  uf  quiet  lovo 66  •• 


._  I 


Dictionary. 


Then.urt!T'..T.iw    

Thomulyi'i.tnji'n 

TlKnilvr>n.lhli>tn';M-iin 

The ninnmri te|>«  '.'!.'.'.''...'.'.''..'. 

The  muilc  wu  taiiiho.1 

Thr  NoTwrniui  biinU'r'ii  vlfp 

TIlt  nTlriph  Bhtl  the  Ihi-plieTd 

TV  pymiih  vrrkii  fur  whkt  «b«  phiuu'i]  bvfvR 
The  nymph  ^hiAti  the*  *hr|iherf1  ..,....,..  ^ . 
The  ti;iniih  \i\r-t  ilieibirtaun  hnwit 

The  mie  hiiqr  «f  ll(» 

Tlirimt.  ths  fnlure  Dnl  lotboe    

Thrin'Tli^  Inleof  nonni  and  Jnltet 

Tbr  p>iU<MH>hiT  lohlnlore. ..,,,.,,,, 

Tlie  |>1iirp  tt4«  tit  lu  JH,  or  DO  ....,.„..,.. , 

T}w|«irt  fiwniAlL  tobii  wUa  ,*- 

Thep-r«ii'"-'.i™etiU!d....!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

The  iiruuilMt  IkIjt 

The n-e »ml  ihrmln 

The  ruffEH]  Uh]  tAK  krm ..,,...  ^ ....,,....  ^ , 

Tb(»t«Tot  nlhrtlon 

The  «mo  i«.r.n  for  •iw.n  torinj  

Tlie«r«  hfclh  if  pfiirle... 

Vbe  wrirni  vin  not  ileiiut    

The ftlukJi- uf  liiri'V fle)4rtAl boon  .......... 

TIU'vbFpbfnrtwvuiula.......,.,.,.  4, ,,,,,., 

TYw ^h(H!« of  linin- t*vnilfla  ...,,..., 

Thr 'nait'B  hnie«th  ibaAcnrer 

The  ■■<■*(  Seirl-uonih   


Tto 


Thoe,  Iihpp7  hoat  thni 
Ttec,  bunnoBj  liiBS  fi 
Thee,  Hi  gtn  thU )» 
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Thn. 

TbH, 

TIM*. 
Tbw, 

Tbo-, 

riH. 

Tlwr. 
Tbw. 
Thn, 
Tlw. 


l-n  f-n-IlT  try  »ilh  dl  nj  bivt  to  I>I.-m 


Tb«.-li>iDld<>lD(>k(H<.01>lrlOimtl    

2 

Tbome,  1>  UHn  bat  •  ilngli   i 

»«i 

«* 

Ttief  bring  Dal^«lit,at»l  TiRutb,  via  J'>f 

m 

ThlnoMaa-gifudfje 

»9S 

Thln<,  penluuics   

!«     . 
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Th«o  neTST  LoTsd  who  drouq  that  thflj  lorol  on 

Thnnjr  pttb.lta  holier  tlAr., -,-,...-,,. ^-..., 
"Hiomj  n*l  lobotrodbj  Ihojoang  

TboannmuliMtbiiinirhiwt'cucUnKlu  .'. 

ThoBMthappT  ■-■' 

TlionKrt  lovn]  or  manj  ...,....„.^...,....^, 

ThoD  ut  pot  forgot  .,..-..,.... , 

Tb0D  Art  not  ]ovol,.„ --.<^- 

Thou  Htt  nothing  10  01  iKn,  KlI  to  ma  ...,^^.... 

Thou  arl  the  IUiii«    , 

Tuau  uTt  tbo  •ml  of  gwd  •ml  ploua  lurki 

Tboo'ud  I  (h*!!  put  DO  mora  ..!!.'!!!.!!!!!!! 

Thsaimd  I.  thrj  nrnrloi'd  m 

Tb«lbn.lo(  wotnuiklnd    

ThoQiVt-Qi'iAmo  not  nDvortbj  tlhti  ,.,. 

ThoQ  d1i]*t  break  tbe  r^ffrrt  of  uiy  heart   . . 

Tlhja  di4kt  emparadbr  mj  pain     ^....... .. 

Tboq  dUiit  vlth«r  op  mjr  OowrTinf  TAiaih  ..-,-- 

Thou  fair  and  lorely  creaturer,., 

TboD  Hnd'it  not  all  Ihjr  heart  dtouDdt  In  IM   .. 

TbonloTeil  Uu  manr.  1  twDDch. 

Tbaa  T01  path  can  cbsrr  and  biwa    

Tboq  ihilt  cone  the  r*TFl'i  glailnaia  

Thoa  ihalt  drink  In  aadnna    •.•.--,,,,,-.,.... 
Thoq  ahalt  hau  tho  bauqocfa  gUn  . . . .  ^  ^ . . . . , , 

TboDihalt  bait  all 

Thod,  that  art  loTe.  OhI  pit  J  anrl  lorgJTr 

TboQirKt  mjwnriLdFlijfhtAl  cbokv.. ^... 
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Tli»  J07»  Uwr  lun  m«  tinni 
Thy  large  duk  tTH 

TbT  llpa  BTo  pila  uiii 
Tbj  We,  tunn  m  1 
Thy  lontuUi 


Tl.y.»«l..™.™^^. 
Tky  Ihuuvliu  brUmg 


Tby  TuktV  Ibrillli 
nyniObial. 


J 
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Time,  (sn  M'n  alTUe  loTO  from  Ml*  «,d1  

^    ..   »' 

Tlma,  ODnqnend  unij  hyttvttfn 

t|*     ..    ■ 

. 
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TAg  lovery 

^^ — ,rf(rt»iB 

—  ss 

TwM.dtdir 
Tr»IiiU» 

TM«,Ueut 

I-        TrM^r-giew 

J         Ti1»li  <it  lofm 
1         Writamyln 

TrW  1«™,  tho 
•    TiliusiA  ot  m 

Tnnophuit  s 

■  ■     1. 4    Uf    .-    t 

TroUuuKlCn 
T»Ui  In  iOfflO 
Tratb.  m  nuin 

Troth  pllghUd 

Troth,  tbopUg 
TremH,  tlw,  ■ 
Tror.*->«o(. 
True  iffortioni 
Tnui  nllegiu.™ 
Tnu  isd  kIndJ 
Trusondrte^ll 
True,  u  Uw  dl 
True,  u  the  D» 
Trne  brewt,  ■. 
Trui  hem,  k« 
True  benrU,  th 
True,  I  mum  n 

»hoi^utlt.r>'ih     

^    "    * 

"     ■■    » 

True  JoTB,  doa 
True  love,  r»pt 

Trueiovci.dBD 
Toic  loven  don 
True  lovo'i  bow 
True  IOT0>  dwe 
True  lovft  Imo 
Tn6lo«;illgh 

Tme' to  jourat: 
TruM  not  love. 
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Troth  In  bq[niieht..iiotl™i«B-HM 

,...    6.J    . 

Truth.  on«  that  In.  "ulJ  pl«-o  mt 

T™ili.uJiB«doliii,ci«iploa    

....    46(    . 

....     JS,     . 

T-MtymbiiHinBrnDoamo  

....    j:«  . 

T)r«.nj.ii..k»«hj«unN.l. 

!*J    . 
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Uoi'ipBJlB]  clralh  of  Bomc  oU  Udy  . . 
UDfursiien  On,  of  Pnimvtfaeai 


JDkiiiil.IcDaiaiiu[  t» 

JoklDdnw  

iTuknaira  t  dKb  

ODlovol-toL™      

jDiiutcbcd.I.fOrlovc 

'niniitctan],  thou,  (ut  brauty... 

at  dtlisbt... 


Hi  light      . 


iicl    .. 


Vnroiunial  lort.  'IIk 

TTriHon  she  prayvJ  .  ^ . , 

TTHthemiui  t^IyoDirci]  Itkejroaifa' 


I 


I 
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Virgin's  choek,  the 

Virgini,  np  with  the  lark 

Virtue,  as  much  as  coold  die  . . . 
Virtue,  glows  the  brightest  gem 
Virtue  holds  my  heart  in  thrall. . 
Virtue,  joined  with  peace. 


raoB 

99    • 

lo    . 

*55  • 

MO  - 

4U  • 

»79  • 

Virtue  me  forsake,  if ,  aU  a  scorn  of  me  will  make   379  . 

Virtue,  thoughts  by  which,  may  be  bred    461 

Virtue  with  modesty     169  . 

Virtues,  bind  the  heart..  179  , 

Virtues  manifold,  adorn  my  lore's  mind 606  . 

Virtues  of  a  lost  wife    16 

Virtue's  self ,  lore  appears  as |ia 

Virtues,  so  many  In  a  single  mind    459 

Virtues,  those -...  278 

Virtues,  too  strong,  to  be  gnrprisod 516 

Virtues,  written  In  ▼erso 1x9 

Virtuous,  so,  decm'd  by  all 5W 

Vigil  and  a  care,  kindness  grows 045 

Vision,  enchanted 124 

Vision  in  the  cane-bottomed  chair    447 

Vision  of  lovers  hung  in  despair 365 

Vision,  thou  wildly  gleaming • 415 

Viiiions,  brilliant,  that  can  never  bloom  again 316 

Visions  of  brii^ht  happy  youth 431 

Virions  of  lovo  and  the 508 

Vi^iollS  of  my  youth  return    195 

Visions,  sweet 606 

Vivid  remembrances 133 

Voice,  a  prentle 3 

Voice,  a  joyous  tone zo6 

Voice,  a,  more  than  sonp  to  mo 348 

Voice,  a,  through  silence  and  solitude xi8 

Voice,  do  not  conceal  thy  heavenly 384 

Voice,  from  the  future 357 

Voice,  her,  charms  the  heart  into  calmness    450 

Voice,  her,  is  death    Z35 

Voice,  her,  sweetest  when  with  me  alone    » 61 3 

44! 

5^1 

14 

567 

474 

»7» 

475 

60 

3« 

108 

Sa8 

»9 

J96 

»1 
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Voice,  I  listen  for  that  enchanting  

Voice.  I  shall  hear  that  sweet  ami  touching 

Voice,  like  a  brook 

Voice,  music  of  thy  

Voice,  musically  sweet 

Voice,  mute  is  that  harmonious 

Voice,  nameless  charm  of 

Voice  of  a  lady  described 

Voice  of  inward  warning    

Voice  jms-cod  away 

Voice,  soft  as  zephyr's  sighs 

Voice,  polemn,  within    

Voice,  the 

Voice,  the,  its  powers  over  the  soul 
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ITnknnv  at  loie  painful    

vmiji ."!!.!!!!M!!!!.!!ii""!!. 

WnUb  ud  vroe,  IdTnl  in    

1irniLlh[biHllCTTu'rIurbmiuF>t 

Wnltb.  Dur  RllttR  bat  cannot  vjirui 

Vrallliof  liiving  

Wiiilih  oiiciT  •aiiKht  botatT*)  ibrlnr 

TCi-nllb.  trluDipbuit 

^■'ullh.  WAIT*  tbortrliutof  laK'fl-jur  ... 

Wrrdlli;  nuirlim*   

WnU7  vith  liqif  liut 

VmbrrniFk,  Ilir.  mnn  hllbfnl  tbui  wdoii 

VkI  In  butr,  )«'>  »it  niD  Hul 

Wr>l,<inl»>u-sUiiMtiirtn 

Wnl.erCRiivloinK. 

Wnl.  mw  btirbluid  Ion 

tCnhh^I  litr.  Ih«  bnt  ot  Ml  tblngi  oMditi 
VohMllfe,  iMbimimof  

WnWinn  l.ftk .".'.'.".'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.' 

Wi^ilinir,  vrcTT,  mikc*  Bih^tl^T.  -......-.. 

Wi^kUiv  (laj,  lo-moTTOw  wh  to  br  <^ir  .  - . 
Wi^llnitrUJr^  jroD  mv  bebroiiflbt  (im-ilt«p 

Wi^llipck.  niDtitnwl  li'T,  lo  Cdonin't  ijiuy 
WcH-ck,  wltbanbruklilMbRirrm  ... 
Wrol.  the.  maid  be  »  Rlurhnu  u  lli<-  x-  w 

Wmbuil  tbonu 

MVklyblU. 

W^V'u^'nwi'Vili'lil.rt'.'lo  *.*.'.'.''.'.*.  .'.*.*.'. 

Virp  and  will.  oA  ■•h-Bl  In  v>in 

V«.,.,  aMnr*  hmit  rviuw  In 


WWF.fmlj Jjl 

Wnirnot ,  f^ 

Wi»p,iiwi«rt««,  onuijImM.t 4,4 

'Wnp,  vhAt  iha lafi  wJien I -.- ^.. 14$ 

Wwplnj  I])( 

WwplTif,  anlebt  of  djrarr.i -.,,. ^1 

Waging,  effect*  of  Chlot'i ij, 

WscfiluK,  far  my  blMaed  lot  ,„ 


nUtudi 


AVekonw  ohbln,  Ibe  . , 
WeJccei*  bopv.  and  «< 
VdoIBi,  iwut  ba  tli; 
Wall  Qiani  it  nrtli,  1 


Vlwt  k  woman-B  chdl™  U  not    

Vhatan  wpcct  loTilorer 

Wlwtanall  Uu  jo^ot  eutb? 

Vtait  KB  Utdngg  wonh  if  Uitni  Uiii  no 


IVlial  on  ■  «0 
What  Ma  bs  do 


'Wbut  am  •hoi?  famini  ngBlnn  lo' 
WbBlurelboir  eood  ibsbcr  ... 


PQ  bu  tflftTDOd  to  lire  ov 
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Whkl  T  luti,  lonDOt 

.  Vhit It 'twm-bolh mine ud thins?  

Wlimt  li  1oTC» foDd  Khcpberd, Ihrfv f   ,,.,..,,.,..,....., 

Wliit  li  Uia  ci«nlag  ol  tbj  tJiiiiu;bt  f 

Vhit  la  tbi  *(irhl  to  fad  whoia  btut  la  Id  Um  Rune  r  . . . 

Wliu  nuiij  ■  dnp^rinit  nul  doa  

What  uirbrHkUw  link*,  of  Ion.  Bian  

Whit  Duirarit*  nine  IhiuuKliiir  

WhMprlnluit.  pen  (TlniimVi! !!!!!! !'.!!!!" 

WliflieiiiiJrlulJ)Ii.ry 

Wlat  ibe  miut  be  lo  b«  lb»  i«ffii  love  

IS'bBt  luneliuitT  aid 

Wh»I  BHorbody  allBg , 

VlLit  tlM  pAAinR  pplrlt  uld   ,.....,.,,-,.. 

Wlmt  vlll  Di^  him  lauicli  uid  ilnf  . .  - ,  -  - .  ^ . .  -  ^ . . .  ^  ^ . , 

Wliirl.  Ibn  n>11Ja( 

Whru  hlDt-rj'td  Anna  1*11  cvaw  t"  Inrr 

Wlimhnrt  nwK  bcut.  and  lifv  bluie 

Whrn  I  wnBler  •ll'ntl J  

WtatDlulluw  th«,  Dirliinl    

When  Inn  brgtiii  t«  iiod  hli  wiwt  ipur  it  oppiiritioa  .. 

Wbi'n  Ion  li  i^glillf  Und  1dm  <tvll 

When  V>v[d  tmt 

Wlien  OB  mr  knee.  I  [ei'I.  thy  pnjrrn 

Wlit-n  phe|«iiiAl    .......... --^...-.-..•-..-.-..-.^-.^ 

Wtirn  «nR  mnd  rmu**  fill  to  plru* -  - 


Who  gkj*  Ihj  HDKb  RIU 

Wbo  n\M  kll  'ho'U  of  t 


Wbo»  Iboii  Krtt  BolUnc  to 


U•<Illa>^l^•Kll•»•lli 


jSo 


T/ie  Lovers^ 


rAOB 

Why  should  forrow    • ^^^ 

Wby  should  two  hearts  not  lodge  together  ? xSy 

Why  should  woman  erer  love  7 42  j 

Why  shonld'st  thou  have  mine  7   x8y 

Why  speaks  he  not  ? X59 

Why  so  dull  and  muto,  young  sinner  ?    ^ly 

Why  80  pale  and  wan  ? ^ ^ly 

Why  that  asking  look  ? 5j8 

Why  the  hreath  should  not  be  concealed   38^ 

Why  the  heart  and  eyes  are  to  be  sent  back x8x 

Why  the  least  of  womankind  should  be  choeen ^^ 

Why  the  teeth  are  not  to  be  oonoealed 384 

Why  the  voice  is  not  to  be  concealed  384 

A^y  those  tresses  should  not  be  concealed 384 

Why  thy  breasts  should  not  be  concealed    384 

Why  throbs  my  heart  when  he  appears  ?    260 

Why  warbling  birda  forget  to  sing 26z 

Why  will  yon  haunt  me  581 

Wicked  spirit's  residcnoe,  the ^18 

W^idow,  the xo6 

Widower,  his  grief  and  fondness    16 

Widow's  sombre  cap,  the ao6 

\N'i'  mouy  a  vow,  and  lock'd  embrace ^j 

Wife,  a  golden  sentence  writ  by  our  Makeu ^^ 

Wife,  a  happy 5 

Wife,  a  husband  and  chihiron,  her  delight 20- 

Wife,  a  lost,  her  virtues  and  ber  love i5 

Wife,  a  man's  arithmetic (^ 

Wife,  a  sciun  of  nature    5q^ 

Wife,  a  phrine  for  nature's  pilgrimage ^,^ 

Wife,  a  treasure ,  _  ^- 

Wife,  an  ideal,  described ,.^ 

Wife,  anticipations  of  life  with  an  ideal _. 

Wiff,  character  of  a • . 

Wife,  companion,  friend ^ 

Wife,  dear  in  old  age * 

Wife,  dear  name  of    '  ^ 

Wife,  dear,  well  I  know  thy  thoughts *  g 

Wife,  dearest  at  the  close  of  life    

Wife,  familiar  with  her  huj<band's  powers ^  ^^ 

Wife,  flijjpant  in  reply ^^ 

Wife,  friendship  preferred  to  passion  in  a *  . 

Wife,  from  a  gentleman  to  his ]  ^^ 

Wife,  good  wishes  for  a  happy    * 

Wife,  her  life  of  affection    *  Ji 

Wife,  her  love,  a  stream  from  fount  to  sea ^' 

Wife ,  how  dear  a  prudent   "  Z\ 

Wife,  I  hoped  to  call  thee    .*..'...•.  r  , 

Wife,  made  of  feminine  affections    '  *  *  ^ 

Wife,  may  her  a)nquefit8  improve,  how  a *  *  Z_ 

Wife,  meets  his  destined *  *  * ^ 

Wire,my WWV.W  \^ 


cccnox 

OFPAQK 


1, 


1,  • 
I.  1 


.4 
.4 
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wife,  tbe  EDO)  nun'apamUM  '. 

'WiK  t)ui  port  lo  bU 

Wife,  to  m^ 

^IfVt  wiDtlriri>n«»b«cuiDot  pkj bli del>tf  ....,.., 

Vif(,'wlii.t«.nof.      ■   .1    ■i.miiglit   

7ifp,  who  «'BUt4  K,  T  '  :«-!  topoflteritj-. 

miJ  ud  f (r  m;  bean  bM  nngnJ  

Willi  and  ilrong  pudoD  

Vildn^dminadiif    

V|l«ik  •Nuii-i  he.  tull  or 

VlUlMUMflUiinmU! 

VillBTlBciicitbliiiwiBbnr  

ViUaomsnukiitlinnilMr   

Will,  ill  J  (mprldoia  

WmjmH«iiBM.B«U«V 

VUt  tboDlonmalw  

WtnuKlnKlbnbflliUBiar    

WlB,<>li>tbmtb<T>«ftto 

Win  onVj  Uurtl*,  (o         

-trtauorki^^  

Vtnd.nllbitDlniDnriilftit 

■Winil,  «»rf,  i»  "tern*  Jon  hum  lm«lb'd  Ott  li   

Wb*  whoMiniiikr«OfHill.l"lK 

Wlnnlniiof  ikLu 
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Wi^.l-m.   
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inthiniH«f ,  » t7p«  o(  iho  fonak™ 

WlUilD  Itali  tomb  then  lies  tbi  WreM  thing  In  moiKU  n 

a  ....     iW 

WitioDt  Ujw,  twKU  «e  iwwt  no  lonpr  

M» 

WlUm.Tffl«ri«af«,l,ds1d8   

M« 

Ww.cupofMrtlily  
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Woman, hot  unorcB  and  ■orro^n 46 

WoDian,  hold*  his  feeble  hand  ^54 

Woman,  in  a  little,  love  grows 465 

Woman,  in  a  little,  a  taate  of  pandire 465 

Woman,  in  flnnnffw,  a  friend ii| 

Woman,  in  fondnen,  a  lorer 11} 

Woman,  like  a  weathercock    ]7I 

Woman,  more  pfrecioni  than  an  only  child 178 

Woman,  mo«t  belorcd  of  all  hoavcn**  works 178 

Woman  most  haT«  a  title,  besides  gold   187 

'^Voman,  near  him  night  and  day &55 

Woman  never  can  forget........ 155 

Woman, never leaveth him..... a(5 

Woman,  nerer  wearieth  155 

Woman,  our  cnrte  as  well  as  blearing 178 

Woman,  nUl  or  weep,  I  am  indilfcvtmt    txx 

Woman,  sentence  on  a  cnrst IS4 

Woman  sliall  bloB5om  anew  in  the  bowers  of  Gou 47 

Woman,  slta  by  his  chair i$4 

Woman,  smoothes  the  pillow %%^ 

Woman,  so  good,  some  for  less  deiflcd 380 

Woman.  Ftill  boa,  to  you    i$8 

Woin.an,  that  scomn  the  help  of  art )8o 

Wi.»ma!i,  the  earth  occurpcii  for  a 47 

Wunian,  the  banghticfit  bloud  of   6io 

Woman,  the  light  of  nature    586 

Woman,  the  mart  f«)r,  as  well  om  manjriK-s 557 

Woman,  the  Kwevt  lip  of \\\ 

Woman,  imilotlle^l  by  sin 17!) 

Woman,  watc)icsi  for  his  wants 254 

Woman,  what  stie  f^hall  share 45 

Woman,  when  like  a i$8 

Woman,  wlion  hho  leadH  man,  waxing  frail    £54 

Womanhood  antl  childhood 35; 

Womniiho<^,  May  of I7j 

Womaiikiiiil,  a  fimilc  for 318 

Womankind  do?in.'*  more  freedom    irr 

Womankind,  her  fiimilc.  a  whimsical  cre.it nn> 318 

Womankind  of.  choo!>e  the  least 466 

Womankind,  simile  of,  a  cloud  318 

Womankind,  the  tmth  of  love  in jit 

Womankind,  thou  best  of 293 

Woman's  angelic  watch    433 

Woman's  l)0«>m  our  pillow Hj 

Woman's  brra^t,  love's  tabernacle ^j 

Woman's  charms  decreased  with  her  Mzc 466 

Woman'i^  chrak  palcth,  what  follows    25 j 

Woman's  constancy  and  love 154 

Woman's  eye.  lamp  in  3  52 

Woman's  eye,  sonl.^,  and  angels 352 

Woman's  face,  full  of  wiles 373 

Woman's ferrour,  when  bestshown i^^ 
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Wonum*s  glMt,  if  470 

WomAU*!  ffeneroof  fftith 151 

Woman's  heart,  iu  fean  ....^ 141 

Woman*!  bopea,  youth,  life 4^1 

Woman'*  inward  world,  true  affections 434 

Woman's  life,  feeling    414 

Woman's  love 4)1 

Woman's  lore 4)^0 

Woman's  lore 536 

Woman's  love,  a  fearful  thing    144 

Woman's  love,  and  man's  love  154 

Woman's  lore,  buds  and  withers  in  an  hour 4S0 

Woman's  love,  the  precious  boon  of 45] 

Woman's  lore,  the  reason  for  its  staj 151 

Woman's  love  to  her  forsaker 99 

Woman's  love,  onchangeablc i^o 

Woman's  mind,  blest  with  a  360 

Woman's  part,  not  a,  to  press  a  suit 473 

Woman's  pride    - 437 

Woman's  pride,  would  still  the  troth  repress 313 

Woman's  rain,  tt«rs 318 

Woman's  revenge,  like  the  tigers  spring.  .<. 537 

Woman's  settled  grief 155 

Woman's  t>Ia%'c    586 

Woman'ssmilo    433 

Woman's  smile,  effect  of,  in  Eden    151 

Woman's  smile,  our  meed    113 

Woman's  sorrows  when  man's  life  is  o'er    1^5 

Woman's  lepirit,  anguish  of 434 

Woman's  strength,  in  trial %\ 

Woman's  talk 373 

Woman's  tears  and  righa,  weaknew  of 15^ 

Woman's  t<>arfi,  like  the  crocodile 373 

Woman'fl  tongue 373 

Woman's  tongue,  with  angel  face it3 

Woman's  voice,  its  charms 13 

Woman's  whole  existence    613 

Woman's  wit  (cilcnces  strife 13 

Woman's  worth  unknown  to  low  minds 581 

Women  and  clouds 3tS 

Women  and  cloudx,  pervenie 3x8 

Women  andclou.lo,  turn  with  every  wind..» 3iS 

Woman  are  dewdrops    113 

Women,  beguiling  the  heart*  of  mankind 95 

Women,  changing  like  the  win<tit : 480 

Women,  effects  of  pain  on   a6 

Women,  flcklc 95 

Women,  flcklc 491 

Women,  frail  491 

Women  fly  from  man  to  man 491 

Women,  gems  of  thf  mom 113 

Women,  good  to  be  released  fivm  great 406 

50 


strri 
or  r 


osr 


J 


^86  The  Laverf 

1 , _ — 

WpBMn,1ioauifito 596 

WoBMB,  bow  thqr  ohftnti 491 

WoiiMn,llikiihoit ; 46^ 

Women,  UkstiitwlBdi 4B0 

Womm,  Uki  to  gU  tlMB  «  ikelp 94 

WoDMB,  Uttto,  m  pniM 465 

WoBMB,Utt]0,lOf«IOBUICh ^ 464 

WonMHi  lofvtolMHrliooiolwocdf>.......«**.k.«...  •■.•••••...«  ^f% 

WoBtBfpnlMoC  UtUo Y^ 

WooNn, ivfongo «iiptoUDj iwwt to gx$ 

WooNii  diglh  ftinoU..... ....... .ay ..•••••.■••  ■•«,.•  51a 

WOBMB, itm 0(  tilOllll^  ...•.••• ••.•*-.••..••..       II]  . 

Womb,  dj  ood  dnum • ^^ 9^ 

Wonan,  toll,  not  mth  wtBulag ^..... 465 

WogB«i,tiiooia»thiitl0fo]uit)illE0.A ^ 4II0 

WoaNnitholofooC ...^ 517 

WaB«n,tiiOBiootdiTinoof 5^ 

Womn,  tlMlr  tMonty,  tiie  wont  thine  about  tbsm 95 

Women,  tbdr  futti  not  to  be  told  in  o  day 95 

Women,  tbdr  loTO,  it  it  wen  firm  491 

Women,  tbeir  emUei  and  sobe a6 

Women,  unsettled 491 

Women,  we  silly,  cannot  rest 41 1 

Women,  wbat  must  they  be? jfio 

Women,  what  ti^ey  inflict,  they  feci 5^7     . 

Women,  will  bring  the  world  to  an  end 95     . 

Women's  bitter  cures    U     . 

Women's  hearts  bought  and  sold 51Z 

Women's  schemes 3x8     . 

Won,  the  fort  Is  feeble  that  is  easily    411     . 

Wonder,  worship,  and  delight    534 

Wondered  who  should  require  the  service  next 568     . , 

Wondrous  hair 34     . . 

Woisme ^ 411     .. 

Woo,  a  sad  heart  hath  come  to 304     . . 

Woo,  eve  the  hour  when  maidens 3     . . 

Woo  for  a  week,  some  wantons 412     .. 

Woo  her,  how  shall  I    348     . . 

Woo  in  jest,  women  cazmot  rest  for  men  that 41 }     . . 

Woo  in  vain 544     .. 

Woo,  men  adore  who  oome  to 3 

Woo,  time  to  dance  is  not  time  to    53a     . . 

Woo,  wed  or  ocaac  to 499     .. 

Wooodawoman 33 

Wooer  light  makos  fickle  truth Sjx     .. 

Wooer,  the  widow's  294     . . 

Wooing,  ever 499     .. 

Wooing,  midst  your,  remember 576     . . 

Wooing,  tempt  a  second .* 419     .. 

Woodbine  and  the  oak,  the 591 

Woodbine,  fragrant,  all  nntwino x-jx     , , 
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WoodblD*,  thkluU  of  the 616 

WOOdlATl^  tlM XX| 

Woody  bUU 616 

Word,  a  lorer^t  illTer  431 

Word,  the  wcret,  her  name 45f 

Word,  wnog  not  forth  one  bamlng  4)6 

Worda    561 

Words,  all  th7, 1  ooaoted  witty 409 

Wonla  and  vov!t  which  bind  the  htuband  to  the  bride  340 

Worda,  die  on  my  lipe  z6o 

Word«,  feeble  poiircr  of 399 

Wonln,  irolden 604 

WonSs,  golden  strain*  X9t 

Worda  heal  the  slab  yoor  handa  have  made 601 

Wonla,  imogn  of  her  mintl 191 

Worrlii,  lovely,  with  canning  maaked 409 

Wonla  of  d«eiier  aorrow  iix 

Wnnla  of  love.  In  boyhood's  yvara    ilo 

Worda  of  mercy  falling  on  the  aonl  like  balma 595 

Words,  those  honied,  women  love  to  hear 194 

Wonis,  three  eloquent fTS 

Work  oat  some  other'a  woe 601 

World,  appointed  for  the  happy  deed  494 

World,  dark  since  thoa  art  gone   I50 

World,  the,  naught   457 

Wnrkl,  the.  sti-m  and  drear    57) 

Workl.  to  bhun  the  bnsy 397 

Wunhip  mlApplied  is  sin   107 

Worship  of  years   )46 

WorsbippfHl  idol  of  my  heart 114 

Worth,  forgotten    tji 

Worth  of  a  hoart   405 

Wortli,  only,  could  kindle  lore )8o 

Worthy  to  be  lovpd  by  none   490 

Would  be  loved  for  myaelf  199 

Wound,  sack'd  both  the  sweet  and  smart,  from  t lie    175 

Wounded  hoart   419 

Wounded,  when  both  srxi  *.    ■• xi6 

Wrap  thy  mantle  n>uud  thee 194 

Wreath  of  orange  bloMoms    xo6 

Wrrath  of  summer  flowers to6 

Wreath,  the,  is  on  my  brow   547 

Wreck,  monm  the  inward 39) 

Wrcck'd  amidst  rocks  5f 

WrK:k»of  time  1S4 

Wretched  fate  of  the  fair,  lamented    141 

Wretched  man  I  my  trust  was  folly 409 

Wretclicdneai,  li>t  of  utt<-r 313 

Wring  not  forth  one  burning  word 436 

Wrinkled  face,  for  looks  delightful  409 

Wrinklea 334 

Wrinkles  insteiul  of  smiles *|« 
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Write  Mid  lnvBb  I  ■RMfc  boHi  •«.» • f9f    ..  4 

Write.  blftlM  to  write ags    ..  4 

Write,  wiMJt  OMi  I,  if  not  of  Im  f wgfk    ..  4 

WHteiWWiUkajoato   '.. • ..;.  ma$    ..  4 

WritlQff » flne^  Mid  tlifl  writac'i  ditnu  ,. 9x^    ..  4 

Wkonc  ud  ■oooir,  itraog  appMl  of  ao    ..  4 

Wioof harlif ptteJaaos 417    ..  % 

Wrong  bar  by  ■Mpteion 4J7    ..  a 

WhnctlMlMHtritoQmfor %t    ..  i 

Wraa0i,audBitiitbfltrfeblwd  ....'. ai     ..  1 

Wroofi,  with  an  ter.hv  life  on  hit  lore  IsMt jio    ..•  4 

WvoBsa  jonYB  doinf ,  iwtd  jon  not  thi 499    ..  % 

JanteJ*!  wwlMffngteiigno 32S    ..  i 

ToMvhAVoflown  546    ..  4 

Tetn»fhatfiilf  of j44*   ..  4 

ToilMdaol 5|i     ..  3 

Ttel  iMtniitlit sir     ..    1  . 

thobidy^   3J1  ...    I* 

boyMfarerermom  5ja  ..    % 

■hall oiMt   •..•••....•........ 600  ..    a 

Yet  bear  I  if  stun  lore 4S9  ..    4 

Yon,  and  lore,  my  thoughts  are  all  of Z9I  ..    x 

You  and  me,  what  will  they  say  of  ?   466  . .     4 

Yon  are  kind  no  more 541  . .     3 

Yon  become  a  nun  ?  I'll  not  believe  it 575  . .     | 

You,  before  I  part  from  506  . .     i 

You  came  into  the  world  too  late 5./)  ..     1 

You  came  running  forth  to  meet  me 595  . .     ] 

You,  I'll  ever  doat  and  write  on   Z94  ..     2 

You  lost  a  man,  kind,  generous,  and  true zzs  ..    4 

You  may  lose  your  labour  57S  . .     i 

You  may  take  the  vows  but  they'll  be  mine 575  . .     4 

You  mock  your  lover's  smart 3}i  ..4 

You  never  knew  what 'tlB  to  love 5S4  ..     3 

You  neyer  loved  me ; 584  . .     1 

Yon,  no  blessings  equal  to  such  a  wife  as 294  ..     t 

You,  no  joy  or  pain  with,  or  without 2zi  ..     x 

You  said  I  should  be  truly  blest 116  ..     4 

You  take  the  vows  ? 575  ..     4 

You  took  me,  when  n  girl,  into  your  home  and  heart 609  . .     i 

You  were  kind  to  me 541  ..     3 

Young  feelings,  stolen  from  the  heart 39j  . .     4 

Young  hearts  aud  minds,  bound  without  their  will 436  ..     4 

Young  hopes  blasted 4^6  . .     2 

Young  life's  journey zji  . .     2, 

Your  cottage  flowers 610  ..     j 

Your  hate  improves  to  spite   332  ..     1 

Your  heart,  a  matchless  blessing 291  . .     4 

Your  heart  is  love  and  kindness'  throne 466  . .     4 

Your  heart,  that  treasure 291  ..     4 

Your  pride  may  make  you  a  devil 385  ..    4 

Your  btep'B  like  rain  to  the  farmer 608  ..     i 


Dictionary.  789 


PlOB 

Tonr  tot  nui J  go  Mtny   }!& 

Tour  Tril  and  beuity  are  In  rain #. 4x0 

Toa*iv  all  th«  world  to  me 609 

Ton're  mighty  pretty    ui 

Yoa*re  nothing  to  the  world  609 

Yoonelf  the  captirc  and  the  soaro  190 

Tooth,  a,  in  opening  life x% 

Tooth  and  maiden,  their  fate %$ 

Tooth,  days  of,  ileal  by   456 

Tooth,  glow  of,  is  OTer $00 

Tooth  ia  fleeting 546 

Tooth,  lores  of,  that  are  no  more 184 

Tooth,  i^t  80  strong  as  pain  and  pride   a6 

Tooth,  prime,  lasts  not 409 

Tooth  prood  of  his  wife's  beaoty x% 

Tooth,  the  blonom  of ,  deroor'd  by  sorrow    i|5 

footh,  the  heart  in  early 179 

both,  risions  of  bright  happy 431 

Tooth  weds  for  beauty x% 

Tooth's  angelic  dream 151 

Tooth's,  favoured,  hour  flies 1 17 

Tooth's  meteor  hope 144 

Toothful  foil V,  fled    74 

Zeidiyri  and  beauty's  ringlets 144 

Zephyrs  and  blushes 144 

Zephyrs  and  lovers 144 

Zephyrs,  and  tears  of  sorrow 144 

Zspbyrs,  chase  away  sorrow    144 

Zephyrs,  inspiring  the  poet 144 

Zephyrs,  the,  wakened  by  kisses    195 

Zephyrs,  waft  sighs  of  lore 144 

Zephjrrs,  waft  the  pious  whispers  of  saints 144 

Zephyrs,  where  their  song  is  heard 141 
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